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“ Well, 1’m better used to grass or asphalte,”’ said Mr. Puyo. ‘ And perhaps I’m not so sweet on clouds as you 
are—or were—my dear Ixton. You, from long experience, are doubtless used to ‘ rolling in the air,’—on a wheel!” | 

The bold Thessalian actually blushed, and his impudent eye fell before Mr. Puncn’s significant glance. “I own 
that I prefer innubilus ether—now,” said he. ‘ But we've all sorts of tracks in Olympus. You pay your entrance fee, 
and you take your choice. If you like to enter for the Golden Apple Handicap, Juno, Venus, and Minerva will run you a 
race on grass, or ATALANTA will give you a start, as a newer and swifter Milanion, over the Three Pippin Asphalte Track, at 
your pleasure. As for me, I’m your man at any distance, over any track, from cloud-course to cinder-path ! ” 

* You always were a cheeky chap, Ixron,” replied Mr. Poncu, drily. ‘* But how do your Olympian ladies look on 
Wheels? Do they don—well, Divided Skirts ; and do they go gracefully, or humped and awkward, like too many terrestrial 
she-cyclists ?” 

a> Look for yourself, Mr. Puxon,” responded Ixtox. ‘*‘ Here they come!’ as your Derbyites yell, especially when a 
Popular Prince looks like to win. Peep through the cloud-rift, and you, Mr. Puxcu, like poor (Minonz, 
“ Mays’t well behold them unbeheld, unheard 
Hear all, and, like young Paris, judge of gods!” 

Sure enough, there they came, Goddesses Three. “Great Herk,” pearly-shouldered Partas, “Idalian Apunopire, 
beautiful,” all on the World-dominating Wheel, all in Olympian Cycling Costume, all working away at treadle and handle as 
for dear life, like mere she-mortals at a mundane Cycle Meeting. 

“ What think you of my Three Olympian Pupils, Mr. Parts-Puncn?” asked Ixton, 

“ Humph!” said the Suge. ‘“ Methinks, personally, I should have preferred them as they appeared of old on the 
piny top of ‘ many-fountained Ida.’ Women on Wheels look less like goddesses than they do off them, in my opinion, and 
goddesses on Wheels more like ordinary—very ordinary women. But I suppose the Wheel has ‘come to stay’—for some 
time at least, in Olympus as in Hyde Park.” 

“You bet!” laughed Ixron. ‘ Why, even that pompous upstart, Puasvs, is practising biking at night on the strict 
Q.T., and I expect soon will be putting down his stables, selling off his horses of the sun, and doing his daily round on 


' Wheels! But look out, Mr. Parts-Puxcn! This course is two laps to the mile, and the Illustrious Three will be back 


presently, when you will have to award the Apple——” 

* Not at all, Ixion, my boy!” retorted Mr. Ponca. “I have a better and fitter prize for the Olympian winner than 
any Golden Apple. My work and my awards are not for a mere cycle, but for all cycles, and cycles of cycles, ‘ not for an age, 
but for all time,’ like my friend, WiLLtam or Avon’s,” 

‘And what is that prize of prizes for the Olympian winner of winners or champion of champions?” asked Ixtoy, 
curiously. 


‘Not a mere Golden Apple, but a veritable Golden Book,” responded Punon, displaying to the amazed and interested 


’ One Hundred and Centh Volume!!! 
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MR. PUNCH’S NEW YEAR PHILOSOPHY, |A%4 *° ot ae solemn, yet soul-cheering 

HERA lled ** th ” fro : : s 
nit hha Mae an = laughter 
And ne Ea:t and West things look 


Wat, weep the world’s follies? That’s 
playing the fool, ’ ~e 
Punch does not mean joining the fussy or 
frantic, 


Like a jester who droppeth his tears in a 


1; 
Tis like damming a deluge with water! He sends a gay greeting across the Atlantic, 
Henractitvs had hardly the happy way hit, A blend of the loving and larkish. 
Tears will not check follies as walk as gay wit, | -- a rn hes 
ch giveth those follies no quarter. 
What use at the goose-flock to groan or to 


le e, 
A leugh may succeed when a tear may mean 
And ae more dull than damp fire- 
works 
Democritus, Laughing Philosopher, knew 
Tha look blue over fools till 


t a man make 
all’s blue; 
That’s just how all pessimist ire works. 
i OED Dae O, eee, Wik $8 edge far from 
un 


They whip up, without wounding, when 
__ grumble or grunt 
Will only add anger to folly. 
A fool under scolding is like your dull 
Who won , mend his form for mere whopping, 


So let’s be, judiciously, jolly! 
Untimely heroics. and preashmente sublime, = ae) PZ 
_ | Are tempting to juvenile censors, whom time | > q . 
“ Will teach to be rather more rosy ; a 
Not optimist boobies, nor pessimist bor 
They will learn that wise gaiety oftentime 


scores 
When foiled fall the pompous and prosy. 
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8 orting Underwriter, ‘‘WouLD YoU LIKE 
TO InsuRE?” 
Bold Bird, ‘*No I Lb TAKE THE RISK!’ 
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E Middle 


At—somebod BE an bor laughs, and derides 
The notion of shindy between the two rides 


Of one double-fronted fraternity. 
Faithful friends’ falling-out—for a time—a 
huge bore is; : 
But—here’s to the redintegratio amoris !— 

A love that should last to eternity. 

Away fly the doves with an olive-branck 


each! 
Geod oe and fun better lessons wil! 

Than many more high-sounding Messages. 
Keep faith, at this season, in Peace and 
Keep temper, and sure the New Year wil 


Mr. Punch’s non-pessimist presages, | 
HERACLITUS, poor chap, was a little bit out ; 
A a hearty laugh may kill hatred o1 

ou 

Tf ’tis not too bitterly mocking. 
‘“* The i ag ” had best, on the whole, be 1 

u 
Laugh! Laugh! save at sorrow; the mai 
is mere brute 

Who at misery chortles; that’s shocking! 
But ih first tip for this next of Nev 


ears 
Is—don’t weep at men’s follies, nor laugh a 
their tears ! 





UP TO DATE. 
Srrine that the New Woman proudly dream 
Of sharing g unities and joys, 


The pro erb for the period seems, 
Pa aig will be-herel® | 
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66 XILON himself, by all that’s wonderful!” said Mr. Puncy, addressing—in defiance of mere mundane injunction— 


the Man at the Wheel. 7 

“Mr. Puncu and none other, by all that’s delightful!” responded the Thessalian, trimming his bicycle lamp as 
tenderly as a masher tittivates his budding moustache. 

“Happy to meet you, I’m sure—anywhere!” smiled the omnivagant Sage, pleasantly. ‘ But how on earth did you 
get out of Hades and into Heav well, say Olympus?” 

“ On my Wheel,” answered Ixton. “It has proved a Wheel of Fortune to me—in the longrun. I fancy I hold 
_the record for long distance, anyhow.” 

“ But how did you contrive to turn your wheel of torment into a Rota Fortuna, Ixton ?” 

“ As DisRAELI—who was a man after my own heart—made me write in Juno's album, ‘ adventures are to the adven- 
turous.” Mrrcury—who is not a bad fellow for a turnkey—first gave me the tip. In this epoch the Wheel rules the world ! 
Olympus is awfully Conservative. But Olympus is also dull—as your Philosopher said most Conservatives are. And Olympus, 
like the Greeks, is always glad of ‘ some new thing,’ if it be adroitly introduced. Now Disraext and I shared that useful know- 
ledge how to educate a Conservative party—like the followers of Jove or Dersy—without scaring it into revolt. Olympus 
—especially the she-side of it—was awearying for some novelty which was not as old as the hills or as stale as the New 
Fiction. To be brief, I cleverly converted my wheel of torture, and the chains wherewith I was bound thereto—MeErcury 
winking while I worked—into a Safety Bike! Then he whispered to Juprrer and Juno that I was having quite a good 
time on my converted cycle. Curiosity did the rest, and now Vutoan and his Cyclops (floated as ‘ The Etna Cycle Company, 
Limited ’) are so full of orders even Jove has to give six weeks’ notice when he wants a new Wheel. Ha! ha! ha!” 

“Ho! ho! ho!” echoed Mr. Puncn. ‘There seems to be a lot of human nature not only in humanity, but in 
divinity also, I presume you are quite a persona grata again—especially with the goddesses ? ”’ 

“TI believe you, my bhoy !” said the Thessalian, with a wink. ‘Olympus now ought rather to be called Olympia. 
Your Miss Patrisons, Marte Pavtes, and Miles. Sotancgs are not in it, either for zeal or pace, with Juno, Venus, MINERVA, 
and that tremendously tenacious long-distance championess, dear Diana! Are you a wheelman, Mr. Puxcn?” 

“ Am I not Everything in excelsis 2?" queried the Sage, coolly. ‘I wonder at your asking such a question! I'll 
take you, or any of your Olympian ‘ cracks,’ gods or goddesses, on at any distance you like!” 

“On a cloud-course ?” asked Ixrow, archly. 
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¢6 TXION himself, by all that’s wonderful!” said Mr. Puxcy, addressing—in defiance of mere mundane injunction— 
the Man at the Wheel. 

“Mr. Puncu and none other, by all that’s delightful!” responded the Thessalian, trimming his bicycle lamp as 
tenderly as a masher tittivates his budding moustache. 

“Happy to meet you, I’m sure—anywhere!” smiled the omnivagant Sage, pleasantly. ‘‘ But how on earth did you 
get out of Hades and into Heav well, say Olympus?” 

“ On my Wheel,” answered Ixton. “It has proved a Wheel of Fortune to me—in the long run. I fancy I hold 

_the record for long distance, anyhow.” | 

‘“‘ But how did you contrive to turn your wheel of torment into a Rota Fortune, Ixton?” 

“ As DisRaAELI—who was a man after my own heart—made me write in Juno's album, ‘ adventures are to the adven- 
turous.’ Mrrcury—who is not a bad fellow for a turnkey—first gave me the tip. In this epoch the Wheel rules the world ! 
Olympus is awfully Conservative. But Olympus is also dull—as your Philosopher said most Conservatives are. And Olympus, 
like the Greeks, is always glad of ‘ some new thing,’ if it be adroitly introduced. Now Disraeut and I shared that useful know- 
ledge how to educate a Conservative party—like the followers of Jove or Dersy—without scaring it into revolt. Olympus 
—especially the she-side of it—was awearying for some novelty which was not as old as the hills or as stale as the New 
Fiction. To be brief, I cleverly converted my wheel of torture, and the chains wherewith I was bound thereto—MeErcury 
winking while I worked—into a Safety Bike! Then he whispered to Jupirer and Juno that I was having quite a good 
time on my converted cycle. Curiosity did the rest, and now VuLoan and his Cyclops (floated as ‘ The Etna Cycle Company, 
Limited ’) are so full of orders even Jove has to give six weeks’ notice when he wants a new Wheel. Ha! ha! ha!” 

“Ho! ho! ho!” echoed Mr. Puncn. ‘There seems to be a lot of human nature not only in humanity, but in 
divinity also, I presume you are quite a persona grata again—especially with the goddesses ? ”’ 

“T believe you, my bhoy!” said the Thessalian, with a wink. ‘ Olympus now ought rather to be called Olympia. 
Your Miss Pattisons, Marte Pautes, and Miles. Sotancgs are not in it, either for zeal or pace, with Juno, Venus, MINERVA, 
and that tremendously tenacious long-distance championess, dear Diana! Are you a wheelman, Mr. Puncn?” 

“ Am I not Everything in excelsis ?” queried the Sage, coolly. ‘I wonder at your asking such a question! I'll 
take you, or any of your Olympian ‘ cracks,’ gods or goddesses, on at any distance you like!” 

“‘On a cloud-course ?” asked Ixtoy, archly. 
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66 TXION himself, by all that’s wonderful!” said Mr. Puncy, addressing—in defiance of mere mundane injunction— 


the Man at the Wheel. 

“Mr. Puncn and none other, by all that’s delightful!” responded the Thessalian, trimming his bicycle lamp as 
tenderly as a masher tittivates his budding moustache. 

“Happy to meet you, I’m sure—anywhere!” smiled the omnivagant Sage, pleasantly. ‘‘ But how on earth did you 
get out of Hades and into Heav well, say Olympus?” 

“On my Wheel,” answered Ixton. “It has proved a Wheel of Fortune to me—in the long run. I fancy I hold 
_the record for long distance, anyhow.” ; 

‘“‘ But how did you contrive to turn your wheel of torment into a Rota Fortune, Ixtox?” 

“ As DisRaAELI—who was a man after my own heart—made me write in Juno’s album, ‘ adventures are to the adven- 
turous.” Mrrcury—who is not a bad fellow for a turnkey—first gave me the tip. In this epoch the Wheel rules the world ! 
Olympus is awfully Conservative. But Olympus is also dull—as your Philosopher said most Conservatives are. And Olympus, 
like the Greeks, is always glad of ‘ some new thing,’ if it be adroitly introduced. Now Disraext and I shared that useful know- 
ledge how to educate a Conservative party—like the followers of Jove or Dersy—without scaring it into revolt. Olympus 
—especially the she-side of it—was awearying for some novelty which was not as old as the hills or as stale as the New 
Fiction. To be brief, I cleverly converted my wheel of torture, and the chains wherewith I was bound thereto—Merrcury 
winking while I worked—into a Safety Bike! Then he whispered to Jupirer and Juno that I was having quite a good 
time on my converted cycle. Curiosity did the rest, and now Vutoan and his Cyclops (floated as ‘ The Etna Cycle Company, 
Limited ’) are so full of orders even Jove has to give six weeks’ notice when he wants a new Wheel. Ha! ha! ha!” 

“Ho! ho! ho!” echoed Mr. Puncn. ‘There seems to be a lot of human nature not only in humanity, but in 
divinity also, I presume you are quite a persona grata again—especially with the goddesses ? ”’ 

“T believe you, my bhoy!” said the Thessalian, with a wink. ‘ Olympus now ought rather to be called Olympia. 
Your Miss Parrisons, Marre Paves, and Miles. Sotancess are not in it, either for zeal or pace, with Juno, Venus, MINERVA, 
and that tremendously tenacious long-distance championess, dear Diana! Are you a wheelman, Mr. Puycn?” 

“ Am I not Everything in excelsis ?” queried the Sage, coolly. ‘‘ I wonder at your asking such a question! I'll 
take you, or any of your Olympian ‘ cracks,’ gods or goddesses, on at any distance you like!” 

“On a cloud-course ?” asked Ixtovy, archly. 
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66 XLON himself, by all that’s wonderful!” said Mr. Puncy, addressing—in defiance of mere mundane injunction— 


the Man at the Wheel. 

“Mr. Puncu and none other, by all that’s delightful!” responded the Thessalian, trimming his bicycle lamp as 
tenderly as a masher tittivates his budding moustache. 

“ Happy to meet you, I’m sure—anywhere!” smiled the omnivagant Sage, pleasantly. ‘ But how on earth did you 
get out of Hades and into Heavy well, say Olympus?” 

“On my Wheel,” answered Ix1on. “It has proved a Wheel of Fortune to me—in the long run. I fancy I hold 
the record for long distance, anyhow.” 

‘‘ But how did you contrive to turn your wheel of torment into a Rota Fortune, Ixtox?” 

“ As DisRagLI—who was a man after my own heart—made me write in Juno's album, ‘ adventures are to the adven- 
turous.” Merrcury—who is not a bad fellow for a turnkey—first gave me the tip. In this epoch the Wheel rules the world ! 
Olympus is awfully Conservative. But Olympusis also dull—as your Philosopher said most Conservatives are. And Olympus, 
like the Greeks, is always glad of ‘ some new thing,’ if it be adroitly introduced. Now Disraett and I shared that useful know- 
ledge how to educate a Conservative party—like the followers of Jove or Dersy—without scaring it into revolt. Olympus 
—especially the she-side of it—was awearying for some novelty which was not as old as the hills or as stale as the New 
Fiction. To be brief, I cleverly converted my wheel of torture, and the chains wherewith I was bound thereto—MeErcury 
winking while I worked—into a Safety Bike! Then he whispered to Juprrer and Juno that I was having quite a good 
time on my converted cycle. Curiosity did the rest, and now Vutoan and his Cyclops (floated as ‘ The Etna Cycle Company, 
Limited ’) are so full of orders even Jove has to give six weeks’ notice when he wants a new Wheel. Ha! ha! ha!” 

“Ho! ho! ho!” echoed Mr. Punon. . ‘ There seems to be a lot of human nature not only in humanity, but in 
divinity also, I presume you are quite a persona grata again—especially with the goddesses ?”’ 

“T believe you, my bhoy!” said the Thessalian, with a wink. ‘ Olympus now ought rather to be called Olympia. 
Your Miss Pattisons, Marte Pautes, and Miles. Sotanass are not in it, either for zeal or pace, with Juno, Venus, MINERVA, 
and that tremendously tenacious long-distance championess, dear Diana!. Are you a wheelman, Mr. Puncn?” 

“ Am I not Everything in eacelsis ?" queried the Sage, coolly. ‘I wonder at your asking such a question! I'll 
take you, or any of your Olympian ‘ cracks,’ gods or goddesses, on at any distance you like!” 

** On a cloud-course ?” asked Ixroy, archly. 
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66 ce himself, by all that’s wonderful!” said Mr. Puncy, addressing—in defiance of mere mundane injunction— 
the Man at the Wheel. 

“Mr. Puncu and none other, by all that’s delightful!” responded the Thessalian, trimming his bicycle lamp as 
tenderly as a masher tittivates his budding moustache. 

“ Happy to meet you, I’m sure—anywhere!” smiled the omnivagant Sage, pleasantly. ‘‘ But how on earth did you 
get out of Hades and into Heav well, say Olympus ?” 

“On my Wheel,” answered Ixton. “It has proved a Wheel of Fortune to me—in the longrun. I fancy I hold 

the record for long distance, anyhow.” , 

‘“‘ But how did you contrive to turn your wheel of torment into a Rota Fortune, Ixton ?” 

“ As DisRAELI—who was a man after my own heart—made me write in Juno's album, ‘ adventures are to the adven- 
turous.” Mrrcury—who is not a bad fellow for a turnkey—first gave me the tip. In this epoch the Wheel rules the world ! 
Olympus is awfully Conservative. But Olympusis also dull—as your Philosopher said most Conservatives are. And Olympus, 
like the Greeks, is always glad of ‘ some new thing,’ if it be adroitly introduced. Now Disraeut and I shared that useful know- 
ledge how to educate a Conservative party—like the followers of Jove or Dersy—without scaring it into revolt. Olympus 
—especially the she-side of it—was awearying for some novelty which was not as old as the hills or as stale as the New 
Fiction. To be brief, I cleverly converted my wheel of torture, and the chains wherewith I was bound thereto—MeERrcuryY 
winking while I worked—into a Safety Bike! Then he whispered to Jupirer and Juno that I was having quite a good 
time on my converted cycle. Curiosity did the rest, and now Vutoan and his Cyclops (floated as ‘The Etna Cycle Company, 
Limited ’) are so full of orders even Jove has to give six weeks’ notice when he wants a new Wheel. Ha! ha! ha!” 

“Ho! ho! ho!” echoed Mr. Punon. . “ There seems to be a lot of human nature not only in humanity, but in 
divinity also, I presume you are quite a persona grata again—especially with the goddesses ? ”’ 

“I believe you, my bhoy !” said the Thessalian, with a wink. ‘“ Olympus now ought rather to be called Olympia. 
Your Miss Parrisons, Marte Pavtes, and Miles. Sotancess are not in it, either for zeal or pace, with Juno, Venus, MINERVA, 
and that tremendously tenacious long-distance championess, dear Drana!. Are you a wheelman, Mr. Puncn?” 

“ Am I not Everything in excelsis ?” queried the Sage, coolly. ‘I wonder at your asking such a question! I'll 
take you, or any of your Olympian ‘ cracks,’ gods or goddesses, on at any distance you like!” 

“On a cloud-course ?” asked Ixtoy, archly. 
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¢ 6 TXION himself, by all that’s wonderful!” said Mr. Puncy, addressing—in defiance of mere mundane injunction— 
the Man at the Wheel. 

“Mr. Puncu and none other, by all that’s delightful!” responded the Thessalian, trimming his bicycle lamp as 
tenderly as a masher tittivates his budding moustache. 

“ Happy to meet you, I’m sure—anywhere!” smiled the omnivagant Sage, pleasantly. ‘ But how on earth did you 
get out of Hades and into Heav well, say Olympus ?” 

“ On my Wheel,” answered Ixton. “It has proved a Wheel of Fortune to me—in the long run. I fancy I hold 

the record for long distance, anyhow.” 

‘“‘ But how did you contrive to turn your wheel of torment into a Rota Fortune, Ixtox ?” 

“ As DisRagLI—who was a man after my own heart—made me write in Juno’s album, ‘ adventures are to the adven- 
turous.. Mrrcury—who is not a bad fellow for a turnkey—first gave me the tip. In this epoch the Wheel rules the world ! 
Olympus is awfully Conservative. But Olympus is also dull—as your Philosopher said most Conservatives are. And Olympus, 
like the Greeks, is always glad of ‘ some new thing,’ if it be adroitly introduced. Now Disraeut and I shared that useful know- 
ledge how to educate a Conservative party—like the followers of Jove or Dersy—without scaring it into revolt. Olympus 
—especially the she-side of it—was awearying for some novelty which was not as old as the hills or as stale as the New 
Fiction. To be brief, I cleverly converted my wheel of torture, and the chains wherewith I was bound thereto—Mercury 
winking while I worked—into a Safety Bike! Then he whispered to Jupirer and Juno that I was having quite a good 
time on my converted cycle. Curiosity did the rest, and now Vutoan and his Cyclops (floated as ‘ The Etna Cycle Company, 
Limited ’) are so full of orders even Jove has to give six weeks’ notice when he wants a new Wheel. Ha! ha! ha!” 

“Ho! ho! ho!” echoed Mr. Punon. . “ There seems to be a lot of human nature not only in humanity, but in 
divinity also, I presume you are quite a persona grata again—especially with the goddesses ? ’’ 

“I believe you, my bhoy!” said the Thessalian, with a wink. ‘ Olympus now ought rather to be called Olympia. 
Your Miss Patrisons, Marte Pavtres, and Miles. Sotancess are not in it, either for zeal or pace, with Juno, Venus, MINERVA, 
and that tremendously tenacious long-distance championess, dear Diana! Are you a wheelman, Mr. Puncn?” 

“ Am I not Everything in excelsis 2?” queried the Sage, coolly. ‘I wonder at your asking such a question! I'll 
take you, or any of your Olympian ‘ cracks,’ gods or goddesses, on at any distance you like!” 

“On a cloud-course ?” asked Ixroy, archly. 
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“ Well, I’m better used to grass or asphalte,’’ said Mr. Puxcu. ‘And perhaps I’m not so sweet on clouds as you 
are—or were—my dear Ixron. You, from long experience, are doubtless used to ‘ rolling in the air,’—on a wheel!” 7 

The bold Thessalian actually blushed, and his impudent eye fell before Mr. Puncn’s significant glance. ‘ I own 
that I prefer innubilus ether—now,” said he. “ But we've all sorts of tracks in Olympus. You pay your entrance fee, 
and you take your choice. If you like to enter for the Golden Apple Handicap, Juno, Venus, and Minerva will run you a 
race on grass, or ATALANTA will give you a start, as a newer and swifter Milanion, over the Three Pippin Asphalte Track, at 
your pleasure. As for me, I’m your man at any distance, over any track, from cloud-course to cinder-path ! ” 

“You always were a cheeky chap, Ixton,” replied Mr. Ponon, drily. ‘ But how do your Olympian ladies look on 
Wheels? Do they don—well, Divided Skirts; and do they go gracefully, or humped and awkward, like too many terrestrial 
she-cyclists ?” 

“ Look for yourself, Mr. Puxcu,” responded Ixton. ‘ ‘Here they come!’ as your Derbyites yell, especially when a 
Popular Prince looks like to win. Peep through the cloud-rift, and you, Mr. Ponon, like poor (nonz, 
“ Mays’t well behold them unbeheld, unheard 
Hear all, and, like young PArRIs, judge of gods!” 

Sure enough, there they came, Goddesses Three. ‘Great Herk,” pearly-shouldered Partas, “Idalian Avuxovire, 
beautiful,” all on the World-dominating Wheel, all in Olympian Cycling Costume, all working away at treadle and handle as 
for dear life, like mere she-mortals at a mundane Cycle Meeting. 

“ What think you of my Three Olympian Pupils, Mr. Parts-Puncn ?” asked Txton, 

“ Humph!” said the Suge. ‘ Methinks, personally, I should have preferred them as they appeared of old on the 
piny top of ‘ many-fountained Ida.’ Women on Wheels look less like goddesses than they do off them, in my opinion, and 
goddesses on Wheels more like ordinary—very ordinary women. But I suppose the Wheel has ‘come to stay’—for some 
time at least, in Olympus as in Hyde Park.” 

“ You bet!” laughed Ixtow. ‘ Why, even that pompous upstart, Pua@svs, is practising biking at night on the strict 
Q.T., and I expect soon will be putting down his stables, selling off his horses of the sun, and doing his daily round on 
Wheels! But look out, Mr. Parts-Puxco! This course is two laps to the mile, and the Illustrious Three will be back 
presently, when you will have to award the Apple——” 

“ Not at all, Ixion, my boy!” retorted Mr. Punce. “I have a better and fitter prize for the Olympian winner than 
any Golden Apple. My work and my awards are not for a mere cycle, but for all cycles, and cycles of cycles, ‘ not for an age, 
but for all time,’ like my friend, WiLtt1am or Avon’s,” 

“And what is that prize of prizes for the Olympian winner of winners or champion of champions?” asked Ixtoy, 
curiously. 

‘Not a mere Golden Apple, but a veritable Golden Book,” responded Punon, displaying to the amazed and interested 
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And so at this solemn, yet soul-cheering | At—somebody’s—folly he laughs, and derides 
MR. PUNCH’S NEW YEAR PHILOSOPHY. aman, y & The notion hinay a tate shina 
_[Heractitvs was called “the mourner” from} All wise men, like Punch, mingle laughter| Of one double-fronted fraternity. 
ae ee ane iM imivaieee 6 Mme 
; ’ 0 at e ‘ 
blame ne Pct ag cee Seee darki Tat hars ’s to the redintegratio amoris !— 
Like a jester who droppeth his tears in a| Punch a ae joining the fussy or| A love that should last to ‘ 


ie s frantic, : eT a Away fy the doves with an olive-branch 
damming a del th ! e sends a gay greeting across the ic, €a6 

Hapncernos bad beodi thetarpy war hit, | A blend of the loving and tarkiah. Gcod temper and fun better lessons will 
Tears will not check follies as BEGGS Wes tS6* eee = _- sit a 






















Which giveth those follies no quarter. 
What use ae goose-flock to — a to 
€ 
~- may succeed when a tear gr waae 
wee more dull than damp fire- 
wor 
DEmoc Laughing Philosopher, knew 
That men soaks lock bias over foals Ul 
all’s blue; 
That’s just how all pessimist ire works. 
oe a lash, wit an edge far from 


unt, 
They whip up, without wounding, when 
grumble or grunt 
Will only add anger to folly. 
A fool under scolding is like your dull ass, 
won’t mend his form for mere whopping, 


alas | 
So let’s be, judiciously, jolly! 
Untimely heroics. and preachments sublime, 
Are tempting to juvenile censors, whom time 
Will teach to 


Than more high-sounding Messages. 
Keep faith, at thie Sy season, in Peace and 
Goodwill ! 


hn and sure the New Year will 


Mr. Punch’s non-pessimist g, 
H®RACLITUS, chap, was a little bit out ; 
A — i age may kill hatred or 

u 

Tf ’tis not too bitterly mocking. 

‘*The Mourner” had best. on the whole, be a 


Mute! 
Laugh! Laugh! save at sorrow; the man 
is mere brute : 
Who at misery chortles; that’s shocking! 
But one first tip for this next of New 


ears 
Is—don’t weep at men’s follies, nor laugh at 
their tears ! 
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scores To InsuRE? The proper b for the period seems, 
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DONE ’EM THIS TIME! 


Huntsman (having galloped over rotten bridge, spanning deep drain, 


IT WON'T BEAR you !” 


and kicked a large hole it), ‘‘Ht! KgEpP OFF 1T, YOU BEGGARS |! 
[Has hounds all to himself—the acme of bliss ! 








STUDIES IN MODERN JOURNALISM. 


No, If[I.—Donrtnpa’s Diary. 


Monday.—Oh dear! Jemma is such a nuisance! She has called 
three times in the last two days to implore me to spend next week at 
Twiddledum Towers. It is all very well for her to say that her 
husband—the Duke, you know-will be heart-broken if I refuse; 
but I put it to you, dear reader, how can I do as she wishes, and at 
the same time cep my solemn promise to the Countess of Pen1on- 
VILLE? The Countess would never, never forgive your poor DorINDA 
if she disappointed her. By the way, the Countess’s new boots are 
not at all a success. But, as I told her, how could she expect them 
to fit well unless she ba them at Messrs, Lack anp LEATHER’S 

_well-known shop, three doors off the Monument ?* By the strangest 
coincidence, this excellent firm has a full-page advertisement on the 
cover of this number, so that you can find out all about their goods 
by referring to it. 

Tuesday.—I felt very dall and depressed this morning; but a cup 

of Drsss’ cocoa at luncheon quite restored me. (You must notice 
the trade-mark car y when you buy it—there are so many 
spurious imitations of Dress’, you know.) After luncheon, CHARLES 
came in, and, since his tailor is Snips, of 540, Piccadilly, I need 
hardly say that he was dressed in faultless taste. Hetook me off to 
a very select At Home, where I was introduced to Lady Seutzzr. 
** Dear Lady Sritzer,” I said, immediately, ‘‘ what charming gloves 
you are wearing! And yet I can see they are not expensive. Do tell 
me where you got them, and how much you paid for them.” ‘* Oh,” 
said Lady Sexizer, with such a sweet smile, ‘ that’s what every- 
one _me! Why, I bought them at Messrs. SHoppy’s winter 
sale—which, by the way, ends in a fortnight’s time, so you should 
go there at once—and I only paid 2s. 113d, the pair for them.” 


Having guilelessly undertaken to publish a certain number of these 
delightfully entertaining articles, we would not for The World fail in our 
obligation. But, as we did not bind ourselves to give the names and 
addresses of the tradesmen herein insidiously advertised, we have substituted 
others of our own invention. Aggrieved purveyors have their remedy.—Ep, 


Wednesday. —‘* Where did you get that hat?” wrote SHaxs- 
PEARE, and the question was repeated to me a dozen times at a 
fashionable luncheon-party to-day. How stupid people are, to be 
sure! For, of course, no one except Madame MopisteE, of 320a, 
Bond Street, could have created it. Indeed, I and all the other best- 
dressed people in London deal with her. Tommy PLANTAGENET, my 
thirteen- year-old cousin, came in to tea. He told me that he had 
noticed a charming costume, worn by a lady in the row of stalls next 
to him at the Pantomime. hasten to give the details of it. for the 
benefit of my readers, id patterns of it can be obtained for six 
stamps from the office.) The dress is made of magenta-col 
sequins, embroidered with miroir velvet and piped passementerie. 
The bodice is composed of white fichu, draped round the hips with 
blue nainsook, and the arms are loo up above the basque with 
scarlet tulle, while the skirt is trimmed with yellow revers, edged 
with chiffon. The lining is of reseda-shot satin, with accordion- 
pleated buckles gathered very closely round the tunic, One could 
not easily imagine a more charming design. 

Thursday.—* Arma virumque,” as Homer says—which means, 
of course, that all knowledge is useful. So, darling reader, I hasten 
to impart to you a fact which I was told to-day. And this is, that 
no one in London has such splendid crocodiles as Mr. SHapRacu, of 
Upper Holloway. This is worth remembering, as it is quite possible 
that crocodiles may become favourite drawing-room pets before long, 
and you could not offer your family a more a:ceptable Christmas 

resent, fact, a certein Princess—— Bother! that dull old 
archioness has called to take me for a drive, so I can write no 


more just now. 


A Grammatical Question settled under the 
Mistletoe. 


‘* Now a kiss, dear,”’ he said, ‘‘ is a noun we’ll agree, 
Bat common or proper, say which may it be ?”’ 

‘* Well, perhaps,” she replied (to speak nothing loth), 
While she smiled and grew red—‘‘ Let us say it is both.” 
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DONE ’EM 
Huntsman (having galloped over rotten bridge, spanning deep drain, and kicked a large hole it), ‘‘H1! Keep OFF 1T, YOU BEGGARS! 


Ir won T BEAR you |!” 


STUDIES IN MODERN JOURNALISM. 


No, III].—Dortnpa’s Draky. 


Monday.—Oh dear! Jemma is such a nuisance! She has called 
three times in the last two days to implore me to spend next week at 
Twiddledum Towers. It is all very well for her to say that her 
husband—the Duke, you know—will be heart-broken if I refuse; 
but I put it to you, dear reader, how can I do as she wishes, and at 
the same time keep my solemn promise to the Countess of Pen1on- 
VILLE? The Countess would never, never forgive your poor DorinDA 
if she disappointed her. By the way, the Countess’s new boots are 
not at all a success. But, as I told her, how could she expect them 
to fit well unless she pouges them at Mesers, Lace anp LEATHER’S 

ell] ( oors off the Monument ?* By the strangest 
coincidence, this excellent firm has a full-page advertisement on the 
cover of this number, so that you can find out all about their goods 
by referring to it. 

Tuesday.—I felt very dull and depressed this morning; but a cup 
of Dipss’ cocoa at luncheon quite restored me. (You must notice 
the trade-mark car y when you buy it—there are so many 
spurious imitations of Drsss’, you know.) After luncheon, CHARLES 
came in, and, since his tailor is Snips, of 540, Piccadilly, I need 
hardly say that he was dressed in faultless taste. He took me off to 
a very select At Home, where I was introduced to Lady Srirzer. 
‘*Dear Lady Szxtzer,”’ I said, immediately, ‘‘ what charming gloves 
you are wearing! And yet I can see they are not expensive. Do tell 
me where you got them, and how much you paid for them.” ‘‘ Oh,” 
said Lady ee such a sweet smile, *‘ that’s what every- 
one asks me! Why, I bought them at Messrs. SHoppy’s winter 
sale—which, by the way, ends in a fortnight’s time, so you should 
go there at once—and I only paid 2s. 113d, the pair for them.” 


* Having guilelessly undertaken to publish a certain number of these 
delightfully entertaining articles, we would not for The World fail in our 
obligation. But, as we did not bind ourselves to give the names and 
addresses of the tradesmen herein insidiously advertised, we have substituted 
others of our own invention. Aggrieved purveyors have their remedy.—Ep. 
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[Has hounds all to himself—the acme of bliss / 








Wednesday. —‘* Where did you get that hat?’ wrote SHaxs- 
PEARE, and the question was repeated to me a dozen times at a 
fashionable luncheon-party to-day. How stupid people are, to be 
sure! For, of course, no one axon Madame MopistE, of 320a, 
Bond Street, could have created it. Indeed, I and all the other best- 

essed people in London deal with her. Tommy PLANTAGENET, my 
thirteen- year-old cousin, came in to tea. He told me that he had 
noticed a charming costume, worn bya lady in the row of stalls next 
tohim at the Pantomime. I hasten to give the details of it, for the 
benefit of my readers, (Paper patterns of it can be obtained for six 
stamps from the office.) The dress is made of magenta-coloured 
sequins, embroidered with miroir velvet and piped ementerie. 
The bodice is composed of white fichu, draped round the hips with 
blue nainsook, and the arms are loo up above the basque with 
scarlet tulle, while the skirt is trimmed with yellow revers, edged 
with chiffon. The lining is of reseda-shot satin, with accordion- 
pleated buckles sathered very closely round the tunic, One could 
not easily imagine a more charming design. 


Thursday.—* Arma virumque,” as Homer says—which means, 
of course, that all knowledge is useful. So, darling reader, I hasten 
to impart to you a fact which I was told to-day. And this is, that 
no one in London has such splendid crocodiles as Mr. SuapRacu, of 
Upper Holloway. This is worth remembering, as it is quite possible 
that crocodiles may become favourite drawing-room pets before long, 
and you could not offer your family a more acceptable Christmas 

resent. In fact, a certein Princess—— Bother! that dull old 
archioness has called to take me for a drive, so I can write no 
more just now. 


A Grammatical Question settled under the 
Mistletoe. 


‘** Now a kiss, dear,” he said, ‘‘ is a noun we’ll agree, 
Bat common or proper, say which may it be?” 

‘* Well, perhaps,” she replied (to speak nothing loth), 
While she smiled and grew red—‘ Let us say it is both.” 





[January 4, 1896. 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 





«a G68I ‘FZ | ‘upyburspuvg *sxeoh Auvul 08 10j wey} enw ert 
TIT Sisto yueseid 04} 4BY} ‘eAotjeq yng youu pus “4sn2} ATsouT¥e Lo 





~a " 
SAAN 


BYROAS SESS 
. sae SS Se 
‘ OS ae 
SSS 
SESS 


* 
4S 
Se 
eS 


a 
~~... 


= SS Se = 


qorga dryspucrsy Jo Zutjeey ULE cures oy} Aq papasdons oq [[L4 pus ‘selzzUN00 Yj0q 03 A10jONJST}ES JOMUBUI B UI pesuLIIE 9q 


WL ° [G89 SY IO} AAZLITNY ‘I}_ YUVY} 0} HUOX JO oxNG 04} paB SATV AA JO GOUIIG 04} Aq polIsep SI SATIONY SIONVUY JIg,, 


‘SDVSSAW SSONIYd SHL 


= 
ye a 

eg 
ee a ae 
St 


ee S 
ee ee ee Ls 
Ce 


Ne ie 
~ Atal. 
Ee 
RO Led ES 
f ' FO Po Kh a hb Lh 
} } ‘ _— 
oy eee V/A F i ~ 
‘oe 
| v VE i } Thy P 
ae | - j ; /f j | 
eon ‘ RA) mh 
ao ae VA ee 
Ye e/a 
wil ipo JL) ee 
ha ugrtatp egy casts! 
if Fer 


" ‘ \. N > A ) " 
aA J. A 7 , ‘ ] r \ | \ ey 

7 _* Y NO YY AY Snir ; 
~ wre rt) \ x 

; a.) , un \4 ¥ ‘ ‘ > “ne 
4 ~\ . \ \ ~ \ \ — 

\\y _ t ts 

' \ . 
Wis 


‘ ' 
"I 
‘ 


> ‘i WA \ Ny IS 
A cnn \ OA 


eH 


SAD \ 
. MN \\ \\ 
Uy 
y 


Rina \\SLNN 

Nt Mh 
SW) J WY oA 
ai & ; 5 


\ 


NL Th 
Ws 





\ be arranged in a manner suusimewsy ~~ ~~~ 


well-known shop, three 


January 4, 1896.] 





PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 3 


















ZAP Av 
t a — 
a ice oF boy, 


| sa A Ve 
p Via WL, Fi 





h 
| 


A 





~ ¥ 
oe, ye 


vy | fr a ka 
y Noy ‘ / ~*~ bof 
2 He . c r, = < X : - ~ 


“Kee Vy, blip p. 


IA Sa .* 
¢ BZ27 N'Vhee A = 
FP SP xian FEL UY “<~- =& 
v! era -/ Afi org, , i = 
wae eae pre OPOP”ZLe 






7? 5 “L 
AKI yer se en ae ly 
A 
lt ey ya wy illa il 3 
a 


y iM CU, ] : 
Wl YY Nypyll Uy s- 


LLANS 





DONE ’EM THIS TIME! 
Huntsman (having galloped over rotten bridge, spanning deep drain, and kicked a large hole it), ‘Ht! Keep orF iT, you BEGGARS! 


Ir WON'T BEAR you !” 


STUDIES IN MODERN JOURNALISM. 


No, Il1I].—Dortnpa’s Diaky. 


Monday.—Oh dear! Jemma is such a nuisance! She has called 
three times in the last two days to implore me to spend next week at 
Twiddledum Towers. It is all very well for her to say that her 
husband—the Duke, you know-—will be heart-broken if I refuse; 
but I put it to you, dear reader, how can I do as she wiehes, and at 
the same time keep my solemn promise to the Countess of Pen1on- 
VILLE? The Countess would never, never forgive your poor DorINDA 
if she disappointed her. By the way, the Countess’s new boots are 
not at all a success, But, as I told her, how could she expect them 
to fit well unless she Somes them at Messrs. Lace anp LEATHER’S 

ell] ( oors off the Monument?* By the strangest 
coincidence, this excellent firm has a full-page advertisement on the 
cover of this number, so that you can find out all about their goods 
by referring to it. 

Tuesday.—I felt very dall and depressed this morning; but a cup 
of D1sss’ cocoa at luncheon quite restored me. (You must notice 
the trade-mark carefully when you buy it—there are so many 
spurious imitations of Dress’, you know.) After luncheon, CHARLES 
came in, and, since his tailor is Snips, of 540, Piccadilly, I need 
hardly say that he was dressed in faultless taste. He took me off to 
a very select At Home, where I was introduced to Lady SritzEr. 
‘Dear Lady Srxtzer,” I said, immediately, ‘‘ what charming gloves 
you are wearing! And yet I can see they are not expensive. Do tell 
me where you got them, and how much you paid for them.” ‘*‘ Oh,” 
said Lady ea ee such a sweet smile, *‘ that’s what every- 
one asks me! Why, I bought them at Messrs. SHoppy’s winter 
sale—which, by the way, ends in a ene time, so you should 
go there at once—and I only paid 2s. 113d, the pair for them.” 


* Having guilelessly undertaken to publish a certain number of these 
delightfully entertaining articles, we would not for The World fail in our 
obligation. But, as we did not bind ourselves to give the names and 
addresses of the tradesmen herein insidiously advertised, we have substituted 
others of our own invention. Aggrieved purveyors have their remedy.—Ep. 


[Has hounds all to himself—the acme of bliss ! 








Wednesday. —‘* Where did you get that hat?” wrote SHaxs- 
PEARE, and the question was repeated to me a dozen times at a 
fashionable luncheon-party to-day. How stupid people are, to be 
sure! For, of course, no one except Madame Mopiste, of 3204, 
Bond Street, could have created it. Indeed, I and all the other best- 
dressed people in London deal with her. Tommy PLANTAGENET, my 
thirteen- year-old cousin, came in to tea. He told me that he had 
noticed a charming costume, worn by a lady in the row of stalls next 
to him at the Pantomime. hasten to give the details of it, for the 
benefit of my readers, eee patterns of it can be obtained for six 
stamps from the office.) The dress is made of magenta-coloured 
sequins, embroidered with miroir velvet and piped ee 
The bodice is composed of white fichu, draped round the hips with 
blue nainsook, and the arms are loo up above the basque with 
scarlet tulle, while the skirt is trimmed with yellow revers, edged 
with chiffon. The lining is of reseda-shot satin, with accordion- 
pleated buckles gathered very closely round the tunic, One could 
not easily imagine a more charming design. 


Thursday.—‘' Arma virumque,” as HoMER says—which means, 
of course, that all knowledge is useful. So, darling reader, I hasten 
to impart to you a fact which I was told to-day. And this is, that 
no one in London has such splendid crocodiles as Mr. SuapRacu, of 
Upper Holloway. This is worth remembering, as it is quite possible 
that crocodiles may become favourite drawing-room pets before long, 
and you could not offer your family a more acceptable Christmas 

resent. In fact, a certein Princess—— Bother! that dull old 
archioness has called to take me for a drive, so I can write no 
more just now. 


A Grammatical Question settled under the 
Mistletoe. 


‘* Now a kiss, dear,” he said, ‘‘ is a noun we’ll agree, 
Bat common or proper, say which may it be P”’ 

‘* Well, perhaps,’’ she replied (to speak nothing loth), 
While she smiled and grew red—‘* Let us say it is both.” 
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DONE ’EM THIS TIME! 


Huntsman (having galloped over rotten bridge, spanning deep drain, 


Ir WONT BEAR You !” 


and kicked a large hole it), ‘‘H1t! Keep oFF iT, you BEGGARS! 
[Has hounds all to himself—the acme of bliss ! 





STUDIES IN MODERN JOURNALISM. 
No, III.—Donrtnpa’s Diary. 


Monday.—Oh dear! Jemima is such a nuisance! She has called 
three times in the last two days to implore me to spend next week at 
Twiddledum Towers. It is all very well for her to say that her 
husband—the Duke, you know—will be heart-broken if I refuse; 
but I put it to you, dear reader, how can I do as she wishes, and at 
the same time keep my solemn promise to the Countess of PEn1on- 
VILLE? The C would never, never forgive your poor DorInDA 
if she disappointed her. By the way, the Countess’s new boots are 
not at all a success. But, as I told her, how could she expect them 
to fit well unless she bought them at Messrs. Lack anp LEATHER’S 
,well-known shop, three doors off the Monument?* By the strangest 
coincidence, this excellent firm has a full-page advertisement on the 
cover of this number, so that you can find out all about their goods 
by referring to it. 

Tuesday.—I felt very dall and depressed this morning; but a cup 
of Dipss’ cocoa at luncheon quite restored me. (You must notice 
the trade-mark carefully when you buy it—there are so many 
spurious imitations of Dress’, you know.) After luncheon, CHARLES 
came in, and, since his tailor is Syips, of 540, Piccadilly, I need 
hardly say that he was dressed in faultless taste. He took me off to 
a very select At Home, where I was introduced to Lady Srirzer. 
‘* Dear Lady Sritzer,” I said, immediately, ‘‘ what charming gloves 
you are wearing! And yet I can see they are not expensive. Do tell 
me where you got them, and how much you paid for them.” ‘‘ Oh,” 
said y SELTZER, with such a sweet smile, ** that’s what every- 
one asks me! Why, I bought them at Messrs. SHoppy’s winter 
sale—which, by the way, ends in a fortnight’s time, so you should 
go there at once—and I only paid 2s. 113d, the pair for them.” 


* Having guilelessly undertaken to publish a certain number of these 
delightfully entertaining articles, we would not for The World fail in our 
obligation. But, as we did not bind ourselves to give the names and 
addresses of the tradesmen herein insidiously advertised, we have substituted 
others of our own invention. Aggrieved purveyors have their remedy.—Eb. 


Wednesday. —‘* Where did you get that hat?’ wrote SHaxs- 
PEARE, and the question was repeated to me a dozen times at a 
fashionable luncheon-party to-day. How stupid people are, to be 
sure! For, of course, no one except Madame MopistE, of 3204, 
Bond Street, could have created it. eed, I and all the other best- 
dressed people in London deal with her. Tommy PLANTAGENET, my 
thirteen- year-old cousin, came in to tea. He told me that he had 
noticed a charming costume, worn by a lady in the row of stalls next 
tohim at the Pantomime. 1 hasten to give the details of it, for the 
benefit of my readers. (Paper patterns of it can be obtained for six 
stamps from the office.) The dress is made of magenta-coloured 
sequins, embroidered with miroir velvet and piped ementerie. 
The bodice is composed of white fichu, draped round the hips with 
blue nainsook, and the arms are loo up above the basque with 
scarlet tulle, while the skirt is trimmed with yellow revers, edged 
with chiffon. The lining is of reseda-shot satin, with accordion- 
pleated buckles watherkt very closely round the tunic. One could 
not easily imagine a more charming design. 

Thursday.—‘' Arma virumque,”’ as HoMER says—which means, 
of course, that all knowledge is useful. So, darling reader, I hasten 
to impart to you a fact which I was told to-day. And this is, that 
no one in London has such splendid crocodiles as Mr. SuapRacu, of 
Upper Holloway. This is worth remembering, as it is quite possible 
that crocodiles may become favourite drawing-room pets before long, 
and you could not offer your family a more a:ceptable Christmas 

resent. In fact, a certein Princess—— Bother! that dull old 
archioness has called to take me for a drive, so I can write no 
more just now. 


A Grammatical Question settled under the 
Mistletoe. 


‘* Now a kiss, dear,” he said, ‘‘ is a noun we’ll agree, 
ae oe or proper, say ae see it te Leth) 

ny rha she rep speak no g loth), 
While sie sailed and grew red—‘‘ Let us say it is both.’ 
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ROBING-ROOM RUMOURS. 


THERE is no truth in the report that, 
ee the precedent about to be set 
by Mr. Asquirs, in \ appearing before his 
fellow aony Councillors, many of the 
Judges of the High Court are accepting 
retainers to represent either Plaintiffs 
or Defendants in their own Divisions. 
At least this extension is not likely to 
be carried out just at present. 


& 
* ¢ 
The proposed representation of ‘‘A 
New Pantomime,” by the late Dr. 
KENNEALLY, at Gray’s Inn, will certainly 
not take place during the present Christ- 
mas. If the work is played at all, it 
will be without scenic accessories. 


te 
* * 

It is asserted that, at the recent 
meeting of the deputation from the Bar 
Committee with the Lorp CHANCELLOR, 
smoking was not permitted. As the 
p 8, however, were of a semi- 
private character, it is uncertain 
whether liquid refreshments were dis- 
ve with arguments of a less material 
na 


* « 

It is not improbable that, with a view 
to removing the block of legal business 
that some of the railway companies will 7 1\\"Fg | 
run, during the present year, ‘* High wee lee 
Court Saloon Carriages,” in which ac- De NUN PAI ia 
commodation will be provided for the i 
Bench, the Bar, the solicitors, and their 
clients and witnesses. If the matter of 
venue can be satisfactorily arranged, 
causes will thus be ready for hearing 
during transit. There is already a re- 
corded ent of a Judge granting an 
injunction from the front of his bathing- 
machine, 


» 
Now that the qualifications for mem- 


ROUNDABOUT READINGS. 


On NEPHEWS—AND ‘‘ HUCKLEBERRY FINN.” 


Ir has been granted to me during the last few days to study a 
soaring human boy face to face. The abstract ‘‘ my nephew”’ of 
whom I occasionally speak in passing has become the concrete 
‘Guy, don’t do this,” or, ‘‘Guy, don’t do that.” My study is 
littered with paper darts of all sorts and sizes; a clasp-knife is at 
this moment lying open on my favourite arm-chair, a catapult is on 
the floor (perhaps the safest place for it), and odd numbers of Chums 
are strewn about the house. The owner of these articles is dashing 
up and down the stairs, with a whole pack of dogs at his heels, 


Guy is an atom of humanity, tottering on the brink of his 
eleventh birthday. His fond mother consigned him to my care, 
together with a long list of instructions. ‘‘ His usual bed-time,” 
she said, “‘ is eight o’clock. Please, please see that he brushes his 
teeth morning and evening, and keeps his handsclean. When he 
goes out he must wear his overcoat and his little flannel comforter ; 
and when he comes in you must always insist on his qanging his 
stockings. Keep him out of puddles, and see that he does at least 
an hour at his arithmetic and in Grammar. He is weak in 
arithmetic; but in Latin Prose he got full marks at his last exami- 
nation. Don’t allow him to make himself a nuisance to you. If he 
does, give him a good book of adventures, and you’ll find him as 
quiet as a mouse,’”’ These were the more important items in the 
compendium drawn up for the guidance of a bachelor uncle, 


So far I have done my best, but my best has stopped short of Latin 
grammar and arithmetic. I can remember how keenly I detested the 
genial old gentlemen who, on hearing that I had gone to school, asked 
me to decline mensa, and posed me with the ps tense of fero, 
and in my nephew’s case I satisfied myself with his personal assurance 
that he had heen able to translate into Latin these memorable 
sentences:—‘*Csak marched into Italy with a large army,” and 
‘* We were seen by Caius, your slave.” A ver who can do that, and 
obtain full marks for it, is obviously reserved for very great things. 





\\\\ VR AY if A _ 

—" \ Ful u\ i th ae 

—z “a ( \ Mh — 
— rs ee 


i 
be 2 





PrPtis i 
hesssts Pm hael | 


THE FESTIVE SEASON. 


On THE LATOH-Kry Vive! 


bership of the Inns of Court Volunteers 
have been relax and others 
counsel can be admitted to the famous 
corps, it is possible the parties concerned 
in Chancery proceedings will be accepted 
as recruits, It is argued that by this 
means the eee will retain the 
services of wealthy litigants and their 
rsonal representatives—‘‘it may be 

or years, it may be for ever.”’ 

€ 

» # 

As nowadays only one or two rooms 
are used in the Royal Courts of Justice 
during term time, on account of the 
absence of most of the Judges in other 
places, it has been suggested to utilize 
the remainder of the building for the 
production of a grand realistic spectacle 
on the lines of the capital military 
entertainment at Olympia. If the idea 
is adopted, no doubt the initial item 
will be called ‘‘ Fifteen Years of a 
4 a, Life; or, From Call to First 

rief,’ 


HEY, PRESTO} 


A CABLE message from New York 
says :— 
A fifteen-ton disappearing gun was mounted 
in the defences of New York Harbour this 
rnoon. Four more weapons of equal size 
and the same pattern will be placed in posi- 
tion next week. 


Which thing is an allegory, neatly and 
picturesquely typifying President CLEvE- 
LAND’s famous message to Congress. For 
» a moment, even for a day, there was the 
murderous armament, threatening the 
amity of two nations and the peace of 
Europe. People looked up again to see 
what further preparations were made, 
and lo! it was gone. It was a diplo- 
matic, or more precisely, an election- 
eering, disappearing gun. 
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For the rest, I found him fairly amenable. He jibs a good deal at 
his overcoat, and has contrived to lose his little flannel comforter ; his 
bedtime has been extended to nine o’clock ; I have utterly failed to 
restrain him from puddles (our country roads, by the way, are 
nothing but so many huge puddles); and I find it next to impossible 
to keep his hands clean, though he has immaculate intervals lastin 
for about three minutes at atime. But he brushes his teeth an 
he Gente his stockings, so I feel that on the whole I have done 
pretty well. 


Or course he collects postage-stamps. He also takes a pro- 
found interest in smoking and all that ains to it. He goes 
about bristling with cigarettes so as to ready to supply my 
needs at the shortest notice. He is never without a tray, into 
which he knocks the ash from my cigarette as I smoke it. He 
has just come in and has posted himself at my elbow. Whizz—bang, 
he has decided that I have finished my cigarette, he has seized it out 
of my mouth, hurled it into the fire, has jammed another between 
my lips and has struck a match and burnt the cigarette to a cinder 
before I have recovered from the shock. He has found a box of 
oe sere and clipped all their ends, and he has filled my ten pipes 
with tobacco’to as to be ready for all emergencies. It is delightful 
to find a mere boy able and willing to make himeelf so useful. 


_ Bort his usefulness goes further. Only this morning I found him 
in the pantry busily employed in helping the butler to polish up the 
forks and spoons, and yesterday he was allowed, as a great treat, to 
take a hand in the manufacture of a plum-pudding. To-morrow he 
is to wait at table, a t which seems to fill him with unutter- 
able joy. On the whole he is really a very good and cheerful little 
boy, with plenty of resources for his own amusement. One thing has 
struck me about him. He weighs about five stone, and his size, 
therefore, is not gigantic. Still, in his little knickerbocker suit, he 
looks quite big enough for his years. But in the evening he wears a 
full-dress Eton suit, which has the effect of reducing him to the 
merest scrap; the most diminutive shrimp, I warrant, that ever got 
full marks for Latin prose. 


I reaR there is a lack of reverence about the nephews of the 
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present day. This one—and I presume he is 
calls me familiarly by my Christian name without the respectful 

refix ‘* Uncle,” en ed why he did this, he said, ** Oh, I 

on’t know, ‘uncles’ are people with whiskers,” As my whiskers 
did not survive = freshman’s year at Cambridge, it a s that 
I am not qualified for the title, though I cannot shake off the 
responsibilities of the post. His ideas on age are rather alarm- 
ing. ‘* How old,” I asked him, ‘‘is the head-master of your 
noel P” ‘* Oh, middle-aged—nearly thirty.” 


Bout my chief surprise has been his keen and appreciative enjoy- 
ment of Huckleberry Finn, I gave it to him to quiet him, and he 
was soon deep init. This evening he has insisted on reading aloud 
to me the whole of that inimitable e which relates how the 
two old frauds, the King and the Duke of Dcdsecater, pretended to 
be the brothers of Mr. Peter Wilks, deceased. At every other 
sentence that boy had to stop, convulsed with laughter, and, mind 
you, he langhed in the right way and at the right things. This is 
no mere piece of knockabout clowning such as one supposes would 
appeal toa small boy, but a bit of the most genuine and incisive 
humour ever printed. I am, therefore, forced to the conclusion— 

assuming Guy to be typical — that the sense of humour 
amongst os peg bs of a tender age has become far keener and jus‘er 
than it used to be. 


Bort, after all, what a t book is Huckleberry Finn. With 
how lavish a hand has Twatn scattered the riches of his 
humour and his observation and his sympathy over every page. 
There is enough in it to fit out twenty ordinary books with laughter. 
There are bits of description in it which see a scene before your 
eyes as vividly as if you had seen it over and over again and fixed 
iton your mind. Characters are hit off in a few incisive touches, and 
the man stands before you as he must have lived. 


pical of the rest— 


summer 
storms. It would get so dark that it looked all blue-black outside, 
and lovely; and the rain would thrash along by so- thick that the 
trees off a little ways looked all dim and spider-webby; and here 
would come a blast of wind that would bend the trees down and 
{urn up the pale underside of the leaves; and then a perfect ripper 
of a gust would follow along and set the branches to tossing their 
arms as if they was just wild; and next, when it was just about the 


right 


Take this for description :—‘‘ It was one of these re 


Sines ae ee ! - was = b as glory, and a ’d Bere 
a@ ilttle g or tree tops a-plunging about, away oil yonder 
in the storm, hundreds of farther than you could see before ; 
dark as sin again in a second, and now you’d hear the thunder let 

o with an awful crash, and then go rumbling, grumbling, tumbling 

own the sky towards the underside of the world, like rolling empty 
barrels downstairs, where it’s long stairs and they bounce a good 
deal, you know.” 


Anp this:—‘* Colonel Grangerfurd was a gentleman, you see. 
He was a gentleman all over; and so was his family. He was 
well-born, as the saying is, and that’s worth as much in a 
man as it is in a horse, s0 the widow Douglass said, and nobody 
ever denied she was of the first aristocracy in our town; and pap 
he always said it too, though he warn’t no more quality than a 
mud-cat himself. Colonel Grangerford was very tall and very 
slim, and had a darkish-paly complexion, not a sign of red in it any- 
wheres; he was clean-shaved every morning all over his thin face, 
and he had the thinnest kind of lips, and the thinnest kind of 
nostrils, and a high nose and heavy eyebrows, and the blackest kind 
of eyes, sunk £0 deep like they seemed they was looking out of 
caverns at you as you may say. His forehead was high, and his 
hair was black and straight and hung to his shoulders.... Some- 
times he smiled, and it was good to see; but when he straightened 
himself up like a liberty pole, and the lightning begun to flicker out 
from under his eyebrows, you wanted to climb a tree first, and find 
out what the matter was afterwards. He didn’t ever have to tell 
anybody to mind their manners—everybody was always pond 
mannered where he was. Everybody loved to have him around too; 
he was sunshine most always—I mean he e it seem like good 
weather. When he turned into a cloud-bank it was awful dark for 
half a minute and that was enough; there wouldn’t nothing go 
wrong again for a week.”’ 


TueEn for simple, unforced pathos you have the runaway nigger 
Jim, one of the finest and purest gentlemen in all literature. d 
for tragedy, can anything be more aves and terri 
stand of the Grangerfords, or the death of Boggs, with its sequel 
in Colonel Sherburn’s imperturbable defiance of the cowardly mob, 
who propose to lynch him? But I have not space to dwell on all the 
great points of this Homeric book—for Homeric it is in the true 
sense, as no other English book is, that I know of. 





So I (and my nephew) send this message of goodwill across the 
sea to our fad Mone AIN, at atime eae messages of good- 
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will and friendship are sorely needed. That the coun en of 
Dickens and Marx Twain should fight about Venezuela is an 
idea so fantastic and preposterous that apes boggles at it; 
and even the mind of the worst Jingo of either nation must revolt 


from it when it is fully realised. 


P.S.—A week or two back I asked about the National Pension 
Fund for Nurses, and expressed a wish to know the address of its 
serene. A kindly correspondent, signing herself *‘ An Admirer 
of Mr. Punch of Fifty Years’ standing,” gives me the necessary 
information, which I hereby convey to my readers in the earnest 
hope that the fund may benefit: —Royal National Fund for Nurses, 
28, Finsbury Pavement, London, E.C. 


THE BEAUTYCIDES, 


‘* A THING of beauty is a joy for ever,’”’— 
we there omen an wee eres de 
i pants, and poster, and some patent pill ; 
And then by stream and meadow, vale and hill, 
Taste feels, through greed’s disease, by no pill curable, 
A thing of ugliness is yet more durable, 
Churls! they ’d foul Eden, or disfigure Arden, 
With Trade’s new-fangled ‘*‘ Ugly Thing in the Garden”’! 
Shall they at Foyers carry on those feats 
Whereby Philistia gives the lie to Keats ? 


“SOME OF THE BEST” OF REGULATIONS. 


(Prepared by an Expert after witnessing the new piece at the 
Royal Adelphi Theatre.) 


Att officers belonging to the Portsmouth garrison will take tea 
with neighbouring parsons, and their daughters, in undress uniform. 
On such cccasions the regiment of the subaltern, in attendance 
upon the Commander-in-chief, shall accompany their officer to the 
churches, belonging to said parsons, tothe music 

of the fifes and drums, 

A lieutenant of Highlanders shall be told off 
to prepare the plans of the new fortifications at 
Portsmouth, in the absence of Royal Engineers 
qaalified to undertake the an 

It shall be considered high treason if the 
lieutenant aforesaid takes the plans, he has 
himself prepared, from a safe with a view to 
acquainting himself of their contents, and im- 
parting the knowledge thus guiltily obtained 
to an anonymous <7 of his country, 

_ When accused of the aforesaid crime, the 
lieutenant shall be tried by court martial, 
whereat ample accommodation shall be re- 
served for females in distress, 

The office of prosecutor at such a court 
martial shall be assumed by a general officer 
senior to the Commander-in-chief at Portsmouth, and one who has been 
permitted to retain his A.D.C.-ship after promotion from field rank. 

The prisoner shall be allowed practically to conduct the proceedings 
of the court martial, and shall have opportunities afforded him 
taking part in several agge | scenesywith the females in distress, 

On being found guilty, the lieutenant shall have his sentence read 
to him in Pent of his regiment, and undergo the painful and novel 
indignity of degradation to the ranks. ; 

During the execution of this newly-authorised punishment, the 
lieutenant shall be permitted to clasp his fiancée to his heart and to 
present her with the Victoria Cross. 

On reinstatement to his rank the lieutenant shall obtain the control 
of his regiment, and shall use his regained freedom to harangue 
superior officers, to pardon his accusing and perjured witness and 
reconcile her to her father, the general commanding, and finally to 
embracing the young lady destined shortly to become his wife. 

The reinstatement of the lieutenant having been fixed to come off 
on the occasion chosen by the prosecutor at the court martial as one 
fitting for the presentation of new colours to the lieutenant’s 
regiment, the prosecutor, in a neat speech, shall deliver the national 
flag to the ex-prisoner amidst the loudly expressed joy of all 
beholders, 

Lastly. After the reinstated lieutenant has received the National 
Flag at the hands of the prosecutor aforesaid, he shall give satifac- 
tory statistics regarding the crime of high treason in its relation to 
the commissioned ranks of the British Army. oars done this, 
he shall be at liberty to allow it to be inferred by all sufficiently 
fortunate to be present at the aforesaid interesting es that 
it is the intention of himself and his bride to live honourably, and 
consequently happily, for ever afterwards. 
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ROBING-ROOM RUMOURS. 


THERE is no truth in the report that 
following the precedent about to be set 
by Mr. UITH, in : SpDeeting before his 
fellow Privy Councillors, many of the 
Judges of the High Court are accepting 
retainers to represent either Plaintiffs 
or Defendants in their own Divisions. 
At least this extension is not likely to 
be carried out just at present. 
= 


8 

The proposed representation of ‘‘A 
New Pantomime,” by the late Dr. 
KENEALLY, at Gray’s Inn, will certainly 
during the present Christ- 
mas. I work is played at all, it 
will be without scenic accessories, 

* 


a 
It is asserted that, at the recent 
ee the deputation from the Bar 
Committee with the Lorp CHANCELLOR, 
smoking was not permitted. As the 
proceedin 


s, however, were of a semi- 


private ¢ it is uncertain 
whether liquid refreshments were dis- 


cussed with arguments of a less material 
nature, 


oo 
* 
It is not sar. og ee that, with a view 
to removing the block of legal business 
that — of bo job. Agee age : 
run, during the ent year, ‘*‘ Hig 

Court Saloon Castaaea® i which ac- 
commodation will be ided for the 
Bench, the Bar, the solicitors, and their 
clients and witnesses. If the matter of 
venue can be satisfactorily arranged, 
causes will thus be ready for hearing 
during transit. There is already a re- 
corded precedent of a Judge granting an 
injunction from the front of his bathing- 
machine. 


o 
Now that the qualifications for mem- 


ROUNDABOUT READINGS. 


On NepHews—anp ‘‘ HucKLEBERRY FINN.” 


Ir has been granted to me during the last few days to study a 
soaring human boy face to face, The abstract ‘‘ my nephew”’ of 
whom I occas y speak in passing has me the concrete 
“Guy, don’t do this,” or, ‘‘Guy, don’t do that.” My study is 
littered with paper darts of all sorts and sizes; a c e is at 
this moment lying open on my favourite arm-chair, a catapult is on 
the floor (perhaps the safest for it), and odd numbers of Chums 
are strewn about the house. The owner of these articles is dashing 
up and down the stairs, with a whole pack of dogs at his heels, 


Guy is an atom of humanity, tottering on the brink of his 
eleventh birthday. His fond mother co ed him to my care, 
together with a long list of instructions. ‘‘ His usual bed-time,” 
she said, “is eight o’clock. Please, please see that he brushes his 
teeth morning and evening, and keeps his sclean. When he 
goes out he must wear his overcoat and his little flannel comforter ; 
and when he comes in you must always insist on his changing his 
stockings. Keep him out of puddles, and see that he does at least 
an hour at his arithmetic and Latin Grammar. He is weak in 
arithmetic; but in Latin Prose he got full marks at his last exami- 
nation. Don’t allow him to make himself a nuisance to you. If he 
does, give him a good book of adventures, and you’ll find him as 
quiet as a mouse.” These were the more important items in the 
compendium drawn up for the guidance of a bachelor uncle. 


So far I have done my best, but my best has stopped short of Latin | po 


grammer and arithmetic. I can remember how keenly I detested the 
genial old gentlemen who, on hearing that I had gone to school, asked 
me to decline mensa, an me with the ect tense of fero, 


and in my nephew’s case I satisfied myself with his personal assurance | fylj-dress FE 


that he been able to translate into Latin these memorable 
sentences :—‘*C sar marched into Italy with a large army,’ and 
‘* We were seen by Carus, your slave.”” A boy who can do that, and 
obtain full marks for it, is obviously reserved for very great things. 








THE FESTIVE SEASON. 


On THE Latou-Kry Vive! 


bership of the Inns of Court Volunteers 
have been relaxed, and others 
counsel can be admitted to the famous 
corps, it is pert al fe concerned 
in Chancery accep 
as recruits, It is argued that by this 


means the iment will retain the 
services of wealthy litigants and their 
sonal representatives—‘‘it may be 


or years, it may be for ever.”’ 
e 


* * 

As nowadays only one or two rooms 
are used in the Royal Courts of Justice 
during term time, on account of the 
absence of most of the Judges in other 
places, it has been saagented to utilize 
the remainder of the building for the 
production of a d realistic spectacle 
on the lines of the capital military 
entertainment at Olympia. If the idea 
is adopted, no doubt the initial item 
will be called ‘‘ Fifteen Years of a 
. ss Life; or, From Call to First 

rie . 


HEY, PRESTO! 


A CABLE message from New York 
says :— 

A fifteen-ton eee gun was mounted 
in the defences of New York Harbour this 
afternoon. Four more wespone of equal size 
and the same pattern will be placed in posi- 
tion next week. 


Which thing is an allegory, neatly and 
picturesquely typifying President CLEVE- 
LAND’s famous message to Congress. For 
a moment, even for a day, there was the 
murderous armament, threatening the 
amity of two nations and the peace of 
Europe. People looked up again to see 
what further preparations were made, 
and lo! it was gone. It was a diplo- 
matic, or more precisely, an election- 
eering, disappearing gun. 


For the rest, I found him fairly amenable. He jibs a good deal at 
his overcoat, and has contrived to lose his little flannel comforter ; his 
bedtime has been extended to nine o’clock ; I have utterly failed to 
restrain him from puddles (our country roads, by the way, are 
nothing but eo many huge puddles); and I find it next to impossible 
to keep his hands clean, though he has immaculate intervals lastin 
for about three minutes at atime. But he brushes his teeth an 
he hanese his stockings, so I feel that on the whole I have done 
pretty w 


Or course he collects e-stamps. ; 
found interest in smoking and all that to it. He goes 
about bristling with cigarettes so as to be ready to supply my 
needs at the shortest notice. He is never without a tray, into 
which he knocks the ash from my cigarette as I smoke it. He 
has just come in and has posted himself at myelbow. Whizz—bang, 
he has decided that I have finished my cigarette, he has seized it out 
of my mouth, hurled it into the fire, has jammed another between 
my lips and has struck a match and burnt the cigarette to a cinder 
before I have recovered from the shock. He has found a box of 
a igars and clipped all their ends, ane be hee ae et eee 
with tobaccoto as to be ready for all emergencies. It is delig 
to find a mere boy able and willing to make himeelf so useful. 


Bot his usefulness goes further. Only this morning I found him 
in the pantry busily employed in helping the butler to polish up the 
forks and spoons, and yesterday he was allowed, as a great treat, to 
take a hand in the manufacture of a plum-pudding. To-morrow he 
is to wait at table, a t which seems to fill him with unutter- 
able joy. On the whole he is really a very good and cheerful little 
y, with ty of resources for his own amusement, One thing has 
struck me about him. He weighs about five stone, and his size, 
therefore, is not gigantic. Still, in his little knickerbocker suit, he 
looks quite big enough for his years. But in the evening he wears a 

- ton suit, which has the effect of reducing him to the 
merest scrap; the most diminutive shrimp, I warrant, that ever got 
full marks for Latin prose. 


I Freak there is a lack of reverence about the nephews of the 


He also takes a pro- 
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present day. This one—and I presume he is typical of the rest— 
calls me familiarly by my Christian name without the respec 

refix ‘* Uncle,” hen asked why he did this, he said, **‘ Oh, I 

on’t know, ‘uncles’ are people with whiskers.” As my whiskers 
did not survive my freshman’s year at Cambridge, it er that 
I am not qualified for the title, though I cannot shake off the 
responsibilities of the post. His ideas on age are also rather alarm- 
ing. ** How old,” I asked him, ‘‘is the head-master of your 
school?” ‘* Oh, middle-aged—nearly thirty.” 





But my chief surprise has been his keen and appreciative enjoy- |; 


ment of Huckleberry Finn, I gave it to him to quiet him, and he 
was soon deep init. This evening he has insisted on reading aloud 
to me the whole of that inimitable e which relates how the 
two old frauds, the King and the Duke of Bridgewater, pretended to 

the brothers of Mr. Peter Wilks, deceased. At ev other 
sentence that boy had to stop, convulsed with laughter, and, mind 
you, he laughed in the right way and at the right things. This is 
no mere piece of knockabout clowning such as one supposes would 
appeal toa small boy, but a bit of the most genuine and incisive 
humour ever printed. I am, therefore, forced to the conclusion— 
still assuming Guy to be typical — that the sense of humour 
amongst nephews of a tender age has become far keener and juster 
than it used to be, 


Bor, after all, what a book is Huckleberry Finn. With 
how lavish a hand has K Twarn scattered the riches of his 
humour and his observation and his sympathy over every page. 
There is enough in it to fit out twenty ordinary books with laughter. 
There are bits of description in it which ony a scene before ae 
eyes as vividly as if you had seen it over and over again and fixed 
iton your mind. Characters are hit off in a few incisive touches, and 
the man stands before you as he must have lived. 


t 


Take this for description :—‘‘ It was one of these regular summer 
storms. It would get so dark that it looked all blue-black outside, 
and lovely; and the rain would thrash along by so- thick that the 
trees off a little ways looked all dim and spider-webby; and here 
would come a blast of wind that would bend the trees down and 
{urn up the pale underside of the leaves; and then a perfect ripper 
of a gust would follow along and set the branches to tossing their 
arms as if they was just wild; and next, when it was just about the 
bluest and blackest—/fs¢ / it was as bright as glory, and you’d have 
a little glimpse of tree tops a-plunging about, away off yonder 
in the storm, hundreds of yards her than you could see before ; 
dark as sin again in a second, and now you’d hear the thunder let 

o with an awful crash, and then go rumbling, grumbling, tumbling 

own the sky towards the underside of the world, like rolling empty 

rels downstairs, where it’s long stairs and they bounce a good 
deal, you know.”’ 


Anp this:—‘‘ Colonel Grangerford was a gentleman, you see. 
He was a gentleman over; and so was his family. He was 
well-born, as the saying is, and that’s worth as much in a 
man as it is in a horse, s0 the widow Douglass said, and nobody 
ever denied she was of the first aristocracy in our town; and pap 
he always said it too, though he warn’t no more quality than a 
mud-cat himself. Colonel Grangerford was very tall and very 
slim, and had a darkish-paly complexion, not a sign of red in it any- 
wheres; he was clean-shaved every morning all over his thin face 
and he had the thinnest kind of lips, and the thinnest kind o 
nostrils, and a high nose and heavy eyebrows, and the blackest kind 
of eyes, sunk £0 deep like they seemed they was looking out of 
caverns at you as you may say. His forehead was high, and his 
hair was black and straight and hung to his shoulders.... Some- 
times he smiled, and it was good to see; but when he straightened 
himself up like a liberty pole, and the lightning begun to flicker out 
from under his eyebrows, you wanted to climb a tree first, and find 
out what the matter was afterwards. He didn’t ever have to tell 
anybody to mind their manners—everybody was always pee 
mannered where he was. Everybody loved to have him around too; 
he was sunshine most always—I mean he made it seem like good 
weather. When he turned into a cloud-bank it was awful dark for 
half a minute and that was enough; there wouldn’t nothing go 
wrong again for a week.” 


TueEn for simple, unforced pathos you have the runaway nigger 
Jim, one of the finest and purest gentlemen in all literature. d 
for tragedy, can anything be more moving and terrible than the last 
stand of the Grangerfords, or the death of Boggs, with its sequel 
in Colonel Sherburn’s imperturbable defiance of the cowardly mob, 
who propose to lynch him? But I have not space to dwell on all the 
great points of this Homeric book—for Homeric it is in the true 
sense, as no other English book is, that I know of, 


So I (and my en send this message of goodwill across the 
sea to our friend Marx Twarn, at a time when messages of good- 
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will and friendship are sorely needed. That the seems of 
is an 


tful| Dickens and Marx Twain should fight about Venezu 


idea so fantastic and preposterous that imagination boggles at it; 
and even the mind of the worst Jingo of either nation must revolt 
from it when it is fully realised. 


P.S.—A week or two back I asked about the National Pension 
Fund for Nurses, and expressed_a wish to know the address of its 
Creare: A kindly correspondent, signing herself *‘ An A 
of Mr. Punch of Fifty Years’ standing,” gives me the necessary 
information, which I hereby convey to my readers in the earnest 
hope that the fund may benefit: —Royal National Fund for Nurses, 
28, Finsbury Pavement, London, E.C. 


THE BEAUTYCIDES. 


‘* A THING of beauty is a joy for ever,” — 
wi there ove an a wees toll 

i pene oe poster, and some patent pill ; 
And then by stream and meadow, vale and hill, 
Taste feels, through greed’s disease, by no pill curable, 
A thing of ugliness is yet more durable. 
Churls they ’d foul Eden, or disfigure Arden, 
With Trade’s new-fangled ‘‘ Ugly Thing in the Garden’’! 
Shall they at Foyers carry on those feats 
Whereby Philistia gives the lie to Keats ? 


“SOME OF THE BEST” OF REGULATIONS. 


(Prepared by an Expert after witnessing the new piece at the 
Royal Adelphi Theatre.) 


Aut officers belonging to the Portsmouth garrison will take tea 
with neighbouring parsons, and their daughters, in undress uniform. 

On such occasions the regiment of the subaltern, in attendance 
upon the Commander-in-chief, shall accompany their officer to the 
churches, belonging to said parsons, tothe music 
of the fifes and drums, 

A lieutenant of Highlanders shall be told off 
to prepare the plans of the new fortifications at 
Portsmouth, in the absence of Royal Engineers 
qaalified to undertake the duty. . 

It shall be considered high treason if the 
lieutenant aforesaid takes the plans, he has 
himself prepared, from a safe with a view to 
acquainting himself of their contents, and im- 
parting the knowledge thus guiltily obtained 
to an anonymous enemy of his country, 

_ When ace of the aforesaid crime, the 
lieutenant shall be tried by court martial, 
whereat ample accommodation shall be re- 
: served for females in distress, 
ye, The office of prosecutor at such a court 

=” martial shall be assumed by a general officer 
senior to the Commander-in-chief at Portsmouth, and one who has been 
permitted to retain his A.D.C.-ship after promotion from field rank. 

The prisoner shall be allowed practically to conduct the proceedings 
of the court martial, and shall have opportunities afforded him of 
taking part in several touching scenesywith the females in distress, 

On being found guilty, the lieutenant shall have his sentence read 
to him in Front of is regiment, and undergo the painful and novel 
indignity of degradation to the ranks, 2 , 

uring the execution of this newly-authorised punishment, the 
lieutenant shall be permitted to clasp his fiancée to his heart and to 
present her with the Victoria Cross, ; 

On reinstatement to his rank the lieutenant shall obtain the control 
of his regiment, and shall use his regained freedom to harangue his 
superior oflicers, to pardon his accusing and perjured witness and 
reconcile her to her father, the general commanding, and finally to 
embracing the young lady destined shortly to become his wife. 

The reinstatement of the lieutenant having been fixed to come off 
on the occasion chosen by the prosecutor at the court martial as one 
fitting for the presentation of new colours to the lieutenant’s 
regiment, the prosecutor, in a neat speech, shall deliver the national 
flee BS the ex-prisoner amidst the loudly expressed joy of all 

olders, 

Lastly. After the reinstated lieutenant has received the National 
Flag at the hands of the secutor aforesaid, he shall give satifac- 
tory statistics regarding e crime of high treason in its relation to 
the commissioned ranks of the British Army. Having done this, 
he shall be at liberty to allow it to be inferred by all sufficiently 
fortunate to be present at the aforesaid interesting eee: that 
it is the intention of himself and his bride to live honourably, and 
consequently happily, for ever afterwards. 
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DIVISION OF LABOUR. 


IT 18 NOT THE BUSINESS OF Ducat FooTMEN TO CLEAN THE FAMILY BICYOLES, 


Tue LADIES ERMYNTRUDE AND ADELGITHA 


HAVE TO DO IT THEMSELVES, 


A PROPHET TOO PREVIOUS. 
(To the Author of the ‘* Hill-top Novel.’ ) 


Tue ‘Survival of the Fittest’”’ we begin to understand, 
(Though we sometimes doubt the fact of the survival,) — 

But the coming of Grant ALLEN, with his notions queer, if grand, 
Seems an instance of its ture arrival. 

Many hundred years ahead of us, and yet ‘‘dumped down” to-day 
ser those who his far ancestry should be! 

It is really quite ** too previous’’ and the Fates must be at play 
To perch upon our hill-tops such as he. 

When centuries get mixed up so, and there comes a saintly seer 
From the twenty-fifth, six centuries in advance, 

What wonder if we find his hill-top theories wild and queer, 
And decline at his new tunes to up and dance? 

No, we don’t want to catch up to him, and were he out of sight, 
We could wait for him six centuries, contented, 

But his spectre—on the hill-tops—fills the timid with affright, 
And drives advanced young ladies half-demented. 

Between good Mrs. Grunpy and Miss LancHEsTER it seems 
There are dangers in our novelist’s new leaven, 

It drives one to hysterics, makes the other dream strange dreams, 
But will it sweeten home or brighten heaven ? 

You dedicate your work to those who’ve heart, and soul, and brain 
Enough to understand it! Modest! Meek, Sir! 

Can't you move a /eetle farther good Grant ALLEN, and remain— 
Well—say about the middle of next week, Sir! 


AN UNPREDICTED STORM, 


A storm of unusual violence, coming from the United States 
struck the British coasts on the 18th ult. The usual storm warning 
from New York had not preceded it. It was accompanied by loud 
thunder and blustering winds, and seemed likely to cause great 

e. Happily a condition of great calmness prevailed over the 
British Isles, the cyclonic disturbance seeming to have little effect, 
unless to cause a temporary increase in the fog and gloom. Since then 
appearances give hope of greater clearness, with probably bright and 
settled conditions later. 

It is believed that this storm originated in a violent outburst of 











Mount Cleveland, a large volcano hitherto quiescent; and of Mount 
Olney, a smaller, but equally active, centre of fiery disturbances. 
Until recently they were considered quite harmless. The Irish 
newspapers state that both craturs had been for some days in a state 
of violent ebullition. Before this outburst the summit of Mount 
Cleveland was densely wooded, and produced a larger number of 
inferior planks, used in the construction of platforms, than any other 
headland in the United States. The present volcanic condition has, 
of course, entirely superseded the production of these inferior planks, 


“DR. BIRCH AND HIS YOUNG FRIENDS.” 


Just before the holiday time a drawing-master was summoned 
before Mr, Happen CorsEk by an indignant female parent for 
chastising her offspring. The master had merely anticipated the 
general season of gifts with a Christmas Box on the boy’s ear. 

‘The mother,” observed Mr. Haven Corser, with a staccato touch 
of HapEN’s rise in his tone, *‘is within her right in complain- 
ing,’”’? and oo Riven the Politer—never ‘‘ the Corser’’—fined the 
drawing-master three guineas, for which he had to draw a cheque, 
and bound him over in five pounds to come up for judgment when 
called on. Hapzn the Politer well and wisely remarked that it was 
beyond his powers (as a magistrate) to imagine what course the 
aggrieved parent would have taken had her son been a public school- 
boy at Eton, Harrow, Rugby, or Winchester, where the birch, in 
some form or other, and on some form or other, or some part of it 
was the rule of punishment, where the boy would be swished, and 
where the head-master’s swish over-ruled the ’s wish, At 
Eton, and at any other public dchool, the boy ‘* could take it (the 
swishing) or leave it (the school),”” and would be only too glad to 
sone the ** yost hoc propter hoc” instead of having to retire from 
public (school) life. Every boy ought to know how to take his 
whack and be glad of the chance. Also, on certain occasions, he 
should be able to return the whack with interest. 

Mr. Hapgn Corser is the Solomon of the Bench, and had he 
reminded the sensitive mother of that wise saying of the Wise King 
as to the i the rod and the spoiling of the child (though in 
this case, it may be admitted that the rod was not in question, but 
only a handy mode of chastisement), it would not have been amiss, 
The ‘* Block System ”’ at public schools is a good one. Floreat / 
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LittLe New Year. ‘‘ SEASON !”' 


Guarp. “‘ TICKET, SIR, PLEASE!” 


Guar. ‘‘ THANKEE, SIR! (Aside.) HOPE THE LAD WILL GET THAT LUGGAGE SAFELY THROUGH!” 
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“‘EVERYTHING COMES TO HIM THAT “WAITS.’” 


THE HAUNTED HAT. 


(Tag-end of a Ghost Story written for Christmas or any other time.) 


ANGELINA could not understand the cause of her misfortunes, All 
through the day she had had the luck against her. She had visited her 
favourite spinster aunt (from whom she expected to inherit wealth untold), 
and that usually amiable old lady had treated her with marked coldness. 

‘*T don’t know what it is,” said the venerable dame, ‘** but there are 
voices = the air, ANGELINA, accusing you of murder, I can hear them, I 
can, in 

‘* My dear Aunt, what nonsense! But there, I only looked in to show 
you my new hat. you like it?” 

** Well, no,” returned the elderly spinster; ‘“‘I don’t care for such a 
heap of feathers. The original material is completely hidden in a perfect 
nest of anes The hat is serene of limitless slaughter.”’ 

**It is the fashion,” repli 
is the fashion must be nice.”’ 

And then the ruffled maiden, after a cold adieu addressed to her aged 
relative, took herself off. She visited several of her friends, but one and 
all complained of the voices. They heard in the air accusations of assassi- 
nation. ANGELINA was ‘‘an accessory after the fact,’ and these cruel 
indictments quite eclipsed the success of the hat. e head-gear was 
pronounced here and there ‘‘stylish,’’ but the cry of ‘“‘murder” over- 
whelmed the praise, At last ANGELINA met EpwIn. 

‘* What is the matter?’ cried the girl, as her betrothed turned away 
from her in horror. 

** Your hat!” cried the budding barrister. 





‘* Every feather accuses 


ANGELINA, rather angrily; ‘‘and what| facile princeps, although, even 
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you of cruelty! The voices of the birds are chirruping out 
C es of brutality!” 

‘*But it is the latest fashion!” urged the now weeping 
ANGELINA. ‘‘ Feathers are all the vogue.” 

‘** And to ears them the poor little cone bape of the grove 
are massacred by millions! e nt birds are taken away 
from their young, and the fledg - are allowed to die of 
starvation! Your hat is eloquent of misery! There is nota 
a on it that does not suggest a Be 

The young man spoke earnestly. He been called to the 
Bar, and spoke as if addressing a jury. 

‘* Then you no longer love me!” sobbed ANGELINA. 

‘* How can I?” replied Epwin. ‘* The birds are witnesses 
against you. I am fully aware of the consequences. I know 
the dangers of breaches of promises of marriage. But, ANGE- 
LINA, in spite of those dangers, in spite of possible damages of 


untold amount, I must withdraw. I can no longer be yours! 
is over between us! ” 
** Oh, Epwiv!” 
d then not an altogether strange on happened — 
overnne awoke, The retribution of the 8 been a 
am 


More was the pity! It would be well for the feathered tribe 
if such a dream could become a reality | 


SPORTIVE SONGS. 


Tae STREPLE-CHASE RIDER TO HIS MISTRESS, 


THERE’s never a sweetheart so dainty as mine, 
Not a lady so loving and fair 

From the Rhone to the Rhine, from the Thames to the Tyne, 
There ’s not any with you to compare! 

Your eyes are as bright as the sun’s subtle light, 

- Yet as soft as the moon on the sea, 

And your form has the grace that belongs to the race 

Of a damsel of long pedigree. 


There ’s surely no helpmate so willing as you. 
Have you never me your ald? 
In the world there are few half so loyal and true 
As you are, my bonny brown maid, 
In the cruellest task I have only to ask— 
You care not for danger or pain— 
hen our fortune seem’d gone, you have challeng’d and won, 
You have done it again and again. 


There ’s never a cross word between you and me, 
And you listen to all that I say. 

If a point there should be on which you disagree, 
And you show it—’tis only in play. 

You’re the joy of my heart, and we never shall part, 
Not e’en when we ’ve finished at last, 

Then the cap, jacket, belt, and the spurs you ne’er felt, 
Will be memories glad of the Past! 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 


EXCELLENT present for the present season—which, as our old 
friend WILLY SHAKSPEARE would have said, is ‘* the season of 
resents,” the New Year’s gifts coming in as the Old Year, 
oaded with the oo things of Christmas, goes out—is Zhe 
Vanity Fair Album, with its 
coloured caricaturical likenesses 
of ‘‘celebrities” of all sorts— 
more or less celebrated—drawn # 
chiefly by ** Spy,” cccasionally ‘%4 
by ‘“‘Srurr,” and sometimes by / 
‘*GatH,” with notes written as 
an accompaniment by JEHU } 
Junion. Of the three artists £ 
named, ‘‘Spy,’’ legitimate suc- / 
cessor of poor ‘“‘PELIcAN,” is 
in his work, it is very rare to 
find one picture drawn in the Pn PBK 
enuine spirit of caricature, “ °° °°////) 
hey are likenesses first, and ; 
caricature has to take its chance. Always A exclaim, ‘‘ How 
like! How 1” seldom ‘* How inimitably funny!” The 
frontispiece introduces us to four sporting gentlemen, masters 
of fox-hounds in pink—‘‘ Spy” pinz-it—who, in their own 
persons, represent the hardy austiats of the winter season, who, 
as diedai hares, and not caring for stags, would choose for 
their motto ‘* Fox et preterea nil,’ 
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“EVERYTHING COMES TO HIM THAT ‘WAITS.’” 


THE HAUNTED HAT. 


(Tag-end of a Ghost Story written for Christmas or any other time, ) 


ANGELINA could not understand the cause of her misfortunes, All 
through the day she had had the luck against her. She had visited her 
favourite spinster aunt (from whom she expected to inherit wealth untold), 
and that usually amiable old lady had treated her with marked coldness. 

‘*T don’t know what it is,’’ said the venerable dame, ‘* but there are 


voices in the air, ANGELINA, accusing you of murder, I can hear them, I 
can, indeed!” 
‘“* My dear Aunt, what nonsense! But there, I only looked in to show 


you my new hat. Do you like it?” 

** Well, no,” returned the elderly spinster; ‘“‘I don’t care for such a 
heap of feathers. The original material is completely hidden in a perfect 
nest of wings. The hat is suggestive of limitless slaughter.’ 

_ “It is the fashion,” repli 
is the fashion must be nice.” 

And then the rufiled maiden, after a cold adieu addressed to her aged 
relative, took herself off. She visited several of her friends, but one and 
all complained of the voices. They heard in the air accusations of assassi- 
nation. ANGELINA was ‘‘an accessory after the we and these cruel 
indictments quite eclipsed the success of the hat. e head-gear was 
pronounced here and there “stylish,” but the cry of ‘‘murder” over- 
whelmed the praise. At last ANGELINA met EpwIn. 

‘* What is the matter?” cried the girl, as her betrothed turned away 
from her in horror. 


** Your hat!” cried the budding barrister. ‘‘ Every feather accuses 


ANGELINA, rather angrily; ‘‘and what | facile 
in 
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you of cruelty! The voices of the birds are chirruping out 
charges of brutality! ’’ 

‘**But it is the latest fashion!” 
ANGELINA. ‘* Feathers are all the v 

** And to them the poor little songsters of the grove 
are massacred by millions! € retest birds are taken away 
from their young, and the fledgelings are allowed to die of 
starvation! Your hat is eloquent of misery! There is nota 
wing on it that does not suggest a tragedy 7 

e young man spoke earnestly. He had been called to the 
Bar, and spoke as if addressing a jury. 

** Then you no longer love me! ”’ sobbed ANGELINA, 

‘* How can I?” replied Epwin. ‘* The birds are witnesses 
against you. I am fully aware of the consequences. I know 
the dangers of breaches of promises of marriage. But, ANGE- 
LINA, in spite of those dangers, in spite of possible damages of 
untold amount, I must withdraw. I can no longer be yours! 
All is over between us! ” 


urged the now weeping 
e. 


Thing Gane t altogeth tt ha ed 
en not an ether strange _— 

eek awoke. The retribution of the thing bail hese a 
am 


More was the pity! It would be well for the feathered tribe 
if such a dream could become a reality ! 


SPORTIVE SONGS. 


THE STEEPLE-CHASE RIDER TO HIS MISTREsS, 


THERE’s never a sweetheart so dainty as mine, 
Not a lady so loving and fair 
From the Rhone to the Rhine, from the Thames to the Tyne, 
There ’s not any with you to compare! 
Your eyes are as bright as the sun’s subtle light, 
Yet as soft as the moon on the sea, 
And your form has the grace that belongs to the race 
Of a damsel of long pedigree. 


There ’s surely no helpmate so willing as you. 
Have you never me your aid ? 

In the world there are few half so loyal and true 
As you are, m ry aoe mai 

In the cruellest task I have only to ask— 
You care not for danger or pai 

When our fortune seem’d gone, you have challeng’d and won, 
You have done it again and again. 


There ’s never a cross word between you and me, 
And you listen to all that I say. 

If a point there should be on which you disagree, 
And you show it—’tis only i play. 

You’re the joy of my heart, and we never shall part, 
Not e’en when we ’ve finished at last, 

Then the cap, jacket, belt, and the spurs you ne’er felt, 
Will be memories glad of the Past! 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 


EXCELLENT present for the present season—which, as our old 
friend WILLY SHAKSPEARE would have said, is ‘* the season of 
resents,” the New Year’s gif 


rs gifts coming in as the Old Year, 
oaded with the gone things of Christmas, goes out—is Zhe 
Vantty Fair Album, 

colo caricaturical likenesses 


with its 

of ‘‘celebrities” of all sorts— ¢= 
more or less celebrated—drawn # 
chiefly by ** Spy,” cccasionally ‘Y¢7 
by “‘Srurr,” and sometimes by 
‘*GatH,” with notes written as & 7 
an accompaniment by JEHU fF 
Junior. Of the three artists ¢ 
named, ‘Spr,’ legitimate suc- 
cessor of poor “ Perican,” is 
princeps, although, even 
work, it is very rare to 
find one picture drawn in the 
enuine it of caricature, j 

hey are likenesses first, and ; 
caricature has to take its chance. Always you exclaim, ‘‘ How 
like! How 1” seldom ‘‘ How inimitably funny!” The 
frontispiece introduces us to four sporting gentlemen, masters 
of fox-hounds in pink—‘‘ Spy”’ oe in their own 
persons, represent the hardy annuals of the winter season, who, 
as diedai hares, and not caring for stags, would choose for 
their motto ‘ Fox et preterea nil,” 
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“EVERYTHING COMES TO HIM THAT ‘WAITS.’” 


SS SoD 


THE HAUNTED HAT. 


(Tag-end of a Ghost Story written for Christmas or any other time. ) 


ANGELINA could not understand the cause of her misfortunes, All 
through the day she had had the luck against her. She had visited her 
favourite spinster aunt (from whom she expected to inherit wealth untold), 
and that usually amiable old lady had treated her with marked coldness. 

** I don’t know what it is,” said the venerable dame, ‘* but there are 
voices in the air, ANGELINA, accusing you of murder, I can hear them, I 
can, indeed!” 

** My dear Aunt, what nonsense! But there, I only looked in to show 
you =y new hat. you like it?” 

** Well, no,” returned the elderly spinster; ‘‘I don’t care for such a 
heap of feathers. The original material is completely hidden in a perfect 
nest of wings. The hat is suggestive of limitless slaughter.” 

_ “*Tt is the fashion,” repli 
is the fashion must be nice.” ; 

And then the ruffled maiden, after a cold adieu addressed to her aged 
relative, took herself off. She visited several of her friends, but one and 
all complained of the voices. They heard in the air accusations of assassi- 
nation. ANGELINA was ‘‘an accessory after the fact,’ and these cruel 
indictments quite eclipsed the success of the hat. e head-gear was 
pronounced here and there “‘stylish,” but the ory of ‘‘murder” over- 
whelmed the praise. At last ANGELINA met EpwIn. 

‘* What is the matter?” cried the girl, as her betrothed turned away 
from her in horror. 

** Your hat!” cried the budding barrister. ‘‘ Every feather accuses 


ANGELINA, rather angrily; ‘‘and what | facile 
in 
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you of cruelty! The voices of the birds are chirruping out 
* ttt fe the t t fashion!” urged th 

‘*But it is the latest fashion e now weeping 
S TAGM Gy’ ehitans teen the poe tte Aeagek f th 

= rocure them the ittle songsters of the grove 
are seaaeaeniel by millions! The ' t birds are taken away 
from their young, and the fledgelings are allowed to die of 
starvation! Your hat is eloquent of misery! There is nota 
wing on it that does not suggest a wageey 

The young man spoke earnestly. He been called to the 
Bar, and spoke as if addressing a jury. 

** Then you no longer love me!” sobbed ANGELINA. 

** How can I?” replied Epwin, ‘* The birds are witnesses 
against you. I am fully aware of the consequences. I know 
the dangers of breaches of promises of marriage. But, ANGE- 


LINA, in spite of those dangers, in spite of possible damages of 
untold amount, I must withdraw. I can no longer be yours! 
All is over between us! ” 
** Oh, Epwir!” 
And then not an altogether strange — happened — 
pacar awoke. The retribution of the 8 been a 
am 


More was the pity! It would be well for the feathered tribe 
if such a dream could become a reality ! 


SPORTIVE SONGS. 


THE STEEPLE-OHASE RIDER TO HIS MISTRESS, 


THERE’s never a sweetheart so dainty as mine, 
Not a lady so loving and fair 
From the Rhone to the Rhine, from the Thames to the Tyne, 
There ’s not any with you to compare! 
Your eyes are as bright as the sun’s subtle light, 
Yet as soft as the moon on the sea 
And your form has the grace that belongs to the race 
Of a damsel of long pedigree. 


There ’s surely no helpmate so willing as you. 
Have you never me your aid ? 
In the world there are few half so loyal and true 
As you are, my coy eee mai 
In the cruellest task I have only to ask— 
You care not for danger or pain— 
When our fortune seem’d gone, you have challeng’d and won, 


You have done it again and again. 


There ’s never a cross word between you and me, 
And you listen to all that I say, 

If a point there should be on which you disagree, 

d you show it—’tis only in play. 

You ’re the joy of my heart, and we never shall part, 
Not e’en when we ’ve finished at last. 

Then the cap, jacket, belt, and the aoe you ne’er felt, 
Will be memories glad of the Past 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 


EXCELLENT present for the present season—which, as our old 
friend WILLY SHAKSPEARE would have said, is ‘‘ the season of 
resents,” the New Year’s gifts coming in as the Old Year, 
oaded with the poe things of Christmas, goes out—is Zhe 
Vanity Fair Album, with its 
coloured caricaturical likenesses 
of ‘‘celebrities’”’ of all sorts— 
more - ee ene enn | 
C y “Spy,” cccasionally ‘YAge 
by “ Srore,” and sometimes by /KA 
‘*GatH,” with notes written as 4 
an accompaniment by JEHU #2 
Junior. Of the three artists ¢ 
named, ‘‘Spy,’’ legitimate suc- / 
cessor of poor ‘‘Perican,” is { 
princeps, although, even 
work, it is very rare to 
find one picture drawn in the 
co spirit of caricature. 

hey are likenesses first, and : 
caricature has to take its chance, Always you exclaim, “* How 
et How od ee Pedy toe oe soend ’ The 

mtispiece introduces us our ing gentlemen, masters 
of fox-hounds in pink—‘‘ Spy” staat tin, a Shale own 
persons, represent the hardy ann of the winter season, who, 
as diedaining hares, and not caring for stags, would choose for 
their motto ‘* Fox et preterea nil,” 
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“EVERYTHING COMES TO HIM THAT ‘WAITS.’” 


THE HAUNTED HAT. 


(Tag-end of a Ghost Story written for Christmas or any other time.) 


ANGELINA could not understand the cause of her misfortunes. All 
through the day she had had the luck against her. She had visited her 
favourite spinster aunt (from whom she expected to inherit wealth untold), 
and that usually amiable old lady had treated her with marked coldness. 

‘**T don’t know what it is,” said the venerable dame, ‘* but there are 
voices in the air, ANGELINA, accusing you of murder, I can hear them, I 
can, indeed! ’’ 

‘* My dear Aunt, what nonsense! But there, I only looked in to show 
you 7 new hat. Do you like it?” 

‘* Well, no,” returned the elderly spinster; ‘“‘I don’t care for such a 
heap of feathers. The original material is completely hidden in a perfect 
nest of ee The hat is sues tive of limitless slaughter.’’ 

**Tt is the fashion,” repli i 
is the fashion must be nice.” 

And then the ruffled maiden, after a cold adieu addressed to her aged 
relative, took herself off. She visited several of her friends, but one and 
all complained of the voices. They heard in the air accusations of assassi- 
nation, ANGELINA was ‘‘an accessory after the fact,’ and these cruel 
indictments quite eclipsed the success of the hat. e head-gear was 
pronounced here and there ‘‘stylish,” but the cry of “‘murder’’ over- 
whelmed the praise. At last ANGELINA met EpwIn. 

“* What is the matter?” cried the girl, as her betrothed turned away 
from her in horror. 

** Your hat!” cried the budding barrister, ‘‘ Every feather accuses 


es 
ANGELINA, rather angrily; ‘‘and what | facile princeps, although, even 
in 





you of cruelty! The voices of the birds are chirruping out 
charges of brutality! ’”’ 

‘“*But it is the latest fashion!” urged the now weeping 
ANGELINA. ‘‘ Feathers are all the vogue.” 

** And to veare them the poor little songsters of the grove 
are massacred by millions! e t birds are taken away 
from their young, and the fledgeli gs are allowed to die of 
starvation! Your hat is eloquent of misery! There is nota 
wing on it that does not suggest a wegenr = 

@ young man spoke earnestly. He had been called to the 

Bar, and spoke as if addressing a jury. 
** Then you no longer love me!” sobbed ANGELINA, 
‘* How can I?” replied Epwin. ‘* The birds are witnesses 
against you. I am fully aware of the consequences. I know 
the dangers of breaches of promises of marriage. But, ANGE- 
LINA, in spite of those dangers, in spite of possible damages of 
untold amount, I must withdraw. I can no longer be yours! 
All is over between us! ” 

** Oh, Epwir!”’ 

And then not an altogether strange er ha ed — 
oo awoke, The retribution of the 5 been a 

am 
_. More was the pity! It would be well for the feathered tribe 
if such a dream could become a reality ! 


SPORTIVE SONGS. 


THe STREEPLE-OHASE RIDER TO HIS MISTRESS, 


THERE’s never a sweetheart so dainty as mine, 
Not a lady so loving and fair 
From the Rhone to the Rhine, from the Thames to the Tyne, 
There ’s not any with you to compare! 
Your eyes are as bright as the sun’s subtle light, 
Yet as soft as the moon on the sea, 
And your form has the grace that belongs to the race 
Of a damsel of long pedigree. 


There ’s surely no helpmate so willing as you. 
Have you never refused me your aid ? 
In the world there are few half so loyal and true 
As you are, m poney Dene mai 
In the cruellest task I have only to ask— 
You care not for danger or pain— 
When our fortune seem’d gone, you have challeng’d and won, 
You have done it again and again. 


There ’s never a cross word between you and me, 
And you listen to all that I say. 

If a point there should be on which you disagree, 
And you show it—’tis only in play. 

You ’re the joy of my heart, and we never shall part, 
Not e’en when we ’ve finished at last, 

Then the cap, jacket, belt, and the sore you ne’er felt, 
Will be memories glad of the Past 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 


EXCELLENT present for the present season—which, as our old 
friend WILLY SHAKSPEARE would have said, is ‘* the season of 
resents,” the New Year’s gifts coming in as the Old Year, 
oaded with the good things of Christmas, goes out—is Zhe 
Vanity Fair Album, with its 
coloured caricaturical likenesses 
of ‘‘oelebrities” of all sorts— 
more or less celebrated—drawn ¢.,.)\ % 
chiefly by ‘‘ Spy,” cccasionally YA¢ 
by “ F,” and sometimes by (Maui 
‘*GatH,” with notes written as 4 
an accompaniment by JEHU ff 
Junior. Of the three artists # 
named, ‘‘Spyr,”’ legitimate suc- / 
cessor of poor ‘‘PericaN,” is 





work, it is very rare to 

find one picture drawn in the 2eime#77B. 
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tispiece introduces us to four spor gentlemen, masters 

of fox-hounds in pink—‘‘ Spy”’ m9 -it—who, in their own 
persons, represent the hardy ann of the winter season, who, 
diedai hares, and not caring for stags, would choose for 


their motto F Fox et preterea nil,” 
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“‘ EVERYTHING COMES TO HIM THAT ‘WAITS.’” 





THE HAUNTED HAT. 


(Tag-end of a Ghost Story written for Christmas or any other time.) 


ANGELINA could not understand the cause of her misfortunes, All 
through the day she had had the luck against her. She had visited her 
favourite spinster aunt (from whom she expected to inherit wealth untold), 
and that usually amiable old lady had treated her with marked coldness. 

** I don’t know what it is,”’ said the venerable dame, ** but there are 
voices in the air, ANGELINA, accusing you of murder, I can hear them, I 


can, indeed! ”’ 
** My dear Aunt, what nonsense! But there, I only looked in to show 
you my new hat, ‘Do you like it?” 

“Well, no,” returned the elderly spinster; ‘‘I don’t care for such a 
heap of feathers. The original material is completely hidden in a perfect 
nest of wings. The hat is megeeys of limitless slaughter.” 

**It is the fashion,” repli 
is the fashion must be nice.”’ 

And then the ruffled maiden, after a cold adieu addressed to her aged 
relative, took herself off. She visited several of her friends, but one and 
all complained of the voices. They heard in the air accusations of assassi- 
nation, ANGELINA was ‘an accessory the fact,” and these cruel 
indictments quite eclipsed the success of the hat. e head-gear was 
pronounced here and there “‘stylish,” but the ory of ‘‘murder”’ over- 
whelmed the praise. At last ANGELINA met Epwin. 

‘* What is the matter?’ cried the girl, as her betrothed turned away 
from her in horror. 

** Your hat! ”’ cried the budding barrister. ‘‘ Every feather accuses 


ANGELINA, rather angrily; “and what | facile princeps, 


Bar, and spoke as if addressing a jury. 

** Then you no longer love me! i sobbed ANGELINA, 

** How can I?” replied Epwin. ‘* The birds are witnesses 
against you. I am fully aware of the consequences. I know 
the dangers of breaches of promises of marriage. But, ANGE- 
LINA, in spite of those dangers, in spite of possible damages of 
untold amount, I must withdraw. I can no longer be yours! 
All is over between us!” 

Asa then’ sat: oi, allogethie-civinnes) hing haapaned 

en not an er strange — 
nena awoke, The retribution of the mie, been a 
am 


More was the pity! It would be well for the feathered tribe 
if such a dream could become a reality ! 


SPORTIVE SONGS. 


THE STEEPLE-coHASE RIDER TO HIS MISTRESS, 


THERE’s never a sweetheart so dainty as mine, 
Nota are loving and fair 
From the Rhone to the Rhine, from the Thames to the Tyne, 
There ’s not any with you to compare! 
Your eyes are as bright as the sun’s subtle light, 
Yet as soft as the moon on the s 
And your form has the grace that ro to the race 
Of a damsel of long pedigree, 


There ’s surely no helpmate so willing as you. 
Have you never me your ald ? 
In the world there are few h 


so loyal and true 
As you are, my any eee mai 
In the cruellest task I have only to ask— 


You care not for danger or pain 
When our fortune seem’d gone, you have challeng’d and won, 
You have done it again and again. 


There ’s never a cross word between you and me, 
And you listen to all that I say. 

If a point there should be on which you disagree, 
And you show it—’tis only in play. 

You ’re the joy of my heart, and we never shall part, 
Not e’en when we ’ve finished at last, 

Then the cap, jacket, belt, and the pete you ne’er felt, 
Will be memories glad of the Past 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 


EXCELLENT present for the present season—which, as our old 
friend WILLY SHAKSPEARE would have said, is ‘* the season of 
resents,” the New Year’s gifts coming in as the Old Year, 
oaded with the pee things of Christmas, goes out—is Zhe 
Vanity Fair Album, with its 
co. caricaturical likenesses 
of ‘‘celebrities”’ of all sorts— 
more or less celebrated—drawn # NS 
chiefly by ** Spy,” cccasionally ‘Y-g ..\Z 
by “* F,” and sometimes by /A) 
**GatH,”’ with notes written as 
an accompaniment by JEHU 
Junior. Of the three artists # 
named, ‘*Spy,’’ legitimate suc- / 
cessor of poor ‘*Perican,” is ¢ 
certs although, “— 
in work, it is very rare 
find one picture drawn in the 
/ Seege spirit of caricature, 
hey are likenesses first, and 
caricature has to take its chance. Always you exclaim, ‘‘ How 
a ! How ie seldom ee on ly ey ao 

tispiece introduces us to four ing gentlemen, masters 

of fox-hounds in pink—‘‘ Spy”’ aide hc. in their own 
persons, represent the hardy annuals of the winter season, who, 
as diedai g hares, and not caring for stags, would choose for 
their motto ** Fox et preterea nil,” 
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“EVERYTHING COMES TO HIM THAT ‘WAITS.’” 


THE HAUNTED HAT, 
(Tag-end of a Ghost Story written for Christmas or any other time.) 
ANGELINA could not understand the cause of her misfortunes, All 
through the day she had had the luck against her. She had visited her 
favourite spinster aunt (from whom she expected to inherit wealth untold), 
and that usually amiable old lady had treated her with marked coldness. 
** I don’t know what it is,” said the venerable dame, ** but there are 


voices is 309 air, ANGELINA, accusing you of murder, I can hear them, I 
can, i 
**My dear Aunt, what nonsense! But there, I only looked in to show 


you my new hat. ‘Do you like it?” 

‘* Well, no,” returned the elderly spinster; ‘I don’t care for such a 
heap of feathers. The original material is completely hidden in a perfect 
nest of wings. The hat is suggestive of limitless slaughter.’ 

**It is the fashion,” repli 
is the fashion must be nice.” 

And then the ruffled maiden, after a cold adieu addressed to her aged 
relative, took herself off. She visited several of her friends, but one and 
all complained of the voices. They heard in the air accusations of assassi- 
nation, ANGELINA was ‘‘an accessory after the fact,” and these cruel 
indictments quite eclipsed the success of the hat. e head-gear was 
pronounced here and there “stylish,” but the cry of ‘‘murder” over- 
whelmed the praise. At last ANGELINA met Epwin. 

“* What is the matter?” cried the girl, as her betrothed turned away 
from her in horror, 

** Your hat!” cried the budding barrister, ‘‘ Every feather accuses 


ANGELINA, rather angrily; ‘‘and what | facile 
in his 


you of cruelty! The voices of the birds are chirruping out 
- a it Te the lat t fashion!” urged th pin 

**But it is the latest fashion e now weeping 
ANGELINA, ‘‘ Feathers are all the vogue.’ 

** And to them the Dead little 
are by millions ! e t birds are taken away 
from their young, and the fledgeli gs are allowed to die of 
starvation! Your hat is eloquent o misery! There is nota 
wing on it that does not suggest a egos eS 

@ young man spoke earnestly. He been called to the 
Bar, and spoke as if addressing a jury. 

‘** Then you no longer love me!” sobbed ANGELINA. 

** How can I?” replied Epwin. ‘* The birds are witnesses 
against you. I am fully aware of the consequences. I know 
the dangers of breaches of promises of marriage. But, ANGE- 
LINA, in spite of those dangers, in spite of possible damages of 
untold amount, I must wi 


songsters of the grove 


> w. I can no longer be yours! 
All is over between us! ” 
**Oh, Epwix!” 
And then not an altogether strange = ha ed — 
ANGELINA awoke. The retribution of the a been a 


am | 
More was the pity! It would be well for the feathered tribe 
if such a dream could become a reality ! 


SPORTIVE SONGS. 


THE STEEPLE-cHASE RIDER TO HIS MISTRESS, 


THERE’s never a sweetheart so dainty as mine, 
Not a 7, loving and fair 
From the Rhone to the Rhine, from the Thames to the Tyne, 
There ’s not - with you to compare! 
Your eyes are as bright as the sun’s subtle light, 
et as soit as the moon on the sea 
And your form has the grace that belongs to the race 
Of a damsel of long pedigree, 


There ’s surely no helpmate so willing as you. 
Have you never me your aid ? 
In the world there are few half so loyal and true 
As you are, my bonny brown mai 
In the cruellest task I have only to ask— 
You care not for danger or pain— 
When our fortune seem’d gone, you have challeng’d and won, 


You have done it again and again. 


There ’s never a cross word between you and me, 
And you listen to all that I say. 

If a point there should be on which you disagree, 
And you show it—’tis only in play. 

You ’re the joy of my heart, and we never shall part, 
Not e’en when we ’ve finished at last. 

Then the cap, jacket, belt, and the mere you ne’er felt, 
Will be memories glad of the Past 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE, 


EXCELLENT present for the present season—which, as our old 
friend WILLY SHAKSPEARE would have said, is ‘* the season of 
resents,” the New Year's gifts coming in as the Old Year, 
oaded with the things of Christmas, goes out—is Zhe 
Vanity Fair Album, with its 
co caricaturical likenesses 
of ‘‘celebrities”’ of all sorts— 
more or less celebrated—drawn 
chiefly by ** Spy,” cccasionally ‘Ye 
by * F,” and sometimes by /&% 
‘*GatH,” with notes written as 
an accompaniment by JEHU 
Junton. Of the three artists 
named, ‘‘Spy,’’ legitimate suc- / 
cessor of poor ‘*PericaN,” is 
princeps, although, even 
work, it is very rare to 
find one picture drawn in the 
io irit of caricature, 

hey are likenesses first, and 
caricature has to take its chance. Always you exclaim, ‘* How 
like! How good!” seldom ‘‘ How inimitably funny!” The 
frontispiece introduces us to four ting gentlemen, masters 
of fox-hounds in pink—‘‘ Spy” -it—who, in their own 
persons, represent the hardy ann of the winter season, who, 
as diedai hares, and not caring for stags, would choose for 
their motto ‘‘ Fox et preterea nil,’ 
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Mr. Boreham (who has already stayed over am hour and talked about himself the whole time). 


‘*Yxs, I’M sORRY TO SAY I’M A MARTYR TO INSOMNIA, 


CANNOT GET SLEEP AT NIGHT!” 


His Hostess (sweetly), ‘‘On, BpuT I CAN TELL YOU A VERY SIMPLE REMEDY. 


TaLK TO YOURSELF—AFTER GOING TO BED!” 


OUTSIDE! 

(With Apologies to a Mellifluous Memory. ) 
It chanced a song the Stoney-broke One sang 
Of Fortune and her wheel—in 8. E. slang :— 
Turn, Fortune, turn thy wheel, as ’twere a 

ae bike,” 


Now cutting records, now bust-up, belike, 
aut yee 8 thee I'll neither *‘ bull ”’ nor 


Turn, Fortune, turn thy wheel, like a steam- 
e slump ” 


Now cn sat ’tis a “‘ boom,” now down—a 
I’m neither Bear nor Bull, and so don’t care, 

Smile, and behold a ‘‘ Barney,” and a swell! 

Frown, and ’tis still a ‘* barney” but a sell! 
An empty purse is master of man’s fate, 


Turn, turn thy wheel beforethecrushing crowd 
Fools who before the golden calf have wed | 
I’m stoney-broke, and so can’t speculate ! 


I'VE TRIED EVERYTHING, BUr I 


You SHOULD 


AN INTERVIEW IN COMMON FORM. 
(From a Note-book found in the land of Personalia.) 


THE house of the great man did not differ 
very materially from the dwelling-pl 
his neighbours. The tion portico, the 
customary the white-washed stucco 
front were all there to carry out the resem- 
blance. The hall, too, was not unlike other 
halls of other mansions. The butler, the 
footman, and the housemaids had nothing to 
distinguish them from fellow-menials 
like situations in other ménages. 

‘Can I do anything for you?” asked the 
Great Man, with a smile, 

‘** Well,” I replied, ‘‘it is only fair to tell 
you that ‘I come in the character of an inter- 
viewer. To save time, I will not give you my 
opinion of things in co and y f in 
particular, for the simple reason that I can 
add it as padding when I come to the com- 
position of the article.”’ 


[January 4, 1896. 


** Quite 80,” responded the Great Man, em- 
oeely ‘* I commend your excellent good 
sense, d here let me say that this is not 
the first time I have been 
of the Press,” 

“Certainly, but not too often. Had you 
‘been done to death,’ to use a colloquialism, 
I should not have had the honour and pleasure 
of this introduction. In fact, 7%. m an 
editorial point of view, would have been 
regarded as valueless for copy.” 

‘No doubt,” returned the Great Man, 
laughing heartily and good-naturedly. 
[ have the advantage—thanks to my scanty 
but, for this purpose, sufficient experience— 
‘f knowing the sort of thing you want to 
learn. For instance, I have a cup of tea at 
seven, eat a h breakfast at nine, lunch 
a at two, reserve eight o’clock for 


er. 

**Thank you very much,” said I, making 
the entry a my note-book; ‘‘and now tell 
me—do you take soup P’”’ 

‘*T have not for many years. I must con- 
fess, too, that I dilute the deadly cold of the 
morning tub with a little boiling water. I 
never eat sugar, ard care nothing for ey, 

** Ts the dislike medicinal or hereditary ?”’ 

‘*A mixture «f both. As a child, the 
favourite punishment of my mother was the 
order of ‘no pudding.’ Thus, as quite an 
infant, I lost my appreciation of tarts. What 
was commenced by my maternal parent was 
completed by my doctor. I have been ordered 
to give up fruit pies.” ~ 
_ We laughed heartily at this quaint descrip- 
‘ion, and for a moment or two my pen was 


busy. 

*- Is there anything else I can tell you ?”’ 

**I suppose you go to the seaside in the 
summer, and occasionally rvn over to Swit- 
Zr in the autumn? That you are fond 
-£ dogs and children? That your wife takes 
a deep interest in your work? Then you 
have cozy corners in your house, and 
kind of thing ?” 

‘*To be sure,” replied the Great Man, who 
had been nodding affirmatively to my various 
queries, ‘' But everything connected with 
the house you will surely leave to the photo- 
grapher? I presume [ shall have the pleasure 
of maki acquaintance ? ” 


examined on 


aking his 
It was my turn to bow, and bow I did, with 


e. 

** And now,” said my host, “I am going 
to ask a slight favour. All I have told you 
would probably be equally applicable to my 
good friends and neighbours, Brown, JONES, 
SmirH, and Ropinson? You acquiesce in 
the tion? Quite so; then give all the 
aterediae particulars you have collected, but 
avoid mentioning my name,” 4 

‘* But your personality is what will interest 
the public,” 

‘* Yes; but this sketch will do for any one 
else of eminence, Reserve it for the next 
comer,” 

And, as the idea was a novelty, I adopted 


of | the suggestion. 


THE BRIDGE OF SIGHS. 
(Entirely New Version.) 


BenxaTH the Bridge I often sit and sigh, 
So often. that I seem to grow indig- 
-enous. Maybe you’!l want to ask me why 
Beneath the Bridge. 


‘** A tunnel ’s made to get through a ridge, 
Aud o’er a bridge you keep afoot on high.”’ 
But I’m aboard. Above me, on the Bridge, 
My lover officer ecans seaand sky. 
And though it grows as cold as the Refrig- 
-erator late at night, still there am I 
Beneath the Bridge. 








Januar’ 4, 1896.] 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 


11 








THE KALENDAR OF FRIENDSHIP. 
(For 1896.) 


January.—Mr. Witt1am Jones pre-  saayiew | 
sents his compliments to Mr. Henry a § 
SmirH, and while apologising for the - 
ee he takes in addressing him, would if | 
be obliged, &o., &o, | | 

a 


February.—Sir,—I have the honour 
to acknowledge the receipt of your 
obliging letter, and in reply beg to 
state, &c., &c.— Your obedient servant, 

WILLIAM JONES, 


March.—Dear Sir,—I shall be very 
pleased to afford you all the information 
relative to the matter mentioned in your 
letter, &c., &c.— Yours faithfully, 

WituiaM Jones, 


April.—Dear Mr. SmitH,—I much 
regret that I was not at home when you 
so kindly called on me the other day. 
Perhaps you will do me the honour 
to dine here one night at an early 
date? &c., &c.—Yours very sincerely, 

Witt Jones, 


May.—Dear SmitH,—Your letter is 
not at all ‘‘presumptuous,” as you 
modestly express it. Pray be assured 
that you have my best offices in any 
thing that may tend to your advan- 
tage, &c., &c,— Yours most sincerely, 

WiitiaM JoNEs, 

June.—My dear Smitu,—Of course I 
shall be delighted to join your party. 
When does the picnic take place? 
Pray give my compliments to Mrs. 
SmitH, &e., &e. 

Yours ever, WILLIAM JONES, 


July.—My dear old chap,—Just got 
yours. Of course, you dear old fellow, 
shall be delighted, and only too pleased 
to come to the christening, and stand 
godfather to the olive branch. The idea 
of supposing that it would be a ‘‘ bore”’ 
to me! &c., &c.— Yours ever most 
affectionately, W. J, 
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AMBIGUOUS. 


‘*SHALt I wavs iT, Miss? 
THE PLAINNESS,.” 


August.—My dear SmrrH,—Have you 
forgotten ay ee of yesterday week ? 
Pray let me have an answer to it at your 
earliest convenience and oblige 

Yours ever, WILLIAM JONES, 


September.—My dear Mr, Surru,—I 
cannot see that your tardy answer to m 
letters at all explains matters. What 


wish definitely to know is, &c., &c. 


TaN hee || 
iH 


Ht) 





Hh y Yours sincerely, WILLIAM JONES, 
October.—Dear Mr. SmitH,—I fail 


completely to understand how, &c., &c. 


\ 
V 





Yours very fai y 
Hy) WILLIAM JONES, 
VA November.—Dear Sir,—I am surprised 
&e., &o, Yours faithfully, . 


2 


WILLIAM JONES, 
December.—Sir,—I positively decline 
to do anything so ridiculous as to go to 
Belgium with you for the purpose of 
fighting a duel. On the other hand, you 
are certainly at liberty to go to Jericho, 
for all I care,—Sir, your obedient 
servant, WILLIAM JONES, 
To Henry Smith, Esq. 


N.B.—My solicitors’ address is, &c,, &c, 


The Seven Against—Each Other. 


Seven Minor Bards snatch, with an 
eager glee, 
At every chance of courtly minstrelsy ; 
’Tis hard the Court (or Cabinet) will 
have none of them! 
They ’re all haif-fitted for the post, you 


BCE ; 
Poets, of course, they none of them 


may be. 
But they ’re effasive Laureates, every 
one of them. 





— 


Harrity Osvious.— That CLEvE- 
LAND need not be interpreted Land- 
cleaver. 


IT DOES AWAY WITH 








“THE IMPROVEMENT OF LONDON.” 


Pea away, Daily Graphic, and advocate weekly, 
And strongly, and daily, and gaily, your dreams 

Of beautiful London. e bear much too meekly 
Discomfort and ugliness ; fight for your schemes. 


ke Sasi f and keep showing that London needs greatly 

buildings more beauty, in streets still more space, 

Plan boulevards and squares, lined with houses more stately, 
Combining convenience, grandeur, and grace. 


Then England may rise to a wonderful level, 
The level of France, of old Greece, even more ; 

“* Schools of Art,” as at present, may go to the—I mean, dogs— 
Aud art may be fostered as never baiews, 


Then Wellington Statues, and Shaftesbury Fountains, 
And Albert Memorials never would come, 

As mouse-like productions of labouring mountains, 
To strike the intelligent foreigner dumb. 


She would not put pictures by barracks, nor boast that 
South Kensington sheds show her architects’ skill ; 

She builds even now, and requires at the most that 
Some generou citizen settles the bill. 


The bill! Daily Graphic, of what are you thinking ? 
The bill! Oh, my goodness, who ever will pay ? 

Is England so rich as to contemplate sinking 
Such sums for mere beauty, hard cash thrown away P 


Note by a ‘‘ New Novel’? Reader. 
CERTAIN unsavoury social crimes of old 
Were things on which pure ladies would not Jook. 


They ’re not so sternly c now, I’m told, 
But they ’re (by women) oftener “brought to book.” 


NEW DICTIONARY. 


(Being some occasional notes intended as a contribution towards a 
‘* Lady's Own Dictionary of Words and Phrases,”) 


‘‘ AGGRAVATE.” This word, according to men’s dictionaries, means 
‘to exaggerate: to make enormous, &c.”; but the fair sex, not con- 
tent with this anne definition, have given it another, which is, to 
anger, to irritate. For instance, in women’s language, the expres- 
sion, ‘an aggravating thing,’’ is generally understood to signify a 
person who causes us anger or displeasure. If a man were to talk to 
a woman of an ‘aggravated injury,” she would probably not know 
what he meant. But if he were to describe her dearest friend’s con- 
duct as aggravating, she would immediately understand him. 


**So,.”? This little adverb is a great favourite with ladies, in con- 
junction with an adjective. For instance, they are very fond of 
using such expressions as ‘* He is so charming!” ‘‘ It is so lovely!”’ 
&c, According to the rules of strict grammar, the use of the adverb 
‘*s0,” and of the adjectives ‘‘ lovely” and ** i ng,” requires to 
be followed, in both these sentences, by the use of the conjunction 
“that.” ‘‘He is so charming!” is a purely feminine expression. 
‘* He is so charming that I have made a friend of him,” is a purely 
masculine one, or should be so. It is satisfactory to know, however, 
that ladies have nothing whatever to do with the rules of strict 
grammar, 


It is hoped that these two extracts will for the present suffice to 
show the exceedingly useful character of the forthcoming publication. 


Ear! Earn!—The Daily News felicitates the country on its 
‘Musical Year.” But why drag in that ““Y”P? When it can 
congratulate England on the possession of a musical ear, it may 
indeed inspire a pees teem, But after eek oe Christmas 
holidays made hideous by inharmonious howlings, in discordant keys, 
of *‘ Glorious Beer!” Mr. Punch feels that the most seasonable 
greeting to his countrymen is ‘‘I wish you all a Happy New Ear!” 
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LONG AGO LEGENDS. 
}Y= INNEHOLDERE AND HYS DRAWERE, 


_ Ly Cheape dwelled an Inneholdere, and one daye he dyd go downe 
in toe hys cellar toe watere y* ale, as was hys wante, when he espyede 
hys Drawere drynkinge sack out of a flake which he had tayken toe 
hys own use, and then place it in hys poke for bye-and-bye. So y* 
inneholdere dyd 
lie in wate for 
hym, and on hys 
coming oute dide 
taxe hym withe y* 
thefte. ‘Nay, 
goode master,” 
sayde y° Drawere, 
‘’tis not thefte, 
for you are be 
for itte; I dyd but 
nowe deposite y* 
pryce of itte in y° 
tille where you will 
finde itte withall.” 
But y* Innehol- 


Yh : 


BLL 


\ 


\\ 
\ 
NN 


—§ dere, knowing 
"\s thys toe be alle 
ff lese, dyd take 
A awave from h 

* flaske and dyd 
Vy xe hym on y°* 
ONL, eerys and hytte 


LK 


hym in y* iye, re- 
markyngey* while, 
“Nay, tis you 
who are payde for 
itte.”’ 
; Ls od) Then y* Drawere 
dyd’retaliatefmalapertelie withe hys tongue in such a waye that itte 
can notte here be chroniclede. 

‘* Ho,” cryed y* Inneholdere, ‘* woulde you gyve me chyke in mine 
owne house? Knowe, knave, that I playe tirste fiddle here!” 

“And no marvelle,”’ replyed y* Drawere, ‘* consyderinge it is 
suche a vile inne.,”’ : 

And .dyd_y* Inneholdere forgyve hym on account of thys plea- 
ene, a ean Tenra Te for it is saide he dyd then and there give 

ym y° sa 





HOW TO KEEP A DIARY. 
(Taught by the Contents, ) 


January 1.—Intend to preserve in this little volame the written 
record of my life. Now and again I shall give my thoughts, m 
aspirations. Any event of commanding importance, of course, will 
appear in its proper sequence in these pages. I shall not omit refer- 
ence to a, detai is : “ 
seemingly homely materials many an interesting biography is ulti- 
mately carefully compiled. And now to commence. Went out 
to-day to have my hair cut, Later on,a family gathering. Present, 
my Uncle Jack, Aunt Jemima, and the boys. Dinner passed off 
pleasantly. The only discordant note was Boxsy’s allusion to 
Cousin PorrEr’s . I think the contretemps that followed was 
caused by thoughtlessness rather than by malice. Still, it was a bad 
omen for the otherwise glad New Year. 

January 2.—And now to continue the story of my career from day 
° day. Obliged to goout. Will return to this volume when I get 

me, 

January 12.—Had my hair cut. Gloves, 3s. 6d. Fellow told me 
last night that the only way to get good cheroots was to write to 
Manilla direct. 

January 31,—Afraid I have not kept this diary very regularly. 
However will make a fresh start, and not get into arrears again. 
This morning I rose at seven, had breakfast (sausages, tea, and eggs) 
ateight Off to chambers at ten. Led in an important case ( Baulks 
versus Corkes) aud obtained a verdict. Tomxrns, J., complimented 
me. On my way home met my Cousin RLIE, He dined with us, 
and tells me that Gussiz returned from Canada last Autumn. She 
is engaged to be married, Dear me! How time flies! It seems 
only the other day that she was playing with her doll! 

March 5.—Had my hair cut to-day. Must keep this diary more 
regularly. What is the benefit of a diary unless you useit? Pause 
forareply. Saw the Brvertey Rosinsons in the Park. It appears 
that it was not their fault that the silver épergne passed out of the 
family, The facts are these—— 

March 6.—Was interrupted yesterday as I was giving the true 
story of the épergne. However it is just as easy and appropriate to 
enter it under this date as any other. Well, te commence—— 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 













third Fridays. 
bread-crumbs, then broiled. 


of purely personal interest, for out of such | Chitral 
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April 19.—Omnibus 2d. Cab 2s. 6d. Gingerbread nuts 4d. Re- 
payment of portion of loan at Bank £153 10s, 6d. Address of the man 
with marble statues—247, Araminta Avenue East, Lower Tvoting 


ne. 

May 1.—Rz-ally ashamed to find_how slack I have been in keeping 
this diary. However, in future I will make entries daily. ‘This 
morning went to the British Museum to verify dates in my new 
bork, Remembrances Recalled on the Stage-side of the Green Cur- 
tain. I wasright. Professor Ander-on was lessee of Covent Garden 
Opera-house when it was burned down after a bal masqué. Met 

ARLIE HocartH. The same as ever. Awtfully good fellow. Dined 
at the club, and went to see Sinbad up to Date. Quite like old 


times. A morsel of mild American cheese in a plain lettuce salad not 
half bad. CHaRLin’s recipe. Good chap, CHaxkLiE! 


August 3.—Decided to go to Kiel. : , 
September 9.—Braces, 1s, 6d. Gussre married the Captain. My 


present of a card-table, made of Japanese fans, pretty. Oaly 
fault, there were nine other duplicates, 
wedding-gifts from the Stores. 
the same! 


That’s the worst of getting 
Some other chappie is sure to choose 


October 25.—My birthday! I have been sadly remiss in keeping 


this omy hitherto, and will mend the fault for the remainder of the 
quickly 
done so badly; my practice is fairly good—at any rate pays the rent 
of my chambers, and keeps me in gowns and wigs. Then my 
ship of Zhe Moon-Gazers Monthly Magazine has been entirely 
satisfactory to the proprietors. If I quarrelled with Bossr’s Rosre 
it is only because she was so extremely rude to poor dear Trixy in 
the train. However, in that matter, it’s more their loss than ours! 
So I can regard the situation with equanimity ! 


ssing year. To-day I reach my prime. Well, I have not 


editor- 


November 12.—Had my hair cut. 
December 14.—Gloves 3s. 6d. Aunt Manrra’s day is first and 
Kidneys cut into thin slices, then covered with 


December 27.—Went to the play last night. Did not see very 


much, as my box appeared to be a sort of converted doorway. Per- 
a (so far as | could judge) as per usual. Omnibus for us both, 
ls. 4d, 
penny. Itisa mistake of that character which disgusts one with 
charity. 


Gave blind crossing sweeper half-a-crown ins of a 


December 28.—Had my hair cut, 

December 30.—Soleing boots, 4s. 6d, 

December 31.—And so this is the last day of the 365! I find that 
I have not kept to my original intention in this volume. But I have 


bought a new diary, and will try to do better next year. 


THE AUGUSTAN AGE AT OLYMPIA. 


THE classic ground close to the elongated mile once known as 
‘* Punch’s Railway” is again popular. Thanks to the efforts of the 
great DRURIOLANUS-CUM-ADDISONRODIAS, Olympia is very much to 
the fore. On Boxing afternoon and ni ht crowds thronged to see 
the last thing in Derbys and the newest idea of the 
i campaign. Both events are ect mar- 
vels of realism. The mob that supp ies a back- 

und to the winning of the Blue Riband of the 

could not be surpassed as a specimen of ** the 

convincing.”’ There are real ‘*’ARRIES” and 
‘‘?AgniEts,” soldiers, sailors, acrobats, and, last 
but not least, police-constables. The horses, too 
seem to enjoy the sport, and if they are not all 
‘*winners,” they compare favourably with many a 
successful competitor for a Queen’s Plate, But 
the feature of the equestrian show is unquestion- A) 
ably the crowd of spectators. With the assistance 6 4 
of many hundreds of auxiliaries, the hill isrealised _. 
with its numberless vehicles, its series of booth 
and, last and least, its poor, forlorn forsaken, an 
much-chivied Derby dog. Then Olympia has, as 
is quite right and correct, races by ladies, bicycles yO 
and donkeys. Those who are to be responsible for ~ \y @ 
the coming meeting in Athens might secure an 
object-lesson in West Kensington. If Greece follows in the wake of 
ey a Road, all should be well at the international gathering 
of athle . 

And if the Race for the Derby is satisfactory, the Relief of Chitral 
is equally excellent. The soldiers who gallantly occupy the boards, 
once the home of the largest ballet troupe of the world, are reserve 
men, and members of that constitutional force, ‘‘ the bold Militia.” 
These fine fellows must delight the descendants of the Brook Green 
Volunteer, whose traditional training-ground, it will be remem- 
bered, was in the neighbourhood. For the rest, there is eve 
peoenets that the present excellent entertainment will draw crowd 

ouses twice daily to Olympia far into the pe New Year, and 
possibly into those years to come in the approaching century. 








Januaky 1], 1896,] 








To the President of the Royal 
Academy of Arts,: 


My JLornp,—On this auspi- 
cious Occasion I have the 
honour to «ffer mv Congratu- 
lations, My Friend, Dr. 
SaMUEL JOHNSON, of whose 
Literary Attainments you 
have been informed by his Bio- 
ce, Mr. BoswELL, would 

oubtless join me in my 
Felicitations to your Lordship, 
my successor, if he were not at 
present somewhat disturbed in 
mind oy the Contemplation of 
the melancholy fact that his 
Dictionary is rapidly becom- 
ing obiolete. He passes many 
hours in lonely Meditation, 
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CONGRATULATIONS FROM THE ELYSIAN FIELDS. 


murmuring to himself words <— 


of some barbarous Jargon, such 
as ‘*bike,” ‘*slump,” ** jingo,”’ 
and the like, This circum- 
stance is the more to be 
regretted, since he has com- 
mended several of your 
Addresses, written in Lan- 
guage even more classic, more 
stately, and, perhaps, more 
beautiful than his own, and 
would, 
assured that by your Lordship, 
in any case, his Dictionary is 
still consulted and admired. 
Mr. GoipsmMitH and Mr. 
GARRICK request me to con- 
vey their d Wiehes. I 
have the honour to be, Your 
Lordship’s most obedient, 
humble servant, 
JosHuA REYNOLDS. 


HIGHWELLBORN Bakon, 


At this, at the highests, joyieh The first P.R.A. (Sir Joshua Reynolds) pays his respects to Lord Leighwn, PRA, 


Day send I my friendlyest Happinesswisher. In the sixteenth Year 
hurdred lived I to London, as Henry THE E1euHTH King was, and so 








therefore, have felt 7 





THEN AND NOW.—A TerrpsicHoREAN ConTRAST., 


[The Countess of ANCASTER deplores the bad manners of the dancing 
people of to-day. | 


Ou_p StTYLEz. 


Gentleman. May I have the 
exquisite delight of being your 
ladyship’s humble cavalier in the 
cores country dance P 

Lady. Oh, Sir, you are vastly 
polite, and Iam overwhelmed by 
your request ! 

Gent. Do I then make too bold ¢ 

Lady, Oh, Sir, I would not have 
you misconstrue my words! 

Gent. May I then reckon upon 
your treading the measure with 
your devoted servant ? 

_Lady. I may not say you nay, 


Sir. Curtseys. 
_ Gent. Madam, you are too con- 
descending. ill not fail to 


claim your hand. 
[Retires with courteous humility. 


New StTyuz. 


Gentleman, Ah, Lady Ft Lo- 
RENCE, got an entry left, or is 
your book full? 

Lady (looking at card). Well— 
here’s a quadrille running loose. 

Gent. Oh, hang quadrilles! 
I’m not out for walking exercise. 
Not on the square, twiggey vous? 

Lady (laughing). You funny 
old cripple! Here’s a polka I’m 
not sure about. 

Gent. A polka That’s my 
form! We'll fire right into the 
brown of ’em, and have a glass of 
the boy afterwards, eh ? 

Lady. It’s a bet. 

Gent. Done. So long. 

[Strolls off, humming a music- 
hall atr. 


SOMETHING FOR HIM TO DO, 


AT this time of excitement, Mr. 


Punch drinks the new Laureate's 


health, and calls ye tee him for a song, tmpromptu, appropriate, and 


to be ae imm 
willdo. The moment is critic 


iately, Anything patriotic he may have handy 
which is more than his enthusiastic 


audience will be, if he only pitches it in the right key. But Lord 


SALISBURY, who has made the piper, has a right to call 
in The Westminster, the new Laureate 
d to receive, all in a lump, the salary due for the three past 


the way: according to a note in 
e 


is enti 


the tune, By 


years during which time the office has been vacant. So the first thing 
A1F8ED, monarch of minor poets, will have to do is, not to sing, but 
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Jearned I the english Speech. 
Now see we a german Kaiser 
who himrelf to paint endea- 
vours. But what endeavours 
he not to do? Thunder- 
weather, all things! If he 
only like you to paint could! 
I have the honour yet again 
to congratulate you, High- 
wellborn n. 
Hans HOLsBeEIN. 


ILLUSTRISSIMO SIGNOR 
BaronE,— Not I have much 
studied the her language, but 
me permit to offer thousand 
happy auguries to Her, the 
firat english painter who has 
become Baron. 

I have the honour to say 
myself, of Your Excellency, 
the humblest and devotedest 
servant, 

RAFFAELLO SAwzio. 


MonsrIgvR LE Baron, — I 
come to make to you my 
42 felicitations the most warm at 
FRAC. the occasion of the Day of the 
year, the day when you have 
received a gift—une étrenne 
—of the most charmings, the 
title which you merit so well 
Since long time you have 
painted, as me, the nym; hs 
and the shepherds, but the 
yours are those of the old 
Greece, and the mine ar+ 
those of the court of the 
Great Monarch. But we have 
the same tastes and, if I may 
yeseure to say it, the same 

ent, 

I beg you to agree, Monsieur 
| le Baron, all my felicitations, and the assurance of my distinguished 

sentiments. NTOINE WATTEAU. 


to ‘‘draw.” Hooray! for Satispury and Salary! Quite a Sunday- 
best-and-Top-Hat-ford Day! Tune up! Twang the lyre! What 
rhymes to ‘* Pretoria” if not ‘‘ Victoria”? But rather less easy to 
get something neat to rhyme with ‘‘ Venezuela,” eh? Still, within 
the reach of practical poetry and the petit maitre, 


A CASE IN COURT REHEARD. 


Att Abroad finds itself ‘* quite at home” at the Court Theatre. 
Mr. WILLIE Epovurn very funny, with his singing and dancing, and 
with his piomoeremt business. Miss May Epovin is a charming 
ingénue, delighting the jary of the Court 
with a very pretty song,**Zwo Sweet Little 
Love Birds.” lle ira loin, Mr, SccpENn 
appears as a witness to ‘‘ character”: 
capital. Mr, Frep Kaye is as eccentric as 
ever, and Mr, Davin JamEs acting, dancing, 
and singing, follows in the footsteps of his 
father, especially in the dancing. Miss 
Grace Patotta makes a hit with the song 
of ** The Business Girl,” Altogether the 
amusing evening's entertainment has not 
suffered in its transit across London from 
the Criterion—where it gained a favourable 
verdict at the bar of public opinion—to the 
Court, where, it having been already ‘* part 
heard,” it is being tried over again, until , 
further notice, before new judges and _ — 
juries, who have to pronounce upon several fea " 
new songs, of which not a few are encored, o 
and before whom is brought a mass of new evidence not produced at 
the previous trial. The verdict ought to be Success; and, at all 
events, the members of Miss Cissy GRraHAM’s! Company at Manager 
CHUDLEIGH'S theatre ‘‘ have the Court with them.’ 
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ALFRED THE LITTLE. | 
Sir Edw-n Arn-ld (bitterly), ‘'‘ Fortunatus|’ Ha! wat” Sir L-w-s M-rr-s (moodily), ‘*‘ ENGLAND’s DARLING?’ He! HE!” 
‘The QuEEN has been pleased t> appoint AlrrEep AvsTIN, Erq., to be Poet Laureate to Her Majesty.”—Daily Papers, January 1, 1896. 
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OUR OVERWORKED BISHOPS. 


The Rector's Wife, ‘‘HAVE YOU HEARD FROM THE BISHOP, DEAR, ABOUT THE ALTERATIONS YOU PROPOSED TO MAKE IN THE SERvicgs?” 
The Rector, ‘‘ Yes; I HAVE JUST GOT A PosTCARD FROM His LITTLE Boy. THis Is IT :— os 
‘THE PALACE, BAROHESTER.—PAPA SAYS YOU MUSTN’T,’” ' 








NEW YEAR’S DAY 
(On Parnassus‘ — 
Or, THE APOTHEOSIS (F ALFRED 1HE LITTLE. 


Alfred the Little tunes up on his new Official Harp to an old air of 


Alfred the Great's :— 


You must take and call me Laureate, Poet Laureate, brethren dear, 

For to-morrow I ’ll be the happie+t bard of all this glad New Year; 

My glad Muse chimes, not ‘vapid rhymes,” but the maddest, 
merriest lay, 

For I am QueEn’s Poet to-day, brethren, I am Court Minstrel 
to-day | 


There’s many a gushing muse, men say, but none can gush like 


mine ; 
There ‘s ARNOLD and there’s Morris, both can lip the laureate line: 
But none so well as little ALFreEp in all the land, thev say, 
So I’m to be Puet Laureate, brethren, all upon New Year’s Day! 


1) ay sleep sound o’ nights, from dreadful dreams no more I ’ll 
wake, 
That ArGERNON or Wirt they will Poet Laureate make. 
Kat I must gather fl..wery tropes and flatteries fine and gay, 
For woe a fs THE GREat's successor, brethren, dating from New 
ear’s Day 


As I came down the street called Fleet, whom think ye I should see, 

But Epwin, bland and Japanesque, bard of the Daily T. ? 

He thought his chance was good, brethren, lord of the Orient lay, 

But I've whipped him on New Year’s Day, brethren, done him on 
New Year’s Day. 


He looked pale as a gag brethren, exceeding weird and white, 

For the singer of ‘* The Season’ now had dimmed his Asian Light. 

They say I’m a Party pick, brethren, but I care not what they say, 

For va =a upon New Year’s Day, brethren, laurelled on New 
ear’s Day 


They say that limpid Lxwts is as mad as mad oan be; 
They say young Eric is making moan—what is that to me ? 





There’s many a better bard than I, or so sour critics say, 
But little Atrarp has taken the cake, all upon New Year’s Day. 


Little ArrREp has licked them all, as shall right soon be seen, 

The loyallest lyrist of all the lot to his Country and his Queen. 

I’ve out-sonnetted Witty WATSON in my Tory-patriot way, 

So I’ve passed dear WILL up the ‘‘ Sacred Hill,” all upon New 
Year’s Day! : vi 


For Wuty, with wild and whirling words, had pitched into the 
owers, . 
And invoked the name of the old recluse who at Harwarden groans 
and glowers; : ie 
For he’s got a bee in his bonnet about the woes of Ar-me-ni-a: 
So oe down on Aim from Parnassian peaks, all upon New Year's 
ay 


1 am ‘‘ Fortunatus,” brethren, and ‘‘ England's Darling "| 


um ! 
This barp zs big, and wide in stretch, and needs long arms to thrum. 
But if I stard a-tiptoe I shall manage it, 1 dare ray, 

And I’m Poet Laureate, anyhow, all upon New Year's Day! 


I wonder now if ALFRED THE Great—and gruff—with joy would 


If he saw me twanging the Laureate lyre on the Parnassian Hill P 

He once was a leetle rude to me when on him I had said my say, 

ee en to him; but Z’m Laureate now, all upon New Year’s 
ay 


So you must take and call me Laureate, Poet Laureat >, brethren 


ear, 
And I’m sure that Enwin, and Lewis, and Witt will wish me 
a Happy New Year. : 
‘* My Satire and its Censors” have not stood in my upward way ; ‘ 
= ha ended”? I’m Laureate—at last—upon New Year’s 
ay 





As IT sHovIp BE.—The Foreign Committee of the American 
House of Representatives having reported in favour of Mr. Bayarp, 
he is now, like his prototype, sans reproche as well as sans peur. 
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JOTTINGS AND TITTLINGS, 
(By Basoo Hurry BoncsHo JABBERJEE, B.A.) 


No, II. 
Some account of Mr. Jabberjee’s experiences at the Westminster Play, 


Berne forearmed by editorial beneficence with ticket of admission 
to theatrical entertainment by adolescent students at Westminster 
College, I presented myself on the scene of acting in a state of 
liveliest and frolicsome anticipation on a certain Wednesday evening 
in the month of December last, about 7.20 P.M. 

At the summit of the stairs I was received by a posse of polite and 
stalwart striplings in white ki 
circular orifice from my credentials, ordered me to ascend to a lof 
gallery, where, on arriving, I found every chair pre-occupied, an 
moreover was restricted to a prospect of the backs of numerous 
javenile heads, while 
tiptoe of expectation and Shank’s mare! 


This for a while I endured submissively from native timidity and | veriest British ba 


retirement, until my bosom boiled over at the 
sense of ‘*'Civis Romanus sum,” and, de- 
scending to the barrier, I harangued the 
wicket-keeper with great length and fervid 
eloquence, informing him that I was graduate 
of high-class Native University after passing 
most tedious and difficult exams with fugitive 
colours, and that it was injurious and dele- 
tericus to my ‘‘ mens sana in corpore sano”’ 
to remain on legs for some hours beholding 
what I practically found to be invisible. 

But, though he turned an indulgent ear to 
my quandary, he professed his inability to 
help me over my “ pons asinorum,’ until I 
ventured to play the ticklish card and inform Ze 
him that I was a distinguished representa- pf ~~ 
tive of Hon'ble Punch, who was paternally “@uuiee 
anxious for me to be awarded a seat on the 
lap of luxury. 

Then he unbended, and admitted me to the 

body of the auditorium, where I was con- 
ducted to a coign of vantage in near proximity 
to members of the fair sex and galaxy of 
beauty. ; 
Thus, by dint of nude gumption, I was in 
the- bed of clover and seventh heaven, and 
more so when, on inquiry from a bystander, 
I understood that the performance was taken 
from Mr. Terriss’s Adelphi Theatre, which 
[ had heard was conspicuous for excellence 
in fierce ccmbats, blood-curdling duels, and 
scenes in court. And I narrated to him how 
[ too, when a callow and unfledged hobbsrdy- 
hoy, had engaged in theatrical entertain- 
ments, and played such parts in native 
dramas as heroic giant-killers and tiger 
slayers, in which I was an ‘‘au fait’’ and 
‘* facile princeps,” also in select scenes from 
SHAKSPEARE’S play of Macbeth in English 
and being correctly attired as a Scotch. 

But present] discovered that the play 
was quite another sort of Adelphi, being a 


damsel expressed a fear lest she should find it incomprehensible 
and obscure. I hastencd to reassure her by explaining that, having 
been turned out as a certificated B.A. by Indian College, I had 
aequire’ perfect familiarity ard nodding acquaintance with the 
early Roman and Latin tongues, and offering my services as in- 
terpreter of ‘*‘ quicquid agunt homines,” and the entire ‘‘ farrago 


libel,’ which rendered her red as a turkeycock with delight and | 


gratitude, When the performance commenced with a scenic repre- 
sentation of the Roman Acropolis, and a venerable elderly man 
solilcquising lengthily to himself, and then carrying on a protracted 
logomachy with another greybeard—although I understood sundry 
colloquial idioms and phrases such as ‘‘uzorem duzit,” ‘‘carum 
mihi,” ‘‘ quid agis?” *‘cur amat?’‘ and the like, all of which I 
assiduously translated vird voce—I could not succeed in learning the 
reacon why they were saving such a snip-snap, until the interval, 
when the lady informed me herself that it was because one of them 
had carried off a nautch-girl belonging to the other’s son—which 
caused me to marvel greatly at. her erudition. 

I looked that, in the next portion of the performance, I might 
behold the nautch-girl, and witness her forcible rescue—or at least 
some saltatory exhibition; but, alack! she remained sotto voce and 
hermetically sealed ; and though other characters, in addition to the 
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kids, who, after abstracting large | —in spite of all my classical proficiency— 


cted to remain the livelong evening on the | smattered education of a 





“ A golden-headed umbrella, fresh as a rose.” 


jocose comedy by a notorious ancient author of the name of 
TERENcF, and written entirely in Latin, which a contiguous | TERENCE possessed no deficiency of up-to-date facetiousness and 


‘tion and betterment upon the preced 
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elderly gentlemen, appeared, they were all exclusively masculine in 
gender, and there was nothing done but to converse by twos and 
‘threes. When the third opened th a long-desiderated 
| peep of petticoats, I told my neigh confidently that now at last 
we were to see this dancing girl and the abduction; but she 
that it was not so, for these females were merely the mother of the 
wife of another of the youths and her attendant ayah. And even 
this precious pair, after weeping and wringing their hands for a 
while, vanished, not to appear again. 
_ Now as the entertainment proceeded, I fell into the dumps with 
increasing abashment and mortification to see everyone around me, 
ay, even the women and the tenderest juveniles! clap the ds and 
laugh in their sleeves with merriment at airs and gleeks in which 
could not discover le mot 

pour rire or crack so much as the cream of a jest, but must sit there 
melancholy as a gib cat or smile at the wrong end of the mouth. 

For, indeed, t heean to fear that I had been fobbed off with the 
i sepulchre, that I should fail so 
dolorously to comprehend what was plain as a turnpike-staff to the 
and suckling | 

However, on observing more closely, I dis- 
covered that most of the grown-up adults 
present had books containing the translation 
of all the witticisms, which they secretly 
perused, and that the feminality were also 
provided with pink leaflets on which the dark 
outline of the plot was perspicuously in- 
scribed. Moreover, on cas my eyes up to 
the gallery, I perceived that there were over- 
seers there armed with long canes, and that 
the smell youths did not indulge in plauda- 
tions and hilarity except when threatened by 


ese, 

And thereupon I took heart, seeing that 
the proceedings were clearly veiled in an 
obsolete and tic language, and it was 
simply matter of rite and custom to applaud 
at fixed intervals, so I did at Rome as the 
Romans did, and was laughter holding both 
his sides as often as I beheld the canes in a 
state of agitation. , 

I am not unaware that it is to bring a coal 
from Newcastle to pronounce any critical 
opinion upon the ludibrious qualities of so 
antiquated a comedy as this, but, while I am 
wishful to make every allowance for its 
having composed in a period of pre- 
historic re I would still hazard the 
criticism that it does not excite the simpering 
guffaw with the frequency of such modern 
standard works as, ezempli gratia, Miss 
Brown, or The Aunt of Charley, to either 
of which I would award the palm for pure 
whimsicality and gawkiness. _ 

Candour compels me to admit, however, 
that the conclusion of the Adelphi, in which 
- a certain magician summoned a black-robed, 
steeple-hatted demon from the nether world, 
who, after commanding a minion to give a 
pickle- back to sundry grotesque personages, 
did castigate their ulterior portions severely 
with a large switch, was a striking ameliora- 
ing scenes, and evinced that 


genuine humour; though I could not but reflect—‘* O, s: sic 
omnia!” and lament that he should have hidden his vis comica 
for so long under the stifling disguise of a serviette. , 

I am a beggar at describing the hurly-burly and most admired 
disorder amidst which I performed the descent of the staircase in a 
savage iration, my elbows and heels unmercifully jostled by a 
dense, y horde, and going with nose in pocket, from trepida- 
tion due to national cowardice, while the seething mob clamoured 
and contended for overcoats and hats around very exiguous aper- 
ture, through which bewildered custodians handed out bundles of 
sticks and umbrellas, in vain hope to appease such impatience. Nor 
did I succeed to the recovery of my hat and paraphernalia until 
after twenty-four and a half minutes (Greenwich time), and with 
the labours of Hercules for the golden fleece! 

For which I was minded at first to address a sharp remonstrance 
and claim for indemnity to some pundit in authority ; but perceiv- 
ing that by such fishing in troubled waters I was the gainer of a 
eoldansheaded umbrella, fresh as a rose, I decided to accept the 
olive branch and bury the bone of contention. 
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JOTTINGS AND TITTLINGS, 
(By Basoo Hurry BoncsHo JABBERJEE, B.A.) 
No. II. 
Some account of Mr, Jabberjee’s experiences at the Westminster Play, 


Brine forearmed by editorial beneficence with ticket of admission 
to theatrical entertainment by adolescent students at Westminster 
College, I presented myself on the scene of acting in a state of 
liveliest and frolicsome anticipation on a certain Wednesday evening 
in the month of December last, about 7.20 p.m. 

At the summit of the stairs I was received by a posse of polite and 
stalwart striplings in white kids, who, after abstracting large 
circular orifice from my credentials, ordered me to ascend to a lof 
gallery, where, on arriving, I found avery chair pre-occupied, an 
moreover was restricted to a prospect the backs of numerous 
javenile heads, while sre to remain the livelong evening on the 
tiptoe of expectation and Shank’s mare! 

This for a while I endured submissively from native timidity and 
retirement, until my bosom boiled over at the 
sense of ‘‘Civis Romanus sum,” and, de- 
scending to the barrier, I harangued the 
wicket-keeper with great length and fervid 
eloquence, informing him that I was graduate 
of high-class Native University after passing 
most tedious and difficult exams with fugitive 
colours, and that it was injarious and dele- 
terious to my ‘‘ mens sana in corpore sano” 
to remain on legs for some hours beholding 
what I practically found to be invisible, 

But, though he turned an indulgent ear to 
my quandary, he professed his inability to 
help me over my “ pons asinorum,’” until I 
ventured to play the ticklish card andinform J 
him that I was a distinguished representa- ~f 2 <= 
tive of Hon’ble Punch, who was paternally “ 
anxious for me to be awarded a seat on the 
pe luxury. 

hen he unbended, and admitted me to the 
body of the auditorium, where I was con- 
ducted to a coign of vantage in near proximity 
oe ee of the fair sex and galaxy of 
uty. 

Thus, by dint of nude gumption, I was in 
the-bed of clover and sevent heaven, and 
more s0 when, on inquiry from a bystander, 
I understood that the performance was taken 
from Mr, Trerriss’s Adelphi Theatre, which 
[ had heard was conspicuous for excellence 
in fierce ccmbats, blood-curdling duels, and 
scenes in court. And I narrated to him how 
[I too, when a callow and unfledged hobbardy- 
hoy, had engaged in theatrical entertain- 
ments, and played such parts in native 
dramas as heroic giant-killers and tiger 
slayers, in which I was an ‘‘au fait” and 
‘* facile princeps,”’ also in select scenes from 
SHAKSPEARE’S play of Macbeth in English 
and being correctly attired as a 

But presently I discovered that the play 
was quite another sort of Adelphi, being a 
jocose comedy by a notorious ancient author of the name of 
TERENCF, and written entirely in Latin, which a contiguous 
damsel expressed a fear lest she should find it incomprehensible 
and obscure. I hastencd to reassure her by explainin that, having 
been turned out as a certificated B.A. by Indian College, I had 
acquired perfect familiarity ard nodding acquaintance with the 
early Roman and Latin tongues, and offering my services as in- 
terpreter of *‘ quicquid agunt homines,” and the entire ‘‘ farrago 
libelli,” which rendered her red as a turkeycock with delight and 
gratitude. When the performance commenced with a scenic repre- 
sentation of the Roman Acropolis, and a venerable elderly man 
solilcquising lengthily to himself, and then carrying on a protracted 
logomachy with another greybeard—although I understood sundry 
colloquial idioms and phrases such as ‘‘uzorem duzit,’’ ‘‘carum 
mthi,” *‘ quid agis?” *‘cur amat?’‘ and the like, all of which I 
assiduously translated vird voce—I could not succeed in learning the 
reacon why they were aang such a enip-snap, until the interval, 
when the lady informed me herself that it was because one of them 
had carried off a nautch-girl belonging to the other's son—which 
caused me to marvel greatly at her erudition, 

I looked that, in the next portion of the performance, I might 
behold the nautch-girl, and witness her forcible rescue—or at least 
some saltatory exhibition; but, alack! she remained sotto voce and 
hermetically sealed ; and though other characters, in addition to the 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 





Scotch, EE x 
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elderly gentlemen, appeared, they were all exclusively masculine in 
‘gender, and there was ee done but to converse by twos and 
| Sarees, When the third on opened with a long-desiderated 
| peep of petticoats, I told my neigh confidently that now at last 
we were to see dancing girl and the abduction; but she 
that it was not so, for these females were merely the mother of the 
wife of another of the youths and her attendant ayah. And even 
this precious pair, after weeping and wringing their hands fora 
while, vanished, not to appear again. 
_ Now as the entertainment proceeded, I fell into the dumps with 
increasing a ent and mortification to see everyone around me, 
ay, even the women and the tenderest juveniles! clap the hands and 
laugh in their sleeves with merriment at — and gleeks in which 
—in spite of all my classical proficiency—I could not discover le mot 
pour rire or crack so much as the cream of a jest, but must sit there 
| melancholy as a gib cat or smile at the wrong end of the mouth. 

For, indeed, i beran to fear that I had been fobbed off with the 
inted aeasinrts that I should fail so 
what was plain as a turnpike-staff to the 
and suckling | 

However, on observing more closely, I die- 
covered that most of the grown-up adults 
present had books containing the translation 
of all the witticisms, which they secretly 
perused, and that the f were also 


smattered education of a 
dolorously to comprehend 
'veriest British ba 


e feminali 
provided with pink leaflets on which the dark 
outline of the plot was perspicuously in- 
scribed. Moreover, on cas my eyes up to 
the gallery, I perceived that there were over- 
seers there armed with long canes, and that 
the small youths did not indulge in plauda- 
ot and hilarity except when threatened by 


ese, 

And thereupon I took heart, seeing that 
the proceedings were clearly veiled in an 
obsolete and cryptic language, and it was 
simply matter of rite and custom to applaud 
at fixed intervals, so I did at Rome as the 
Romans did, and was laughter holding both 
his sides as often as I beheld the canes in a 
state of agitation. ; 

I am not unaware that it is to bring a coal 
from Newcastle to pronounce any critical 
opinion upon the ludibrious qualities of so 
antiquated a comedy as this, but, while I am 
wishful to make every allowance for its 
having composed in a period of pre- 
historic meaner. I would still hazard the 
criticism that it does not excite the simpering 
guffaw with the frequency of such modern 
standard works as, ezrempli gratia, Miss 
Brown, or The Aunt of Chariey to either 
of which I would award the palm for pure 
whimsicality and gawkiness, __ 

Candour com me to admit, however, 
that the conclusion of the Adelphi, in which 
- a certain magician summoned a black-robed, 
steeple-hatted demon from the nether world, 
who, after commanding a minion to give a 
pickle- back to sundry grotesque personages, 
did castigate their ulterior portions severely 
with a large switch, was a striking ameliora- 
‘tion and betterment upon the p ing scenes, and evinced that 
|TERENCE possessed no deficiency of up-to-date facetiousness and 

genuine humour; though I could not but reflect—** O, si sic 
omnia /”? and lament that he should have hidden his tis comica 
for so long under the stifling disguise of a serviette. : 

I am a beggar at describing the hurly-burly and most admired 

disorder amidst which I performed the descent of the staircase in a 
savage iration, my elbows and heels unmercifully jostled by a 
dense, aatate horde, and going with nose in pocket, from trepida- 
tion due to national cowardice, while the seething mob clamoured 
and contended for overcoats and hats around very exiguous aper- 
ture, through which bewildered custodians handed out bandles of 
sticks and umbrellas, in vain hope to onpeene such impatience, Nor 
did I succeed to the recovery of my hat and paraphernalia until 
after twenty-four and a half minutes (Greenwich time), and with 
the labours of Hercules for the golden fleece! 

For which I was minded at first to address a sharp remonstrance 
and claim for indemnity to some pundit in authority ; but perceiv- 
ing that by such fishing in troubled waters I was the gainer of a 
wollen headed umbrella, fresh as a rose, I decided to accept the 
olive branch and bury the bone of contention. 
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HIGH LOVE BELOW STAIRS. 


The Venus of the Servants’ Hall. ‘‘ Mg GRITING FOND OF RICHARD ? 
I sHovLD THINK I wAs! Wuy, BE’S ONLY GOT TO LOOK AT ME, 
AXD I TREMBLE ALL OVER LIKE AN ASPEN JELLY!” 


THE PEERS IN THE BACKGROUND. 
(A Dramatic Fragment, improbable and all but impossible.) 


ScenE—Siudio of Illustrious Painter. The easel ts occupied by a 
sketch of a classical subject—an idea from the Greek, 


Illustrious Painter (consulting watch). Dear me! The time for 
the first arrival. Nota bad notion of mine to paint the portraits of 
my colleagues for one of the corridors. It may take some time, but 
when the work is done—well—it will, at any rate, not shrink from 
comparison with the Diploma Gallery. (Anock.) Comein. (Enter 
First Peer.) Ah, my dear Viscount, glad to see you. 

First Peer (returning salutation heartily). Thank you, so much. 
And now, as I have a great deal to do in Pall Mall, Iam afraid I 
shall not be able to give you much time for a sitting. 

Ilius. Paint, I don’t een oe to sit at all. I propose roughing 
: the peerenns to-day. What would you like for yours? Battle, 

suppose 

First Peer. You are most kind. But if I might suggest, that is 
scarcely my spécialité, Of course, I have seen a fair amount of 
service, and all that sort of thing will be represented by my medals, 
But my real line is literature. I would propose that I should be 
taken in my library, putting the finishing touches to the proofs of the 
Soldier’s Pocket Book. And now, my dear Lord, I must be off, as I 
have to see to all our little affairs—existent and pending—in Africa 
and America. But first of all I have to overhaul the working of the 
Islington Military Tournament. [ Exit. 

Illus, Paint, (making an entry in his Note-book), As a bookman! 
well, he is the author of his own fortanes. (Enter Second Peer.) 
Bon jour, my dear Chancellor, I do not think we ought to have 
much trouble about your background. If you are painted in front 
of the robing-room—— 

Second Peer (promptly). I shall be disgusted. I am prouder of 
my swordsmanship than anything else. So make me lunging (not 
lune )—ha! ha! excuse the platsanterie—in a School of Arms, 
and I shall be more than satisfied. 
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to say that we 


J} Third Peer. We have come, my ‘dear coll 
ery! Splendid 


. Be Soeee Deneve oh RMD Ie Se eee P. 
notion 

Illus, Paint. What are to be the backgrounds? 

Fourth Peer. Well, we have consulted together, and have 
thought of a novelty. As we attend the sittings, on the av 
about once in five years, we fancied that perhaps if you plaved 
us in the House i it would be original an stzikine. 

Iilus, Paint, (after consideration), Yes. And then some of you 
might be in robes; presumably, you know, having put in an 
appearance on some State occasion. 

ifth Peer. First rate! Whata clever fellow you are! 

Itius. Paint. (showing them out), Thank you very much. And 
now I think I msy—— (Enter Twenty-first Peer) Ah, my dear 
friend ! Delighted to see you, as your creation chimes in with the 
date of my own. Not many years’ difference between them. Your 
background, I suppose. should be the See ee 

Twenty-first Peer (interrupting). Not at all! t kind of thing 
would be distinctly misleading. Of course I don't like to dictate, but 
as you have been so kind as to ask for a suggestion, I would propose 
that you should — me looking at one of my ancestors assisting to 
win the Battle of Hastings. You must know that, without bothering 
at the Heralds’ College, I have every reason to believe that one Sir 
SMYTHE DE Browne DE RoBYNSONNE was—— ; 

Iliust. Paint. Quite so! I will turn it over in my mind. 

Twenty-first Peer. And (if I might venture upon a hint), if you 
could make Sir SmyTHE DE BRownE DE Robywsowrre a bit like me, I 
should be more than delighted. You know a family likeness may be 
traced for generations, and dear old Sir SmyTHE DE BROWNE DE 
RoBYNsONNE was—— 

Illust. Paint. Yes, yes, I know all about that. 

_ Twenty-first Peer. [am more than grateful. Not that I care about 
it myself, but my wife—— You know ladies are different from men. 

Illust. Paint. (drily). No doubt. (Courteously shows ave 
Peer the door.) And now to get upon safer ground than the Battle 
of Hastings and those who took part in it. ; 

[Scene closes in upon the Illustrious Painter returning to his 
sketch of a classical subject— an idea from the Greek. 


ROSEBERY’S RESERVE. 
(See his lats two Letters.) 


To he dear friends, I am much beholden, 
(Why can’t you let me alone, though ?) 

Speech is silver if silence is golden. 

he latter must be my own, though.) 

I’m bursting, but I must not speak | 
(Except to say that I must not.) 

The Suttan’s wicked, the Powers are weak |! 

you want me to say so? TI trust not.) 

I’m haunted by the Armenian news, 
I have no trust in Sotty. 

(To SAY so, in ree, I must refuse, 
I am quite abore such folly. ) 

That insulting Sutrtan makes England his mock; 
He was always given to that form! 

(But I greatly fear I should greatly shock 
If I told you so—from a platform !) 

I, of course, can write what I cannot say, 
(And you steer the letter,) 

But J must be silent! (You'll find some way 
To voice your Mute, which were better !) 

I rage, I burn, and the wrath I feel 
My letters no doubt discover ! 

ZI mustn’t speak to the Man at the Wheel ! 
(But I hope you’U—chuck him over ! ) 


MARVELLOUS AXD SuppEN CurE!—Mr, CH-MB-RI-N was unwell. 
He took a dose of ** Rhodesia.” Salutary effect instantaneous! It 
is not improbable, however, that this treatment will have to be 


continued, 


Op Frrenps.—It is said that in event of war between England 
and Venezuela, 100,000 Brazilians will join the latter country. Of 
course, for have not Brazil nuts always been associated with Caracas ? 


Avutnok! AvutrHor!—Mr. Hatt Carne has brought back a draft 
Act on Canadian Copyright. An open cheque on Canadian publishers 
would have been more acceptable to British authors, 


A LonG-VEXED QUESTION SETTLED.—In view of Lord SarispuRy’s 
appointment as Lor en, Walmer will of course become de 


| Exit, as batch of Peers—numbers up to 20—enter. | facto Premier Port. The other towns may now sink their differences. 





January 1], 1896.] 


HIGH LOVE BELOW STAIRS. 


The Venus of the Servants’ Hall. ‘‘ Mz GRTTING FOND OF RICHARD? 
I sHovLD THINK I was! Way, HE’S ONLY GOT TO LOOK AT ME, 
AND I TREMBLE ALL OVER LIKE AN ASPEN JELLY!” 


THE PEERS IN THE BACKGROUND. 
(4A Dramatic Fragment, improbable and all but impossible.) 


ScenE—Siudio of Illustrious Painter. The easel is occupied by a 
sketch of a classical subject—an idea from the Greek, 


Illustrious Painter (consulting watch). Dear me! The time for 
the first arrival. Nota bad notion of mine to paint the portraits of 
my colleagues for one of the corridors. It may take some time, but 
when the work is done—well—it will, at any rate, not shrink from 
comparison with the Diploma Gallery. (KAnock.) Comein. (Enter 
First Peer.) Ah, my dear Viscount, glad to see you. 

First Peer (returning salutation heartily). Thank you, so much. 
And now, as I have a great deal to do in Pall Mall, I am afraid I 
shall not be able to give you much time for a sitting. 

Illus. Paint. I don’t want you to sit at all. I propose roughing 
7 the background to-day. hat would you like for yours? Battle, 

suppose 

rst Peer. You are most kind. But if I might suggest, that is 
scarcely my spéciahité, Of course, I have seen a fair amount of 
service, and all that sort of thing will be represented by my medals, 
But my real line is literature. I would propose that I should be 
taken in my library, putting the finishing touches to the proofs of the 
Soldier’s Pocket Book. And now, my dear Lord, I must be off, as I 
have to see to all our little affairs—existent and pending—in Africa 
and America. But first of all I have to overhaul the working of the 
Islington Military Tournament. [ Exit. 

Illus. Paint, (making an entry in his Note-book), As a bookman! 
well, he is the author of his own fortanes. (Enter Second Peer.) 
Bon jour, my dear Chancellor. I do not think we ought to have 
much trouble about your background. If you are painted in front 
of the robing-room—— 

Second Peer (promptly). I shall be disgusted. I am prouder of 
my swordsmanship than anything else. So make me lunging (not 
lunching)—ha! ha! excuse the plaisanterie—in a School of Arms, 
and I shall be more than satisfied, 

[ Exit, as batch of Peers—numbers up to 20—enter. 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARL. 





a1 | 


) Third Peer. We have come, my ‘dear colleague, to say that we 
shall be most pleased to help in the work. Peers’ Gallery! Splendid 
no 

Illus, Paint, What are to be the backgrounds? 

rth Peer. Well, we have consulted together, and have 
thought of a novelty. As we attend the sittings, on the av 
about once in five years, we fancied that perhaps if you placed 
us in the House i it would be original and s ; 
Iilus, Paint, (after consideration). Yes. And then some of you 
might be in robes; presumably, you know, having put in an 
appearance on some State occasion. 

tfth Peer. First rate! Whata clever fellow you are! 

Itius, Paint. (showing them out), Thank you very much. And 
now I think I msay—— 1 (£nter Twenty-first Peer) Ah, my dear 
friend! Delighted to see you, as your creation chimes in with the 
date of my own. Not many years’ difference between them. Your 
background, I suppose. should be the nT ; 

Twenty-first Peer (interrupting). Not at all! at kind of thing 
would be distinctly misleading. Of course I don’t like to dictate, but 
as you have been so kind as to ask for a suggestion, I would propose 
that you should pee me looking at one of my ancestors assisting to 
win the Battle of Hastings. You must know that, without bothering 
at the Heralds’ College, I have every reason to believe that one Sir 
SMYTHE DE BRownE DE RopyNsONNE was—— ; 

Iiust. Paint, Quite so! I will turn it over in my mind. 

Twenty-first Peer, And (if I might venture upon a ae if you 
could make Sir SmyTHE DE Browne DE Roprwnsorne a bit like me, I 
should be more than delighted. You know a family likeness may be 
traced for generations, and dear old Sir SayrHE DE BROWNE DE 
RoBYNsONNE was—— 

Itiust. Paint. Yes, yes, I know all about that. 

_ Twenty-first Peer. Iam more than grateful. Not that I care about 
it myself, but my wife—— You know ladies are different from men. 

Iliust. Paint. (drily), No doubt. (Courteously shows bls Seren 
Peer the door.) And now to get upon safer ground than the Battle 
of Hastings and those who took part in it. . 

[Scene closes in upon the Illustrious Painter returning to his 
sketch of a classical subject— an idea from the Greek. 





ROSEBERY’S RESERVE. 
(See his lats two Letters.) 


To you, dear friends, I am much beholden, 
(Why can’t you let me alone, though ?) 

Speech is silver if silence is golden. 

he latter must be my own, though.) 

I’m bursting, but I must not speak ! 
(Except to say that I must not.) 

The Suttan ’s wicked, the Powers are weak | 
(Do you want me to say so? TI trust not.) 

I’m haunted by the Armenian news, 
I have no trust in Sotty. 

(To SA¥ so, in pene. I must refuse, 
I am qutte abore such folly. ) 

That insulting SutTan makes England his mock; 
He was always given to that form ! 

(But I greatly fear I should greatly shock 
If I told you so—from a platform !) 

I, of course, can write what I cannot say, 
(And you can publish the letter,) 

But Z must be silent! (You'll find some way 
To voice your Mute, which were better !) 

I rage, .I burn, and the wrath I feel 
My letters no doubt discover ! 

ZI mustn’t speak to the Man at the Wheel! 
(But I hope you’l—chuck him over !) 


MARVELLOUS AXD SuppEN CurE!—Mr. CH-MB-RI-N was unwell. 
He took a dose of *‘ Rhodesia.’”’ Salutary effect instantaneous! It 
is me caren however, that this treatment will have to be 
continued. 


Otp Frrenps.—It is said that in event of war between England 
and Venezuela, 100,000 Brazilians will join the latter country. Of 
course, for have not Brazil nuts always been associated with Caracas ? 


AvutHor! AvutHor!—Mr. Hatt Carne has brought back a draft 
Act on Canadian Copyright. An open cheque on Canadian publishers 
would have been more acceptable to British authors, 


A LONG-VEXED QUESTION SETTLED.—In view of Lord SaLisspuRyY’s 
appointment as Lord Warden, Walmer will of course become de 
acto Premier Port. The other towns may now sink their differences. 





JanvaRy 1], 1896.] 


HIGH LOVE BELOW STAIRS. 


The Venus of the Servants’ Hall, ‘‘ Mm GRITING FOND OF RICHARD ? 


I sHOoULD THINK I wAs/ WHY, HE’S ONLY GOT TO LOOK AT ME, 
AXD I TREMBLE ALL OVER LIKE AN ASPEN JELLY!” 


THE PEERS IN THE BACKGROUND. 
(A Dramatic Fragment, improbable and all but impossible.) 


ScenE— Studio of Illustrious Painter. The easel ts occupied by a 
sketch of a classical subject—an idea from the Greek, 


_. Illustrious Painter (consulting watch). Dear me! The time for 
the first arrival. Nota bad notion of mine to paint the portraits of 
my colleagues for one of the corridors. It may take some time, but 
when the work is done—well—it will, at any rate, not shrink from 
comparison with the Diploma Gallery. (Anock.) Comein. (Enter 
First Peer.) Ah, my dear Viscount, glad to see you. 

First Peer (returning salutation heartily). Thank you, so much, 
And now, as I have a great deal to do in Pall Mall, I am afraid I 
shall not be able to give you much time for a sitting. 

_ Illus. Paint, I don’t want you to sit at all. I propose roughing 
_ the peek eronuid to-day. What would you like for yours? Battle, 
suppose 

First Peer. You are most kind. But if I might suggest, that is 
scarcely my pene Of course, I have seen a fair amount of 
service, and all that cort of thing will be represented by my medals, 
But my real line is literature. I would propose that I should be 
taken in my library, putting the finishing touches to the proofs of the 
Soldier’s Pocket Book. And now, my dear Lord, I must be off, as I 
have to see to all our little affairs—existent and pending—in Africa 
and America. But first of all I have to overhaul the working of the 
Islington Military Tournament. [ Exit. 

Illus. Paint. (making an entry tn his Note-book). As a bookman | 
well, he is the author of his own fortunes. (Enter Second Peer.) 
Bon jour, my dear Chancellor. I do not think we ought to have 
much trouble about your background. If you are painted in front 
of the robing-room 

Second Peer (promptly). I shall be disgusted. I am prouder of 
my swordsmanship than anything else. So make me lunging (not 
lunching)—ha! ha! excuse the platsanterte—in a School of Arms, 
and I shall be more than satisfied. 

[Ezit, as batch of Peers—numbers up to 20—enter. 
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} Third Peer. We have come, my ‘dear colleague, to say that we 
aes Pe ROT EONS Re SeeE 2s, EE. Peers” ery! Splendid 
notion 

Illus, Paint. What are to be the backgrounds? 

Fourth Peer. Well, we have consulted together, and have 
thought of a novelty. As we attend the sittings, on the average 
about once in five years, we fancied that perhaps if you placed 
us in the House itself it would be original an . 

Illus. Paint, (after consideration). Yes. And then some of you 
might be in robes; presumably, you know, having put in an 
appearance on some State occasion. 

ifth Peer. First rate! Whata clever fellow you are! 

Ilius. Paint. (showing them out), Thank you very much. And 
now I think I ma (Enter Twenty-first Peer) Ah, my dear 
friend! Delighted to see you, as your creation chimes in with the 
date of my own. Not many years’ difference between them. Your 
background, I suppose. should be the pe has 3 

Twenty-first Peer (interrupting). Not at all! at kind of thing 
would be distinctly misleading. Of course I don’t like to dictate, but 
as you have been so kind as to ask for a suggestion, I would propose 
that you should paint me looking at one of my ancestors assisting to 
win the Battle of Hastings. You must know that, without bothering 
at the Heralds’ College, I have every reason to believe that one Sir 
SMYTHE DE BRowNE DE RoBYNSONNE was—— 

Iilust. Paint. Quite so! I will turn it over in my mind. 

i ee, igo Peer, And (if I might venture upon a hint), if you 
could make Sir SmyTHE DE BRowNE DE Rosynsorxve a bit like me, I 
should be more than delighted. You know a family likeness may be 
traced for generations, and dear old Sir SmyTHE DE BROWNE DE 
RoBYNSONNE was—— 

Illust. Paint. Yes, yes, I know all about that. 

_ Twenty-first Peer. Iam more than grateful. Not that I care about 
it myself, but my wife—— You know ladies are different from men. 

Illust. Paint, (drely). No doubt. (Courteously shows anne 
Peer the door.) And now to get upon safer ground than the Battle 
of Hastings and those who took part in it. J 

[Scene closes in upon the Illustrious Painter returning to his 
sketch of a classical subject— an idea from the Greek. 





ROSEBERY’S RESERVE. 
(See his lats two Letters.) 


To hes dear friends, I am much beholden, 
(Why can’t you let me alone, though ?) 

Speech is silver if silence is golden. 
(The latter must be my own, though.) 

I’m bursting, but I must not speak ! 
(Except to say that I must not.) 

The Suttan ’s wicked, the Powers are weak ! 

you want me to say so? TI trust not.) 

I’m haunted by the Armenian news, 
I have no trust in Sotiy. 

(To SAY so, in public, I must refuse, 
I am quite abore such folly. ) 

That insulting Sutran makes England his mock; 
He was always given to that form! 

(But I greatly fear I should greatly shock 
If I told you so—from a platform !) 

I, of course, can write what I cannot say, 
(And you can publish the letter,) 

But J must be silent! (You'll find some way 
To voice your Mute, which were better /) 

I rage, I burn, and the wrath I feel 
My letters no doubt discover ! 

I mustn’t speak to the Man at the Wheel! 
(But I hope you’U—chuck him over !) 


MARVELLOUS AXD SuppEN CurE!—Mr., CH-MB-RI-N was unwell. 
He took a dose of ** Rhodesia.” Salutary effect instantaneous! It 
is ots 7 bine however, that this treatment will have to be 
continued, 


Otp Frrenps.—It is said that in event of war between England 
and Venezuela, 100,000 Brazilians will join the latter country. Of 
course, for have not Brazil nuts always been associated with Caracas ? 


Avutnok! AvrHor!—Mr. Hatt Carve has brought back a draft 
Act on Canadian Copyright. An open re ep on Canadian publishers 
would have been more acceptable to British authors. 


A LonG-VEXED QUESTION SETTLED.—In view of Lord SarisBuRY’s 
appointment as Lord Warden, Walmer will of course become de 
facto Premier Port. The other towns may now sink their differences. 
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‘MRS. STIRLING.” 
(Tue tate Lapy GreGory.) 


ee - Paver gone! 
eeriess, eg Woffin ’ 
Matchless Martha, ect x urse 
eaker witty, quaint, and terse 
h Comedy and humorous grace 
Spoke in that most speaking face. 
o forgets those sparkling 


graces 
Oft di-played in Masks and 
_ Faces ? 
Age-unwithered, and still dear, 


Passing with the paseing year, oS 


She has left the Comic Stage TMi. | 
Duller both for youth and age. NM jaan | 


PACE FROM EUROPA’S DIARY. 


Sunday.—Calm of the most 
es er Pulpit va 
jects of a p perfune 

a ae Samaediata ap- 
pesrance of the Millennium. 

Monday.—Continuation of the 
peace, e silerce of harmony 
unbroken. Monarchs of all sorts 
live in charity with all men, and, 
in their dreams, exist only in 
Arcadi 


1a. ° 

Tuesday.— Tranquility main- 
tained. Ambassadors sleep, and 9 
Parliaments adjourn for want} gyi! 
of work. Nothing stirring but 
stagnation. . 
. Wednesday.—Political barome- 
ter at ‘“‘Set Fair.” A storm| - 
anywhere impossible, The lion 
has laid down with the lamb. 
The contents bills cf the papers 
have to fall back upon tri 
headlines to sell a copy of the 
Teriodicals they represent, Public 
consequently sold as well. 

Thursday. — The world fast 
asleep. Dicky birds the only 
isturbers of the ubiquitous peace, 
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ROUNDABOUT READINGS. 


Tse Last SHOOT OF THE SEASON. 


Supmitrine to the fate of all things bright and fair, the shooting 
season vf ‘95-'96 1s drawing to an end, Jamented by all who love gocd 
spcrt and big bags. The combination is a common one in these days, 
when even keepers are Lge. pear | to unders that those who thoot 
care less for a slaughter of easy birds than for a chance of on 
their skill in pulling down tall birds from the region of clouds, It 
may safely be asserted that all the big bags of pheasants are made by 
guns placed well back from the coverts where the birds are likely to 
be high up in the air by the time they are shot at. The shooting is 
made difficult, greater skill is necessary on the of the shooter, 
and the bird shot at has a greater chance nat y of saving its life. 


TuEsE would seem to be self-evident propositions; but I gather 
from the ingenious ard accomplished ‘‘ Raprer's”’ notes in the 
January number of the Badminton Magazine, that there are still 
‘**papers of a certain class” in which one may read ‘‘ sarcastic 
comments on the making of b'g bags of pheasants. The writers 
calculate how many birds are killed ig minute, and after a little 
indulgence in statistics, wind up with a sneer at the ‘sport’—in 
inverted commas,” I have in my time read such comments, but not 
very lately. However, I must take ‘‘ Raprer's” word for it that 
there still exist journalists sufficiently abandoned to make them, 
though I do not ae even the most sarcastic of them would 
to eat a pheasant which had been beaten over a distant line of guns, 
or would prefer to it a bird shot either by a ‘‘ bone-scatterer”’ at the 
very ¢dge of the covert, or by an old-fashioned ‘‘ walker-up” within 
a few teet of the muzzle of his gun. 


A KEFPER’Ss one object is to make the biggest bag he can. If the 
arrangement of the shoot is left to him—gquod di avertant—he will 
place his guns as near as possible to the edge of the covert, so that 
ae may smash the birds while they are still flying slow and low. 
This to a true sportsman, even if he is not a shot of the class of Lord 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 


a oe Ay / 
Se a 7 
x ig 





A HOME TRUTH. 


Irate Stepfather. ‘‘I CAN’T THINK WHERE YOU LEARN SUCH MAN- 
NFRS. YOU DONT SEE ME SLIDIXG DOWN THE 
TURNING SOMERSAULTS IN THE HALL!” 





[Janoary 1], 1896. 


Friday.—Not a ripple any- 
where. Blue on view 
every land of the universe. Tri- 
umph of the dove and the olive 
Sieg crateianst Beealnae 

w everywhere! Na - 
gles the order of the day! Fire 
and the take ence in 
every civilized uncivilized 
community ! Expected immediate 
approach of Pandemonium |! 


eo Le 
~~ --ee Ss 


SS kn 
SS : 
en 
‘| 


sss 
R SS SS 
. A ee 
kh 
rs Sk 


.* 
“ 


CRY OF THE INCOME-TAX’D. 


[It ought to be a fundamental 
principle of the next Budget to reduce 
the income-tax by at least a penny.” 
fie|| | — The ** Times” on “ The Surplus.’’} 
W/| | Twat policy were ‘‘ penny-wise” 

ih _— _ but not * pound- 
He | 00 
Let’s hope that unto our loud 
cries 
Hicxs-Bracu will not prove 
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My cry a the Pre- 
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ped || ‘* Please give me a yi" 
wii! | May his e@ not (like Simple 


Simon's), 
‘**T have not got any!” 





Pax.—There is now prospect of 
peace and qaiet in one plac;, at 
sll events, and that is immedi- 
ately at Osborne and at the Court 
generally. for Dean Farear has 
** replaced the Rev. RowE JoLLEY 
ax Deputy Clerk of the Cioset in 
Waiting.” So in that locality 
there is temporarily no more to 
ba heard of a Jolley Rowe. 


QvoTaTion ADAPTED BY MR. 
Cu-mB-RL-N.—"‘ ‘ Bores’ et ‘Pre- 
toria’ nihil!” 


BALTSTERS AXD 





pE Grey or Lerd WatsixenamM, is detestable. He would rather 
shoot at, even if he misses, one high bird flying blow 
ten easy ones to pieces. Therefore in a p y managed shoot the 
guns are placed well away, although often the keeper looks gloomy, 
and confides to his intimates that he doesn't see the use of having 
taken ‘a peck o’ trouble if they birds aint to be shot where, as you 
may say, a gun can shoot ’em.” 


Bur putting all that aside, what a glorious season this has been in 
nearly every part of the country. From all sides you hear the same 
story of fine, strong, hearty birds, and — them. I do not 
claim for pheasant-shooting the virtues of an athletic exer t 


it does require in the highest degree coolness, resource, precision and 
ait acuiead< qualities that are not without their value in other and 


more important pursuits. Nor is his endurance to be despised who 
stands and waits in a cool and nipping or in storm of rain such 
as the variations of our climate often send down upon our h 
Then it is, if you wear a mere cloth cap, thet you envy the shooter 
whore hat has a brim to guard his neck; for first with a 
trickle, and then with a steady, relentless flow, the frosty water makes 
its way from the back of your head, down between your neck and 
our collar, and down, ever down along the channel of your spine. 
Ugh ! the mere remembrance is enough to give you the influenza, 


AnD now the time of the last shoot has come or is coming. Once 
more, and for the last time, the array of beaters is summoned. 
There they all are, those stolid, autochthonous British labourers, 
differing not so much in expression as in the signs of age; imper- 
turbable, slow, and as impervious to thorn-bushes as they are to the 
voice of the keeper when he bids them keep the line, or come up 
faster on the one side or the other. But watch these same beaters 
when a rabbit appears in their midst, especially after lunch has 
made their mood merry, and you will see a wonderful change. 
otherwise does a maiden, shy with the reserve of her first seaso 
enter a ball-room. Heedlessly her eyes travel round the till, 
on a sudden, lo they light upon young ALexrnon, the pride of Her 





Jaxvary 11, 1896.] 
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Friend, ‘‘Hut10,"0OLp Caarp! WHAT ON”EARTH——” 


Brute of a Husband (who has been to see ‘'.Trilby”). ‘‘’SH1” (Sotto voce.) 
vue Missis—HYPNOTICALLY—THAT IT’S TIME FOR HER TO GO TO BED, AND FOR ME TO GO TO THE Fancy Dress Bat! 


SHE ’s Just ‘orr’!” 
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‘Ir ’s ALL RIGHT. I’M JUST TRYING TO ‘SUGGEST’ TO 
‘Sa |—— 
(Chuckles, 








Moejesty‘s Horse Guards Blue; young ArceRNon, than whom none 
ties with more skill the butterfly tie, none with more splendour 
wears the pointed pump, none drops his final g with a more careless 
certainty. She, looking upon him and seeing him advancing, feels 
the happy blush mantle her virgin cheeks, her eyes sparkle, her 
being becomes animated, and with ready favour she grants him the 
desired pleasure of a dance. So a beater having perceived a soft- 
furred ae in the underwood, his eyes flash fire, impetuously he 
moves his 
burst from his lips, his stick flies hurtling through the air, and 
the whole line rends the skies with joyous shouting. But afar off, 
an ed, the timorous rabbit seeks refuge, threading with 
swift feet the tracts that lie behind the beaters. 


Att hens, of course, are to be spared during the last shoot. And 


it is a to notice that the hen, ignorant of the edict that 
saves her life, with just as great a fluster as if she was to be 


shot at. Ard towards evening as the shadows fall, and distinction 
becomes difficult, the poor hen does often get shot and pays the 
ear egy of her rashness. But hark! what shout is that? ‘* Wood- 
cock forward, woodcock to the right, woodcock to the left. Mark, 
mark,” Every voice in the covert and out of it seems to take up the 
ery. Are there a hundred woodcocks in the air. An electric shock 
seems fo go through every shooter. Bang, bang, there he is; bang, 
bang, mark to the left; bang, bang, forwards, backwards, sidewa 8, 
ev ere guns are going off,while the woodeock zig-zags through the 
trees and out into the —_ till he falls a victim to the youngest of the 
party, whose hat henceforth wears the trophy of the bird’s feathers, 


AnD so good-bye to the great season and to all its memories of 
spert and good fellowship and happy days. The 1st of February 
will gee its departure, but I bid it farewell to-day. 


CompaArton TO ‘“‘THe tate Mr, Castetto.”—The Early M. 
CroATEeav. 





heavy legs now hither now thither, loud exclamations | ¢ 


TERPSICHORE TO DATE. 
(The ‘' Sitting Waltz” is stated to be the latest American novelty.) 

THE Julse a Siége is an interesting development, which has been 

recently iaarcduasl for the benefit of engaged couples, flirts, 
hussars, gentlemen with wooden legs, sufferers from ‘* housemaid's 
knee,” and other persons who are averse to dancing exercise. 
No floor to speak of is required, as it is only used in extreme cases 
or sitting on, when the stairs, window-sills, fauteuils @ deur, and 
banisters are all occupied. Even then it is considered somewhat 
vulgar, and suggestive of hunt-the-slipper. It is better, if every 
available seat is taken, to stand the waltz out. 

Very little preliminary training is necessarv. though possibly a 
visit to Hampstead Heath on a fiae Bank Holiday might supply a 
few useful hints on deportment. 

The movements are quite simple. The partners engage them- 
selves in the ordi way. The gentleman then conducts the lady 
to a suitable seat. This, of course, should accommodate two, and 
two only, and need not be aggressively public. In fact, if the ball- 
room is all conservatory, so much the better. He next passes his 
right arm round his partner’s waist. and clasps her right hand with 
his left. Her left hand rests fondly on his shoulder, and they are 
now ready to keep time with the music. ; : 

At the first beat the lady puts out her left foot with a dainty and 
coquettish but almost ae glissade, and the gentleman ever 
so tlightly touches it with his own. 

cond beat. The lady turns her head towards her partner, the 
gentleman simultaneously gazes yearningly into her left eye. 

Third beat. Balancez, and set to corners. The couple thus 
chassent in the same direction without leaving their seat, swaying 
gently backwards and f sin t quarter time. a 

The decorations should consist largely of mistletoe and kissing 
comfits (whatever they may be). 

And. lastly, the new waltz is as old as the hills, and was danced 
before ball-rooms or Terpsichore were heard of, 
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‘MRS. STIRLING.” 
(Tae Late Lapy GReGory.) 


bat nea lat ve Parivar gone! 
eer 0 arom 
Matchless Marthe. s ect Nurse 
er witty, quaint, and terse 

igh Comedy and humorous grace 


Spoke in that most speaking face. 
Who forgets those sparkling 


Oft di-played in Masks and 
_ Faces 

Pee and still dear, 
ng wi e passing year, 

She has left the Comic en 

Duller both for youth and age. mt (\ 

—— ha er \ 
ON 


PACE FROM EUROPA’S DIARY. 


Sunday.—Calm of the most 
— ie Palpit an 
jects of a purely perfunctory 
nature, Ex ated teamiadiate ap- 
pearance of the Millennium. 

Monday.—Continuation of the 
peace, e silerce of harmony 
unbroken. Monarchs of all sorts 


Eee 


"A = : ~ = P 
‘ Wt 
A Hf / MJ . 

. = a Hay j (iy NYS : i r ee A 
— cs oe 
—— SU uae = oan 

ali - , 
2 . SS * Al; I ‘ 
= { ) +26 3h 
He ; e 
—— | 


a P) ih : 
3 =); 
¥ i 
a4 Ay pipes i a5 . 
y 


Pt4 
ae 


/ 
= 
2 * 
—————— 
—— 


<\ - 












live in charity with all men, and, Zeit 
in their dreams, exist only in| “4 
Arcadia. | A 

Tuesday. — Tranquility main- Gi 





RSS 


tained. Ambassadors sleep, and 
Parliaments adjourn for want 
of work, Nothing stirring but 
stagnation. 
. Wednesday.—Political barome- 
ter at ‘“‘Set Fair.” A storm 
anywhere impossible, ‘The lion 
has lJaid down with the lamb. 
The contents bills cf the papers 
have to fall upon tricky 
headlines to sell a copy of the 
reriodicals they represent, Public 
consequently as well, 
Thursday. — The world fast 
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A HOME 


asleep. Dicky birds the only|NFRs. You bON’T SEE ME SLIDING DOWN THE 
disturbers of the ubiquitous peace, | TURNING SOMERSAULTS IN THE HALL!” 


ROUNDABOUT READINGS. 


Tae Last SHOOT OF THE SEASON. 


Supmittixe to the fate of all ee bright and fair, the shooting 
season vf ‘95-'96 1s drawing to an end, Jamented by all who love gocd 
spert and big bags. The combination is a common one in these days, 
when even keepers are begi to understand that those who thoot 
care less for a slaughter of easy birds than for a chance of exercisin 
their skill in pulling down tall birds from the region of clouds. It 
may safely be asserted that all the big bags of pheasants are made by 
guns placed well back from the coverts where the birds are likely to 
be high up in the air by the time they are shot at. The shooting is 
e difficult, greater skill is necessary on the of the shooter, 
and the bird shot at has a greater chance nat y of saving its life. 


TaxsE would seem to be self-evident propositions; but I gather 
from the ingenious ard accomplished ‘‘ Rapier's’”’ notes in the 
January number of the Badminton Magazine, that there are still 
‘**papers of a certain class” in which one may read ‘sarcastic 
comments on the making of b'g bags of pheasants. The writers 
calculate how many birds are kilkd per minute, and after a little 
indulgence in statistics, wind up with a sneer at the ‘sport’—in 
inverted commas,” I have in my time read such comments, but not 
very lately. However, I must take ‘‘ Raprer's” word for it that 
there still exist journalists sufficiently abandoned to make them, 
though I do not a even the most sarcastic of them would refuse 
to eat a pheasant which had been beaten over a distant line of guns, 
or would prefer to it a bird shot oe 
very ¢«dge of the covert, or by an old-fashioned ‘‘ walker-up” within 
a few teet of the muzzle of his gun. 


A KEFPER’s one object is to make the biggest bag he can. If the 
arrangement of the shoot is left to him—quod di arertant—he wi 
place his guns as near as possible to the edge of the covert, so that 
they may smash the birds while they are still flying slow and low. 
This to a true sportsman, even if he is not a shot of the class of Lord 
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Irate Stepfather, ‘‘I cAN’T THINK WHERE YOU LEARN SUCH MAN- 


** bone-scatterer” at the | diff 





[Janoary 1], 1896. | 


Friday.—Not a ripple any- 
where. Blue sky on view it 
every land of the universe. Tri- 
niet of the dove and the olive 
branch. ' | 

Saturday.—Sudden outbreak! 
Row everywhere! National strug- 
gles the order of the day! Fire 
and the sword take 
every civilized 
community! Ex ; 
approach of Pandemonium ! 
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Te | a ee Ah | CRY OF THE INCOME-TAX’D. 
if | | im, me i [It ought to be a fundamental 

y principle of the next Budget to reduce 
the income-tax by at least a penny.” 
|| | — The ** Times” on “ The Surplus.” — 
be | Tat policy were ‘* penny-wise” 

i Indeed, but not ‘* pound- 


Halt foo. 
Let’s hope that unto our loud 
cries 
Hicks-Bracn will not prove 
areata m 
fan! | My ory = he is (like the Pre- 
reat | 8 


man 
Hem || ‘* Please give me a penny!” 
viey| | May his , not (like Simple 


mon’ s), 
‘**T have not got any!”’ 


es 


Pax.—There is now prospect of 
peace and qaiet in one plac», at 
sll events, and that is immedi- 
ately at Osborne and at the Court 
generally, for Dean Farear has 
‘* replaced the Rev. Rowk JoLLEY 
ar Deputy Clerk of the Cioset in 
Waiting.” So in that lccality 
there is temporarily no more to 
ba heard of a Jolley Rowe. 
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PELE, ™ 


TRUTH. 


QuvoTaTION ADAPTED BY MR. 
Cu-mMB-RL-N.—‘ ‘Bores’ et ‘Pre- 
toria’ nihil /”? 


BALTSTERS AXD 





pg Grey or Lerd WatstxeqamM, is detestable. He would rather 
shoot at, even if he misses, one high bird bes 2 than 

ten easy ones to pieces. erefore in a p y managed shoot the 
guns are placed well away, although often the kee 

and confides to his intimates that he doesn’t see the use of having 
taken ‘a peck o’ trouble if they birds aint to be shot where, as you 
may say, a gun can shoot ’em.” 


Bur putting all that aside, what a glorious season this has been in 
nearly every part of the country. From all sides you hear the same 
story of fine, strong, hearty birds, and plenty of them. I do not 
claim for pheasant-shooting the virtues of an athletic exercise, but 
it does require in the highest degree coolness, resource, precision an 
self-contrul—qualities that are not without their value in other and 
more important pursuits. Nor is his endurance to be despised who 
stands and waits in a cool and nipping or in storm of rain such 
as the variations of our climate often send down upon our heads, 
Then it is, if you wear a mere cloth cap, that you envy the shooter 
whose hat has a brim to guard his neck; for first with a 
trickle, and then with a steady, relentless flow, the frosty water makes 
its way from the back of your head, down between your neck and 

our collar, and down, ever down along the channel of your spine. 
Ugh ! the mere remembrance is enough to give you the influenza. 


AnD now the time of the last shoot has come or is coming. Once 
more, and for the last time, the array of beaters is summoned. 
There they all are, those stolid, autochthonous British labourers, 
ering not so much in expression as in the signs of age; imper- 
turbable, slow, and as impervious to thorn-bushes as they are to the 
voice of the keeper when he bids them keep the line, or come up 
faster on the one side or the other. But watch these same beaters 
when a rabbit appears in their midst, especially after lunch has 


will | made their mood merry, and you will see a wonderful change. Not 
season, 


otherwise does a —— shy with the reserve of her first seasc 
enter a ball-room. MHeedlessly her eyes travel round the till, 
on a sudden, lo they light upon young ALGxRNON, the pride of Her 





January 11, 1896.] 
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Friend, ‘‘Hut10,"0Lp Caap! WHAT ON“EABTH——” 


: Brute of a Husband (who has been to see ‘‘.Trilby”). ‘‘’SH1” (Sotto voce.) 
°7HE Missis—HYPNOTICALLY—THAT IT’S TIME FOR HER TO GO TO BED, AND FOR ME TO GO TO THE Fanoy Dress Bat! 


> SHE’s Just ‘orr’!” 
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‘‘Ir’s ALL RIGHT. I’M JUST TRYING TO — TO 
’ H = 
(Chuckles, 








Mojesty’s Horse Guards Blue; young AtcrRNon, than whom none 
ties with more skill the butterfly tie, none with more splendour 
wears ths pointed pump, none drops his final g with a more careless 
certainty. She, —— upon him and seeing him advancing, feels 
the happy blush mantle her virgin cheeks, her eyes sparkle, her 
being mes animated, and with ready favour she grants him the 
desired pleasure of a dance. So a beater having perceived a soft- 
furred rabbit in the underwood, his eyes flash fire, impetuously he 
moves his heavy legs now hither now thither, loud exclamations 

rst from his lips, his stick flies hurtling through the air, and 
the whole line rends the skies with joyous shouting. But afar off, 
and unharmed, the timorous rabbit seeks refuge, threading with 
swift feet the tracts that lie behind the beaters. 


ALL hens, of course, are to be spared during the last shoot. And 
it is aggravating to notice that the hen, ignorant of the edict that 
saves her life, rises with just as great a fluster as if she was to be 
shot at. And towards evening as the shadows fall, and distinction 
becomes difficult, the poor hen does often get shot and rp 1 the 
pa of her rasbness. But hark! what shout is that? ‘‘ - 
cock forward, woodcock to the right, woodcock to the left. Mark, 
mark,” Every voice in the covert and out of it seems to take up the 
cry. Are there a hundred woodcocks in the air. An electric shock 
seems fo go through every shooter. Bang, bang, there he is; bang, 
bang, mark to the left; bang, bang, forwards, backwards, sideways, 
‘| everywhere guns are going off, while the woodcock zig-zags through the 
trees and out into the open till he falls a victim to the youngest of the 
party, whose hat henceforth wears the trophy of the bird’s feathers. 


AnD 80 good-bye to the great season and to all its memories of 
sport and good fellowship and happy days. The Ist of February 
will cee its departure, but I bid it farewell to-day. 


Comparion TO “‘Tue LATE Mr, Castretto.”—The Early M. 
CHATEav, 


TERPSICHORE TO DATE. 
(The ‘Sitting Waltz’ is stated to be the latest American novelty.) 


THE Valse a Siége is an interesting development, which has been 
recently tateodaaed for the benefit of engaged couples, flirts, 
hussars, gentlemen with wooden legs, sufferers from ‘* housemaid's 
knee,” and other persons who are averse to dancing exercise. 

No floor to speak of is required, as it is only used in extreme cases 
for sitting on, when the stairs, window-sills, fauteuils @ deur, and 
banisters are all occupied. Even then it is considered somewhat 
vulgar, and suggestive of hunt-the-slipper. It is better, if every 
available seat is teken, to stand the waltz out. 

Very little preliminary training is necessary. though possibly a 
visit to Hampstead Heath on a fice Bank Holiday might supply a 
few useful hints on deportment. 

The movements are quite simple. The partners engsge them- 
selves in the ordinary way. The gentleman then conducts the lady 
to a suitable seat. This, of course, should accommodate two, and 
two only, and need not be aggressively public. In fact, if the ball- 
room is all conservatory, so much the better. He next passes his 
right arm round his partner’s waist. and clasps her right hand with 
his left. Her left hand rests fondly on his shoulder, and they are 
now ready to keep time with the music. ; : 

At the first beat the lady puts out her left foot with a dainty and 
coquettish but almost cape eooe glissade, and the gentleman ever 
so slightly touches it with his own. 

Second beat. The lady turns her head towards her partner, the 
gentleman simultaneously gazes yearningly into her left eye. 

Third beat. Balancez, and set to corners. The couple thus 
chassent in the same direction without leaving their seat, swaying 
gently backwards and forwards in three-quarter time. ae 

The decorations should consist largely of mistletoe and kissing 
comfits (whatever they may be). 

And. lastly, the new waltz is as old as the hills, and was danced 
before ball-rooms or Terpsichore were heard of, 
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‘HERE WE ARE AGAIN!” 


Aw elegant show! a splendid 
Fun, Fancy, and Frolic! Such is the summary of the Annual 
Pantomime provided for us all, young and old, by Master Drv- 
RIOLANUS, semper virens mnunguam viridis, Grand Master of 
Christmas Revels and Popular Pantomime. With him attendant 
sprites CecrL Rateien and ArTsuR Srurerss, with stage-manager 


tacle! a graceful grouping! 


the names of all the 


inimitable as an elderly matronly shrew, is facile princeps as Cinder- 
el'a’s step-mother, and supremely ridiculous. Herspert CAMPBELL 
seconds him excellently : upon these two, with the Brothers GriFFiTHs 
and Mr. LionEt Rienoxp (ordinarily a hook-nosed Hebrew villian in 
a melodrama, but now a comic Irish tutor with tiptilted nose, which 
jast makes the difference), rests the fun of the pantomime ; and 


ALEXANDRA DacGwar, 


Cottins, and J, M. ‘* rests” is not the word, 
GLoveR, Master of the PL for thefun is always kept 
Music to DrvuRIoLANus WW WY2E”7£z[EdBFZZSSSSSSSSGG ing. 

ee cue pas : ZA | IB 4 01 >Y WX Really splendid is Miss 


Pucks and Pixies obey- 
ing the magician’s word. 
Six artistic elves do the 
scenery, who, together 
with the two ae 
costumiers, might be sung 
in two hexameter lines by 
the new Poet Laureate, 
if inclined that way.* 
But there are nine more 
names to this depart- 
ment, and three are 
responsible for the 
‘‘shoes,” including the a 
lass’ slippers of Cin- ea 
rella, of which the Yy ait 
maker is not specially ; d ! 
named. There is an i 
Assistant Stage Manager, | 
and, by CLARKSON! 
there are wigs!! But 
suffice it some fifty names 
appear as the oflicers of 
the Pantomime Army, 
marching and dancing 
(with Jounniz D'AvBan) 
to victory. Charming 
ballets; quite Original; which you mightn’t expect from a maitre | 
de ballet whose name is “‘ Copri.”” Beginners in the art of ballet- 
teaching will do well tocopy Coppi. Two of the comic songs are 
capital; both sung by Hersert CampBEt_; the first, ‘‘ You know 
love tt wouldn’t be true” (or a catch line like it), being exceptionally 
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The Gairritus Brothers in their wrestling match are immense. 
So earnest! so serious! so irresistibly comic! Of course, Dan LENo, 


* Sctaéry Harkér Brice Smith Cinéy Kaitsh 7 Schwéitzér in? Rian, 
Dréssés bij Mins. Alias ind wstiimiér Mistér Cimélii. 


As the festive season draws to a close, when the plum of the 
pudding is heard of no more, when the minc2-pie lingers only in 
the memory, when the b:ar’s head ceases to adorn the buffet in 
the castle hall, when the chemist has done his best and the doctor 
has departed, when elderly maidens begin to regret lost _oppor- 
tunities afforded by now vanished mistletoe boughs, and when, b 
the disappearance of the sprigs of holly 
of the rapid approach of the blossoms of the birch tree, then is the 
hour when the Lordly Baron solemnly bethinketh him that some 
change of air will be beneficial to his state of health. Opportunely 
he receiveth a copy of the Fortnightly Review for January, wherein 
the title of an essay, *‘ The Climate of South Africa and its Curative 
Infiuence,” attracteth his kindly regard. Of South Africa and its 
gold wotteth he somewhat: it needsno Barwnato to tell him this. Of 
the climate he hath heard, but as to its ‘‘ curative influence” he 
hath received no information whatever. Ata glance, and with half 
an eye, he grasps the fact that ‘‘consumption” is to be grappled 
with in South Africa and its banefal effects neutralised. The 
learned medico, yclept Dr. Ropsonivus Roossg, whose signature is to 
this brief but most interesting article, shows ‘‘ how,’ *‘ when,” and 
‘* where” to goin search of recuperating the vital forces at Frazer- 
burg, Victoria (West), Aliwal en) and Kimberley, rangiog from 
4000 to 4500 feet up in air, places, , as far above the ordinary 
means of the ordinary patient as they are above the level of the sea. 
The benevolent doctor should tell us where the £4500 is to be ob- 
tained by the patient who would with pleasure ascend these 4500 
feet 1! But ¢ven if the patient obtains the ways and the means, how 
about the Rhodes, the Cecrn RoopEs? Won’t the climate, just now, 
be a little too hot for any Englishman? So, we must wait till, first, 
we get the £4500—and then? 


the schoolboy is reminde 








EVERY ONE'S GOOD HEALTH! 


(i 


who as Dandini, the 
Prince’s valet, tops her 
royal master, Prince ADA 
BLANCHE, considerably, 
and is much more of a 
Royal Highness, by her 
Royal Tallness, than is 
the little prince. Surely 
ALEXANDRA ought to 
have been where ADA is. 
the prince should 
have been the valet, as 
‘“* Ada and abettor.’ 
However, let us teke the 
caste as it is, and be 
thankful. Petite et pétil- 
lante desprit is the 
representative of the 
French Ambassador, 
Miss MarcuEnitTe Cor- 
NILLE. Isa BOwMAN is 
an interesting Cinder- 


TINS 


ella, fof whom the 
authors have not ‘‘ made 
half: enough.” Poor 


Cinderella is just a bit 
outof it; as, by the way, 
she was in her kitchen. 
The show begins at 7.30, and is over about 11.30. The music is 
graceful throughout, and Conductor Grover takes wonderful physi- 
eal exercise in directing the orchestra; arms, hands, head, and all 
that is visible of him give practical illustration of the theory of 
perpetual motion. As much as he makes in money during his 
engagement, he must lose in weight. Itis all good, and there are 
very few topical allusions, and not many political ones, thank good- 
ness! as a Pantomime ought not to have any thing of ** party” about 
it, always excepting ‘‘ Christmas party,’ of which seasonable mate- 
rial there is in this a plentiful up So success to the Seventeenth 
Aunual! Fioreat Drurtolanus Mimus Imperator ! . 


STOPPED. 


THE other day, when I was down in the country, I suffered from 
severe toothache. I decided to come up to town the next morning, 
see a friend of mine, a famous dentist, and get back by the 3.30 
express after lunch at my club. He is a capital fellow, as kind as he 
is clever, and he touches one’s aching jaw with a hand as gentle as a 
woman’s, So, rather than consult a stranger in the country, I 
resolved on a three hours’ journey to town, to see my friend. ; 

Having some other business to do, I started early, breakfasting 
very lightly and hastily at 7.30, and catching the 8.23 train after a 
six-mile drive in the keen, bracing air. My business delayed mea 
little; my friend delayed me more. He is so much occupied. 
When at last he was able to see me and had stopped my tooth, it was 
past two, and I was very hungry. ‘‘ Come with me,” I said, when 
he had taken out of my mouth his hands, his instruments, and other 
impediments to conversation, ‘‘and have lunch at the club. I’m 
ravenous,”’ 

‘* All right,” he said. ‘‘I’ve half an hour; [’ll come, Open 
your mouth once more. Wider, pleas>, Yes, I’m rather hungry, 
too. Had my breakfast very early, and very little of it. But you 
mustn’t eat anything, you know.” I almost bit his hand off in my 
effort to shout ‘‘ What?” with my mouth filled with a napkin, 
dentist’s mirror, &c, ‘‘ No,” he said, ‘‘ you mustn’t bite anything 
for two hours at least. or you’ll spoil all the stopping. You may 
have a little soup.” When we got to the club I had a little soup. 
Aud when he my friend had finished, and I had indignantly waved 
away the tooth-picks handed to me by the waiter, there was only just 
time to catch the 3.30 express, which doesn’t stop anywhere, and 
doesn’t carry any provisions, 

To have no teeth must be very uncomfortable, but to have plenty, 
and to starve, so to speak, in the midst of them, is infinitely worse. 


January 18, 1896.] 
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ALICE IN WONDERLAND. 


ARR YOU THE CARPENTER ?” ‘'YEs, Missy,” 
‘* WHERE ’s THE WALRUS, THEN }”, 








JOTTINGS AND TITTLINGS. 
(By Basoo Hurry BunesHo JABBERJEE, B.A.) 
No. ITI. 
Mr. Jabberjee gives his views concerning the Laureatship. 


Tr is ‘* selon les régles”’ and rerum naturd that the QurENn’s Most 
Excellent Majesty, being constitutionally ial to poetry, should 
desire to have constant private supply from a tip-top 
genius, to be kept snug on Royal premises and y at momentary 
notice to oblige with song or dirge, according as High Jinks or 
Dolorousness are the Court orders of the day. 

But how far more satisfactory if Right Hon’ble Marquis Saris- 
BURY, instead of arbitrarily decorating some already notorious bard 
with this ‘‘ cordon bleu” and thus gilding a lily, should throw the 
office open to competition by public exam, and, after carefull 
weighing such considerations as the applicant’s res angusta domt. 
the fluency of his imagination, his nationality, and so on—should 
award the itching palm of Fame to the poet who succeeded. best in 
tickling his fancy ! 

Had some such method been adopted, the whole Indian ae 
might to-day have been pleased as Punch by the selection a 
Hindoo gentleman to do the job—for I should infallibly have entered 
myself forthe running. Unf tely such unparalleled opportunity 
of throwing soup to Cerberus, and exhibiting colour-blindness, has 
been given the slip, though the door is perhaps still open (even at 
_ eleven o’clock P.M.) for retracing the false step and web of 


enelope. 

For Es would respectfullv submit to Her Imperial Majesty that, in 
her duplicate capacity of Queen of England and Empress of India, 
she has urgent necessity for a Court Poet for each department, who 
would be Arcades ambo and two of a trade, and share the duties with 
their proportionate pickings 

Or, if she would 
alone would work the oracle in both Indian and lo-Saxon 
—- c ents, and waive the annual tub of sherry for equivalent in 
cash down. 

And, if I may make the suggestion, I would strongly advise that 


VOI. ox, D 
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this question of my joint (or several) appointment should be severely 
taken up by London Press as matter of simple justice to India. This 
is without prejudice to the already ap 
and sin 
should 
nigroque simillima cygno, and could be obtained do 
mere song or & 
National Appeal to the Sovereign that he should be promoted to such 
& sinecure and re perennius, 


find inclosed herewith copy of complim itter 
myself on hearing of Poet Austin’s selection. Indulgence is kindly 
requested for very hasty composition, and circumstance of bei 

guy harrowed and impeded at time of writing by an excruciating 


address 
Aquarium), but—hoity-toity and mirabile dictu !/—no answer has yet 
—_ hen to yours truly save the cold shoulder of contemptuous 
inattention 


of fair play, and 
compositions to be arbitrated by 
understand such articles 


unwilling to pay the piper to such a tune, I} 


a eg 








inted Laureate as a swan 

bird of the first water. All I desire is that the Public 
ow of another—and, perchance, even rarer—avis, who is 
cheap for a 
drug in the market-place, if only there is made a 


As a specimen of the authenticity of my divine flatulence, please 


entary verses, written by 


ll-sized boil on ‘back of neck, infuriated by collar of shirt, poul- 


ticings, and so forth, 


| CoNGRATULATORY ODE. 
To Hon'ble Poet-Laureate Aifred Austin, Esq. 


Hail! you full-blown tulip! 

Oh! when the wheezing zephyr brought glad news 

Of your judicious appointment, no hearts who did peruse, 

Such a long-desiderated slice of fr luck were sorry at, 

To a most prolific and polacious Poet-Laureate ! 

For no poeta nascitur who is fitter 

To greet Royal progeny with melodious twitter. 
Seated on the resplendent cloud of official Elysium, 
Far away, far away from fuliginous busy hum, 
You are now perched with phenomenal velocity 

On vertiginous pinnacle of poetic Pompey 

Yet deign to cock thy indulgent eye at the petition 

Of one consumed by corresponding ambition, 

And lend the helping aed ts lift, pulley-hauley, 

To Parnassian Peak this poor perspiring Bengali ! 
Whose ars poetica (as per sample lyric) 
Is fully competent to turn out panegyric. 

What if some time to come, v«rhaps not distant, 

You were in urgent need of Deputy-Assistant ' 

For two Princesses might be confined simultaneously— 

Then, how to anaes the pair extemporaneouely P 

Or with Nuptial Ode, lack-a-daisy ! at a 

If with Influenza raging like cat on hot bricks! : 
In such a wrong box you will please remember yours truly, 
Who ean do the n 1 satisfactorily and duly, ; 
By an epithalamium (or what not) to inflame your credit; 
With every coronated head that will have read it! 


Aud the guid pro quo, magnificent and grand, Sir, 
Would be at the rate of four annas for leary stanza, 


Now, thou who ecale sidereal paths afar dost, 
Deign from thy brilliant boots to cast the superfluous star-dust 


Upon 
The head of hin pac 
ose fa 8 
| Kit On Thee! 
(Signed) Banoo Hurry BunesHo JABBEBJEE. 


The above was forwarded (post-paid) to Hon’ble Austin’s official 
at Poet’s Corner, Westminster Abbey (opposite the Royal 


What a pity! Well-a-day, that we should find such passions of 


envy and jealousy in mofa poet, whore lucubrated 
productions may (for all that is known to the present writer) be no 
great shakes after all, and mere food for powder! 


The British public is an ardent lover of the scintillating jewelle 
so I confidently submit my claims and poeti 
the unanimous voice of all who 


Let us remember that it is never too late to pull down the fallen idol 


out of the gilded shrine in which it has established itself with the 
egotistical isolation of a dog with the mange! 


“Just LIkKE Hymn!’’—Sr,—Mr. Sreap is sending circulars 
re hi i aut Goat have 


about asking everyone to give him a of ‘‘ Hymns 
helped him.” Personally I am not going to be one of the ‘* Hims 
who will help him (Mr. Sreap),” and shall not, if asked, mention the 


names of the ‘‘ Hers that have helped me,” though I have a grateful 
remembrance of a nurse and nursery governess, both of whom helped 
me uncommonly well at dinner, specially about Christmas time. 
They were, however, women equally capable of helping themselves. 
Wishing Srxap steadier than ever as he grows older, 


I am, yours truly, Avis SENIOR. 


Concise Pritcis oF THE SITUATION IN THE TRANSVAAL, — The 
result of robbing Pietermaritzburg to pay ‘‘ Oom Pvt.” 


| 
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A FREE HAND. 


‘ The Unspeakable Turk” (to himself), ‘Ha! HA! THERE’s NO ONE ABOUT | 





I CAN GET TO BUSINESS AGAIN!” 
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Spauner (a great Cyclist, whose horse has been startled by Man on covert hack), ‘‘H1! CONFOUND You! WHY THE DEUCE DON’T 
YOU SOUND YuuR Bg. !!” 





BRITANNIA’S SOLILOQUY. 
(On the New Bronze Coinage. ) 


Oxcr upon my shield I sat, 
Grippid my “‘fork’’ in graceful 


manner ; 

Now beside that shield I squat, 
Trident held like a stage-banner. 
Then a lighthouse and a ship, 
F d me either side ** One 
isesins as aee'ted 

ow alone my spear I grip, 
And ‘‘supporters”’ have not any! | 
Really, ’tis exceeding funny,— | 
Frlbdan peed sb aking won. | 

ri at 1 g money, | 
Cannot make a coin that’s decent. 
Rule Britannia? Rot sophistic! 
Had I really sway ’drule 
No more duffers inartistic 
Withmy coins should play the fool. | 


KOKOFUKU ! 

[An Ashanti Chief named Koxo- 
FUKU is said to have left Coomassi~| 
with the submission of King Prem st.) 
He has started on his way, 

Koxorvuxvu ! 
And he’s bearing peace, they say, 
If his tiding mall te 
8 
The on of kine, 
ow we’ll sin 
Of tates , 
And the name 
Of Koxorvuxu ! 








SUGGESTED FOR NEW ENGLISH COINAGE 
\BY CERTAIN DESIGNING PERSONS. 





PLEA FOR THE LARK. 


“Hark, hark! the lark at Hea- 

ven’s gate sings,”’ 
But will it sing there long ? 

To market Man in thousands 


brings, 
These tiny sons of song. 
Now gourmets eat the morsels 


sweet ; 
They ’re strung upon a string, 
Wisk vleuee crops, at ceubieeers’ 


No more to soar and sing. 
A shamefalsin! Will none begin 
[ed pavitice tans oy | 
ev g is 
Against this outrage rise! 
Arise! Arise! 
My Pablic sweet, arise ! 
The kestrel and the -hawk, 
The pole-cat and the shrike, 
Pursue the bird. But how absard, 
That Man should do the like! 
O, SHAKSPEARR’S shade; O, 
LEY's sprite, 


My Public sweet, arise! 
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AT IT AGAIN? 


Swiss authorities cas that Prince 
S1s1 Guera Daneorf, of Abyssinia, has been 
kidnapped by Italians from Neufchatel, and 
conveyed on board of a vessel bound for Mas- 
80 We understand, under all reserve, 
that the following telegrams have passed :— 


(1) Zo President Swiss Republic, Berne, 
—Send ships to pursue Italians. Outrage | 
indefensible. Have ordered Rhine gunboats 
to Basle in your support, WILHELM. 

(2) Zo German Emperor, Berlin.—Im- 

sible. All our vessels laid up for winter. 
rews engaged at London restaurants. 
ZemP, President 8. R. 

(3) Zo President.— Recall crews Can ar- 
range to supply places with my own subjects, 
Make demonstration on Lago Maggiore 
while I occupy consent ene Lucerne 
and Ziirich as security for costs. Mas- 
sowah under my protection, Can sell—cheap 
—stock of obsolete cannon. WILHELM. 

Yon os (4) Zo Emperor.—Your action would 
fg et t spoilsummer season. Cannot spare Lucerne 

— = or Ziirich, Why not occupy Monte Rosa 
outside oe sce of benevolent neutrality. 
Propose introducing a Bill abolishing Italian 
organs and ices. Zemp, President 8. R. 
5) To President —Amdisgusted. Abolish 
WILHELM, 


— 
—- 


ZEMP, President 8. R. 





ROUNDABOUT READINGS. 
On Pavire BIt1s, 


__ I Have noticed with deep and genuine regret that in the month of 
December there is always a terrible mortality amongst tradeamen. 
| Why this should be so I know not. It is not to be su that 
| tradesmen are, as a weaker or more liable to deadly illness than 
| the rest of their fellow-citizens, Many of them I have met in the 


‘flesh, and they have always struck me as a particularly health 
'_well-clad, strong, ocmntatakia, and energetic body of men—not at all 


| the sort of men whom one would expect to be 
'unhouseled, disappointed, unannealed, and, 
| made, by the fogs and chills of December. 

_. Bur there is no getting out of it: tradesmen do die with an alarm- 
Ing frequency and suddenness as the end of the year approaches. As 
'I write there lie before me four communications from firms with 
|whom I have from time to time had dealings which have been, I 
trust, mutually peas Two of these are trimmed with a delicate 
‘little mourning border, the other two are without any external sign 
‘of woe, but they all tell th ‘* Dear Sir,” says one, 


sent to their account 


above all, no reckoning 


. ‘ e same story: 
“Sowing to the recent lamented death ‘of Mr. JosHuA TENPENNY 
| (from heart disease) we have found ourselves compelled to call in all 
liabilities due to this firm of which he was a member. We beg with 
compliments to enclose your valued account amounting to £9 10s. 44., 
,and shall feel honoured by receiving from you a cheque for same at 
your early convenience, sting to be favoured with your future 
‘commands, and assuring you of our best attention at all times, we beg 
bea remain your a ee ENNY, TwistEr, & Co.” In 
‘the remaining tl e phraseo and the names, of course, ° 
‘but the distressing purport is is axua, oe 


| THERE was something, however, about the document I have 
‘quoted which struck me as having a specially familiar air. I seemed 
eee that — — = oe same firm had also been 
| away in recent years. through m lain] 
‘revealed what I had only vaguely remembered. "Teued tos ever, 
‘that, in the short space of five years, five members of this and 
family had submitted to fate. In December, 1890, it appeared that 
‘Mr. Cates Tenpenny had died (of diphtheria), and that my account of 
|£6 5s. 8d. had been called in. In December, 1891, Mr. ARTHUR JOHN 
TENPENNY went off iSypnoid fever), and a request was made to me 
to pay £4 8s. 2d, In December, 1892, Mr. Henry Parkinson Ten- 
shaly Stent Was, So Soasl, eam oe ce 
» communica me ether wi e 
statement that I owed the firm £5 0s. 3d, Mr. estas TENPENNY, 
Junior, was the next to go, influenza ving fatal to him 
in December, 1893. My account then st , 88 in the previous 
ee; eee a aeren at Posy — of Mr. Henry PARKINSON 
dently caused me to omit ent of what I then 
owcd, and to abstain from further dealings with this death-stricken 


firm during the ensuing year. In December, 1894, there was a break. 
No Tenpenny died; the Tenpenny plum pudding was not over- 
shadowed by calamity, and the TEnPENNY istmas tree, blazing 
with festal candles, was surrounded by a joyful and united family. 
Another result seems to have been that my account, althoug 

doubtless, it was rendered, remained unpaid. Obviously, however, 
this luck was too good to last, and accordingly in December, 1895, as I 
have already said, heart disease struck down Mr. JosHua TENPENNY, 


But this is not all, I was talking the matter over with a friend 
who also deals with TenpENNY, TwisTER & Co, He shocked me by 
the information that the Twisters were just as liable to December 
deaths as the Tenrpennys. GxrorcE, SypNEY, NoRMAN, ARCHIBALD, 
and CHARLES TwISTER, junior, have all died since December, 1890, 
of a variety of illnesses and accidents, the most tragic incident, per- 
haps, being the fall downstairs which robbed the world of Sypynry |. 
Twister, and the railway collision in Spain which accounted for | 
CHARLES TWISTER, junior. So close, in any case, is the connection 
between the component elements of this firm that no TENPENNY ever 
applies for a e in Charon’s ferry unless one of the TwisTERs 
goes with him to mingle with the lamenting Shades, 


I must confess that, stated as I have stated it here, the business 
begins to wear an ugly and sinister look. I am not at all satisfied 
that these respectable soos came by their deaths in a natural 
and lawful manner. am reluctant to say anything which may 
cause offence to a body of men whom I cordially respect, but it 
does seem to me that these ly recurring deaths, amounting in 
one firm alone to ten since December, 1890, call for a searching 
investigation from the police authorities, What if it should be dis- 
Cov’ that there exists, by the custom of the trade, in every branch 
of business a suicide club with a rule compelling a member of a 
to kill himself whenever the money owed to the firm exceeds a 
certain amount, and another rule authorising the other members to 
kill him if he fails to commit suicide within a reasonable time? 
Mind, I do not affirm as a fact that such a club exists. At present I 
have no sufficient evidence, but I must say that natural causes 
appear utterly inadequate to explain the dreadful annual mortality 
amongst my unfortunate tradesmen in December. 


Wits this exception, there is something dull and prosaic about 
bills, when you can pay them. Formerly, of course, in one’s under- 
graduate days for instance, things were very different. Then the 
end of every term brought its own special excitement in the shape of 
duns, who called in person to demand payment of their accounts, 
One was able to appreciate dimly the feelings of the fox when the 
feathering hounds thread through the covert and p him un- 
willingly from his lair, How artfully he-slinks and glides am 

e trees, across the rides, until at last he slips away with the 
** yoick”’ of the huntsman ing in his ears. ith equal art could 
the undergraduate mark the approach of the relentless dun and avoid 


“ ee 
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him. In the end the dun was usually baffled, and the under- 
graduate went home light of heart and a of pocket, leaving his 
sitting-room table littered with bills thick as leaves in Vallombrosa, 


Bur the day of reckoning, of course, was only deferred. In the 
end a stern but forgiving parent was a ed to, and all the bills 
were settled. In my time this was called “going a mucker” ; 
pony the term is still the same. One man [ remember used to 

pointed out with a certain amount of respectful awe as having 
‘gone a mucker” (i.¢., appealed to his father, and had his debts 
paid) three times in one year. In i payment of one’s just 

ebts, not by means of one’s allowance, but by the interposition of a 
parent, was looked upon and spoken of as the very crown of di 
And now. there is no going of muckers for most of us. We are 
turned into clergymen, barristers, doctors, business-men ; two of us 
(with one of whom I, mot qui vous parle, have rowed a race in the 
same boat) are bishops; we have wives, families, houses, and we pay 
our debts with a sober regularity which seems to preclude the exist- 
ence of a past when duns were avoided, and unopened bills were left 
to look after themselves. Yet the days of duns and of debt were the 
happier, in spite of occasional disaster. 


PUNCH TO MR. W. D. HOWELLS. 


—I have been reading an article from your pen in 
Harper's Weekly of January 4. It will give me genuine pleasure if 
you will count me henceforth as one of your devoted ers, your 
servant to command in any matter in which it may be possible for 
me to oblige you. How temperately, how wisely, how humorously, 
with how broad and generous a humanity do you write of this diffi- 
culty which threatens to set our two peoples, the British and the 
American, into hostile camps, ‘‘I was greatly stirred the other 
day,” you say, ‘‘in reading the President's Message concerning the 
Venezaela boundary dispute. I did not like his having four relative 
pronouns in one sentence towards the close of his message, and upon 
the whole the literature struck me as turgid and clumsy, but I 
accounted for that by the excitement he must have been in when he 
wrote it, and I felt a responsive thrill, which I took to be a patriotic 
emotion, as I readit.... I pictured England reduced by land and 
sea to the last extremity through the powers of our army and navy 

... and the grass erewae in the streets before the offices of the 
London newspa which had noticed my books unfavourably.” 

__ Well, we too have at times experienced that sort of emotion, and 
like you we figure it all so ically that we do not fancy our- 
selves taking any part personally in the difficult and perhaps dan- 

us work, e delegate it, as you did, to the poor fellows who are 
fight and bleed, and continue to be poor fellows while we reap the 
honour and glory of it. Like you, we imagine our own exemption 
from all sorrow and suffering, ‘ and the devotion of the sort of people 
who have mostly in all ages of the world been butchered 
cause, good or bad.”’ Here, too, are golden 


“What I chiefly object to in our patriotic emotion, however, was not that 
it was so selfish, but that it was so insensate, so stupid. It took no account 
of things infinitely more precious than national honour, such as humanity, 
civilisation, and — 


My DEAR 


for every 


‘the long result of time ’— 


which must suffer in a conflict between peoples like the English and the 
Americans. For the sake of having our ships beat their ships, our poor 
fellows slaughter their poor fellows, we were al willing, for one detestable 
instant at least, to have the rising hopes of mankind qeohed, and the sense 
of — brotherhood blunted in the hearts of the foremost peoples of the 
world.”’ 

But is there, as you say, ‘‘in the American heart a hatred of 
England, which glutted itself in her imagined disaster and disgrace 
when we all read the PaEesIDENT’s swaggering tion, in which 
he would not yield to the enemy so far as even to write good Engli Vag 
Is there to be no forgiveness, are we never to cancel old scores and 
begin our international Doc reeeee if [ ees term it, on a clean 
page? I donot think our people hate yours. Your dash, your pluck, 
your humour, your keen common-sense, your breezy and inexhaustible 
energy, your strength and broad capacity for government, all these 

ties command and obtain from us a sincere tribute of iration, 
f you hate us, we must submit to that melancholy condition, but never 
submit in such a fashion as to cease from honest effort to abate and 
in the end to remove all hatred. Blood, as one of your naval captains 
said on a memorable occasion, is thicker than water. So saying, he 
dashed in to the help of our sorely- pressed ships. Let us then a 
truce to petty and malignant carping, and join hands in an alliance 
dependent not upon written treaties, but upon the noble sympath 
of two great nations engaged in the same work of civilisation an 
progress, You, Sir, s ing for others, I trust, as well as for 
yourself, have set us an example, I grasp your hand, and wish you 
well in all your undertakings. 
Believe me yours in all cordial friendship, 


THE QUEEN’S LETTER TO THE CERMAN EMPEROR. 
[We publish with all reserve the following letter which has, we under- 


stand, n despatched from Osborne Castle to Berlin, From internal 
evidence we should judge that it was not written but by the 
ed. There is a nautical breezi- 


exalted lady by whom it purports to be 
ness about i, that Sealaan et to attribute 


of Y-rx.—Ep. Punch.] 

MEIN LIEBER WILLY,—Dies ist aber iiber alle Berge. Was be- 
deutet eigentlich deine D sche an den alten Krijcrr der fiir Dich 
doesn’t care twopence. Solch eine confounded Impertinenz habe ich 
nie gesehen, The fact of the matter is that Du ein 

y penweagente bist. Warum 
kannst Du nie ruhig bleiben, 
why can’t you hold your 
blessed row? Musst Du 
deinen Finger in jeder Torte 
haben? Was it for this that I 
made you an Admiral meiner 
Flotte and allowed you 
to yourself out in einer 
wunderschénen Uniform 
mit einem gekockten Hut? 
If you meant mir any of 
your blooming cheek zu 
geben why did you make 
your Grandmamma Colonel 
eines Deutschen Cavallerie 
Regiments? Du auch bist 
Colonel of a British Caval- 
lerie Regiment, desto mehr | 
die Sshade, - more’s the 

ity. u ein ganz 
: Met ee dau Bube warst habe 

—s 2 oe ae ~ ich Dich oft tichtig ge- 
spankt, and now that you ’re grown up you ought to be spanked too. 
Venn Du deine Panzerschiffe nach Delagoa Bay schickst werde ich 
tie aus dem Wasser blasen, I’ll blow your iron out of the water 
ehe Du dich umkehren kannst, before you can turn round, And 
look here, if you’ll come over to this country werde ich Dich anneh- 
men, I’ll take you on, und ich wette drei gegen eins dasz ich Dich 
in drei Runden ausklopfen werde, Queensberry rules, three minutes 
toaround. Also ich schnappe meine Finger in your face. Du weist 
nicht wo Du bist, you dunno where you are, and somebody must 
teach you. Is Bismarck quite well? Das ist ein kolossaler Kerl, 
nicht wahr? Solange! Don’t be foolish any more, 

Deine Dich liebende GEANDMAMMA, 


e actual authorship to the Duke 


————ge 





—— 


THE ANGLO-AMERICAN FAMILY TREE. | 
« After all, the English peopl le, and heirs.” 
Sea ee ee eee Te ees Turk mieulap Pras” lasmaryO). 
Writ said, Morning Press ! ’tis the root of the matter 
You’ve got at—your race and our race are the same ; 
Flung wide o'er the earth though our branches may scatter, 
They spring from one stock, one sapling they came. 


Twas a thousand long years, ere the trunk was divided, 


Since Saxon in Britain first planted the seed ; 
Slow growing h storms and compact it abided, 
The Oak-tree of om—no wind-shaken reed ! 


Not as mother to child, but as brother to brother, 
In age as in stature our nations are twin; 

Side by side, not in anger confronting each other, 
In face of the world let us show we are kin |! 


Yours and ours are King ALFRED, and CHAvcER, and Bacon, 
And SHAKSsPEARE, and RaLEIeH, and Deaxg, and Queen BEss; 
Our heirship in common can ne’er be forsaken— 
The glorious past we conjointly possess. 
N nee too, we share with you athletes and actors, 
And Trilby we and affairs of the heart : 
Each day of fresh ties o’er the Pond we're contractors— 
There’s no Monrox Doctrine in marriage or art ! 


If Teuton with Russian and Gaul were preparing 

To fly at our throat, we would face them all three ! 

But attack Brother JonaTHan P—No, we’re forbearing 
To rend thus asunder the Family Tree! 


LEeegaL AND Mepicat.—The time of the year is a troublesome one 
for those subject to gout and kindred complaints, but would it be 
correct for a lawyer to describe his symptoms as very of setsin ? 


PUNCH. Tue Karser’s Favourite Sone,—‘t William’s sure to be right.” 
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AT IT AGAIN? 


Swiss authorities —. that Prince 
Srs1 Guera Danreork, of A oan been 
kidnapped by Italians from Neufchatel, and 
conveyed on d of a vessel bound for Mas- 
80 We understand, under all reserve, 
that the following telegrams have passed :— 


(1) Zo President Swiss Republic, Berne, 
—Send ships to pursue Italians. Outrage 
indefensible. Have ordered Rhine gunboats 
to Basle in your support. WILHELM. 

(2) Zo German Emperor, Berlin.—Im- 

sible. All our vessels laid up for winter. 
rews engaged at London restaurants. 

{ ZempP, President 8. R. 
(3) Zo President.— Recall crews Can ar- 
/ range to supply places with my own subjects, 

Make demonstration on Lago Maggiore 

while I occupy Teutonic- ing Lucerne 

and Ziirich as security for costs. Mas- 

sowah under my protection, Can sell—cheap 
—stock of obsolete cannon. WILHELM. 

() To Emperor.—Your action would 


bpp 
BL) 





ECL AEP a spoilsummer season, Cannot spare Lucerne 
of ye ee ——— or Ziirichh Why not occupy Monte Rosa 
=——.._"=> | outside our sphere of benevolent neutrality. 
—~. __ | Propose introducing a Bill abolishing Italian 
~ |organs and ices. #Zemp, President 8. R. 
"6, To President —Amdi ted, Abolish 
WILHELM, 


rself, 
) To Emperor.—Ditto. 
ZempP, President S. R. 








ROUNDABOUT READINGS. 
On Parixe BIt1s, 
I HAVE noticed with deep and genuine regret that in the month of 


: December there is always a terrible mortality amongst trad ‘ 
. Why this should be so I know not. Te is wot to teen od that 
| tradesmen are, as a weaker or more liable to deadly illness than 


| the rest of their fellow-citizens, Many of them I have met in the 
flesh, and they have always struck me as a particularly healthy 
_well-clad, strong, comfortable, and energetic body of men—not at all 
tae sort ok saan who one would expect . pr bay their accoun 
: , unann : koning 
| made, by the fies cad chills of Decsaber: se % me 


|. Bur there is no getting out of it: tradesmen do die with an alarm- 
ing frequency and suddenness as the end of the year approaches. As 
I write there lie before me four communications from firms with 
whom I have from time to time had dealings which have been, I 
trust, mutually eran Two of these are trimmed with a delicate 
‘little mourning border, the other two are without any external sign 
of woe, but they all tell the same story: ‘* Dear Sir,” says one, 
owing to the recent lamented death of Mr. Josuua TENPENNY 
| (from heart disease) we have found ourselves compelled to call in all 
liabilities due to this firm of which he was a member. We beg with 
‘compliments to enclose your valued account amounting to £9 10s, 44., 
and shall feel honoured by reo ting from you a cheque for same at 
your early convenience. sting to be favoured with your future 
‘commands, and assuring you of our best attention at all times, we beg 
ie remain your ee — es Twisrer, & Co.” In 
‘the remaining three the phraseo and the names, of course, > 
but the distressing purport is he pana: ee ROR 


| THERE was something, however, about the document I have 
‘quoted which struck me as having a specially familiar air. I seemed 
a oo that — mente of the same firm had also been 
away in recent years. search through m lain] 
‘revealed what I had only vaguely remembered. "Fecal, ses have, 
that, in the short space of five years, five members of this firm an 
family had submitted to fate. In December, 1890, it appeared that 
‘Mr. CALEB TENPENNY had died (of diphtheria), and that my account of 
£6 58, 8d, had been called in. In December, 1891, Mr. ARTHUR JOHN 
|TENPENNY went off (typhoid fever), and a request was made to me 
to pay £4 8s. 2d, In December, 1892, Mr, Henry Parkinson TEn- 
oly 6 we aoecees y internal ee — the melan- 
» communica me e i 
statement that I owed the firm £5 0s. 3d, Mr. Wien Niceuae 
Junior, was the next to go, influenza ving fatal to him 
in December, 1893. My account then st , a8 in the previous 
a £5 0s. 3d. Sorrow at the death of Mr. Henry PARKINSON 
ENPENNY had evidently caused me to omit payment of what I then 
owcd, and to abstain from further dealings with this death-stricken 


— 


firm during the ensuing year. In December, 1894, there was a break. 
No Trenpenny died; the Tznpenny plum pudding was not over- 
shadowed by calamity, and the Tenrenny Christmas tree, blazing 
with festal candles, was surrounded by a joyful and united family. 
Another result seems to have been that my account, althoug 

doubtless, it was rendered, remained unpaid. Obviously, however, 
this luck was too good to last, and accordingly in December, 1895, as I 
have already said, heart disease struck down Mr. JosHua TENPENNY. 


Bur this is not all. I was talking the matter over with a friend 
who also deals with TenpENNy, TwisteR & Co. He shocked me by 
the information that the Twisters were just as liable to December 
deaths as the TenrpENNys. GxrorGE, SypNEY, NoRMAN, ARCHIBALD, 
and CHARLES TWISTER, junior, have all died since December, 1890, 
of a variety of illnesses and accidents, the most tragic incident, per- 
haps, being the fall downstairs which robbed the world of Sypnery |. 

ISTER, the railway collision in Spain which accounted for | 
CHARLES TWISTER, junior. So close, in any case, is the connection 
between the component elements of this firm that no TENPENNY ever 
applies for a passage in Charon’s ferry unless one of the TwistTERs 
goes with him to mingle with the lamenting Shades, 


I must confess that, stated as I have stated it here, the business 
begins to wear an ugly and sinister look. I am not at all satisfied 
that these respectable —- came by their deaths in a natural 
and lawful manner. am reluctant to say anything which may 
cause offence to a body of men whom I cordially respect, but it 
does seem to me that these r ly recurring deaths, amounting in 
one firm alone to ten since December, 1890, call for a searching 
inv ation from the police authorities, What if it should be dis- 
Cov that there exists, by the custom of the trade, in every branch 
of business a suicide club with a rule compelling a member of a 
to kill himself whenever the money owed to the firm exceeds a 
certain amount, and another rule authorising the other members to 
kill him if he fails to commit suicide within a reasonable time ? 
Mind, I do not affirm as a fact that such a club exists. At tI 
have no sufficient evidence, but I must say that natural causes 
appear utterly inadequate to explain the dreadful annual mortality 
amongst my unfortunate tradesmen in December. 


_Wrru this exception, there is something dull and prosaic about 
bills, when you can pay them. Formerly, of course, in one’s under- 
graduate days for instance, things were very different. Then the 
end of every term brought its own special excitement in the shape of 
duns, who called in person to demand payment of their accounts, 
One was able to appreciate dimly the feelings of the fox when the 
feathering hounds thread through the covert and p him un- 
willingly from his lair. How artfully he-slinks and glides am 

e trees, across the rides, until at last he slips away with the 
** yoick”’ of the huntsman ringing in his ears, oe a ae 
the undergraduate mark the approach of the relentless dun and avoid 
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him, In the end the dun was usually 
graduate went home light of heart and nant of 


et. lea 
sitting-room table littered with bills thi bot a 


as leaves in Vallombrosa, 
Burt the day of reckoning, of course, was only deferred. In the 
end a stern but forgiving parent was a ed to, and all the bills 
were settled. In my time this was ing a mucker”; 
bably the term is still the same, One man I remember used to 
pointed out with a certain amount of r awe as having 
*‘gone a mucker” (s.¢., appealed to his father, and had his debts 
d) three times in one year. In f the payment of one’s just 
ebts, not by means of one’s allowance, but by the interposition of a 
parent, was looked upon and spoken of as the very crown of disasters. 
And now. there is no going of muckers for most of us. We are 
turned into clergymen, barristers, doctors, business-men ; two of us 
(with one of whom I, mot qui vous parle, have rowed a race in the 
same boat) are bishops; we have wives, families, houses, and we pay 
our debts with a sober regularity which seems to preclude the exist- 
ence of a past when duns were avoided, and unopened bills were left 
to look after themselves. Yet the days of duns and of debt were the 
happier, in spite of occasional disaster. 


PUNCH TO MR. W. D. HOWELLS. 


My pgak Sim,—I have been reading an article from your pen in 
Harper's Weekly of January 4. It will give me genuine pleasure if 
you will count me henceforth as one of your devo ‘8, your 
servant to command in any matter in which it may be possible for 
me to oblige you. How temperately, how wisely, how humorously, 
with how broad and generous a humanity do you write of this diffi- 


culty which threatens to set our two peoples, the British and the} \: 


American, into hostile camps, ‘‘I was greatly stirred the other 
day,” you say, ‘‘in reading the President's Message concerning the 
Venezuela boundary dispute. I did not like his having four relative 
pronouns in one sentence towards the close of his message, and upon 
the whole the literature struck me as turgid and clumsy, but I 
accounted for that by the excitement he must have been in when he 
wrote it, and I felt a responsive thrill, which I took to be a patriotic 
emotion, as I it.... I pic England reduced by land and 
sea to the last extremity through the powers of our army and navy 
... andthe grass Sree. in the streets before the offices of the 
London mowereyets which had noticed my books unfavourably.” 

Well, we too have at times experienced that sort of emotion, and 
like you we figure it all so tically that we do not fancy our- 
selves taking any part personally in the difficult and perhaps dan- 
gerous work. e delegate it, as you did, to the poor fellows who are 
to fight and bleed, and continue to be poor fellows while we reap the 
honour and glory of it. Like you, we imagine our own exemption 
from all sorrow and suffering, ‘ the devotion of the sort of people 
who have mostly in all ages of the world been butchered for every 
cause, good or bad.”’ Here, too, are golden words :— 


“What I chiefly object to in our patriotic emotion, however, was not that 
it was so selfish, but that it was so inseneate, so stupid. It took no account 
of things infinitely more precious than national honour, such as humanity, 


civilisation, and— 
* the long result of time ’— 


which must suffer in a conflict between peoples like the English and the 
Americans. For the sake of having our ships beat their ships, our poor 
fellows slaughter their poor fellows, we were all willing, for one detestable 
instant at least, to have the rising hopes of mankind Geahed, and the sense 
of — brotherhood blunted in the hearts of the foremost peoples of the 
world.”’ 

But is there, as you say, ‘‘in the American heart a hatred of 
England, which glutted itself in her imagined disaster and disgrace 
when we all read the PresipENnt’s swaggering proclamation, in which 
he would not yield to the enemy so far as even to write good English pr 
Is there to be no forgiveness, are we never to cancel old scores and 

gin our international book-keeping, if I may so term it, on a clean 
page? I donot think our people hate yours. Your dash, your pluck, 
your humour, your keen common-sense, your breezy and inexhaustible 
energy, your strength and broad capacity for government, all these 
q ties command and obtain from us a sincere tribute of tion, 

f you hate us, we must submit to that melancholy condition, but never 

submit in such a fashion as to cease from honest effort to abate and 
in the end to remove all hatred. Blood, as one of your naval captains 

said on a memorable occasion, is thicker water. So saying, he 
dashed in to the help of our sorely-pressed ships. Let us then call a 
truce to petty and mali t carping, and join hands in an alliance 
dependent not upon written treaties, but upon the noble sympath 
of two great nations engaged in the same work of civilisation an 


progress. You, Sir, s ing for others, I trust, as well as 
yourself, have set us an example, I grasp your hand, and wish 
well in all your undertakings. 


Believe me yours in all cordial friendship, 


for | for those sub nd ki | 
you | correct for a lawyer to describe his symptoms as hvery of sersin ? 
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THE QUEEN'S LETTER TO THE GERMAN EMPEROR. 


[We publish with all reserve the following letter, which has, we under- 
stand, been despatched from Osborne Castle to Berlin. From internal 
evidence we should judge that it was not written but by the 
exalted oy ee it purports to be ed. There is a nautical breezi- 
ness about it that inclines us to attribute the actual authorship to the Duke 
of Y-Rx.—Ep. Punch.] 


MEIN LIEBER WILLY,—Dies ist aber iiber alle Berge. Was be- 
deutet eigentlich deine Depesche an den alten Krivarr der fiir Dich 
oesn’t care twopence. Solch eine confounded Impertinenz habe ich 
nie gesehen, The fact of the matter is that Du ein furchtbarer 
v Schwaggerer bist. Warum 

kannst Du nie ruhig bleiben, 
why can’t you hold your 
blessed row? Musst Du 
deinen Finger in jeder Torte 
haben? Wasitfor this thatI 
made you an Admiral meiner 
Flotte and allowed you 
to rig yourself out in einer 
wunderschénen niform 
mit einem gekockten Hut? 
If you meant mir any of 
your blooming cheek zu 
geben why did you make 
your Grandmamma Colonel 
eines Deutschen Cavallerie 
Regiments? Du auch bist 
Colonel of a British Caval- 
lerie Regiment, desto mehr 
die Szhade, the more’s the 
ity. Als Duo ein ganz 

: - einer Bube warst habe 
oe a ~ ich Dich oft tiichtig ge- 
penne and now that you ’re grown up you ought to be spanked too. 
enn Du deine Panzerschiffe nach Delagoa Bay schickst werde ich 
tie aus dem Wasser b , 1’ll blow your iron out of the water 
ehe Du dich umkehren kannst, before you can turn round, And 
look here, if youll come over to this country werde ich Dich anneh- 
men, I'll take you on, und ich wette drei gegen eins dasz ich Dich 
in drei Runden ausklopfen werde, Queensberry rules, three minutes 
toaround. Also ich schnappe meine Finger in your face. Du weist 
nicht wo Du bist, you dunno where you are, and somebody must 
teach you. Is Bismarck quite well? Das ist ein kolossaler Kerl, 
nicht wahr? Solange! Don’t be foolish any more, 
Deine Dich liebende GRANDMAMMA, 





=— a 
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THE ANGLO-AMERICAN FAMILY TREE. 


[** After all, the English people are our people, and we are theirs.” 
. : ew York Parenting Press,” January 9.) 


WRI said, Morning Press ! ’tis the root of the matter 
You’ve got at—your race and our race are the same ; 

Flung wide o’er the earth i our branches may scatter, 
They spring from one stock, from one sapling they came. 


’T was a thousand long years, ere the trunk was divided, 
Since Saxon in Britain first planted the seed ; 

Slow growing through storms and compact it abided, 
The Oak-tree of om—no wind-shaken reed ! 

Not as mother to child, but as brother to brother, 
In age as in stature our nations are twin ; 

Side by side, not in anger confronting each other, 
In face of the world let us show we are kin! 


Yours and ours are King ALFRED, and CHAUCER, and Bacon, 
And SHAKSsPEARE, and RaLgIeH, and Drake, and Queen Bess; 
Our heirship in common can ne’er be forsaken— 
The glorious past we conjointly possess. 
Nowadays, too, we share with you athletes and actors, 
And Trilby we share, and affairs of the heart : . 
Each day of fresh ties o’er the Pond we ’re contractors— 
There ’s no Monrox Doctrine in marriage or art ! 
If Teuton with Russian and Gaul were preparing 
To fly at our throat, we would face them all three ! 
But a Brother JonaTHan P—No, we’re forbearing 
To rend thus asunder the Family Tree! 


LEGAL AnD MeEpicaLt.—The time of the year is a tronblesome one 
ject to gout and kindred complaints, but would it be 


PUNCH. Tue Kaiser's Favourite Sone.—‘' William’s sure to be right.” 
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| “TOUT EST PERDU, FORS L'HONNEUR!” 
Housekeeper (who has been describing the fire in the country house, and the destruction of all the books and family pictures, de , &c.). ‘* YES, 


MY LADY, EVERY SINGLE PICTURE BURNT 10 ASHES | 


WAVE ALL Last YEARS JAM!” 


THE PILOT THAT WEATHERED | N° yet, Sir, 


THE STORM. 


(Mr, Punch’s Adaptation of Canning’s Celebrated 
_Song to Mr, Chamberlain.) 


Ir hush’d the loud shindy that shattered our 


This sly 14 uo longest Gack shadaws datoes. 
If the worst of it’s o’er, with the Boer, shall 


we keep 
Silent tongue on the pilot that weathered 
the storm? . 


At the footetool of Josep Punch never did 


fawn, [cries ; 

Against him he joined not in faction’s dull 

With those who abused, from their ranks 
when withdrawn, . yt 

The man who till then they’d extolled to 


the skies, 


But clever cool pluck to all Britons is dear, 
An example of which now the nations 


0 

A statesman unbiassed by bounce or by fear, 

Is worl in a crisis, his weight in pure 
gold. 


When wonder and doubt in the hearts of us 
reign 

When a semi-piratical flag seemed unfurled, 

He the honour and faith of our country main- 


tained, 
And set us all right in the sight of the 
world. 


We are thankful all round an enthusiast craze 
Did not set half the world in a deuce of a 
shine ; [owe praise, 
If to CHAMBERLAIN’S coolness and pluck we 
Where’s the partisan fool who’ll that tri- 

' bute decline P 


the course of your eal 

. 0 
May your talents and virtues prove equal 

Bat noe we’ ll give praise both to 1 — 


e Boer, pin : [o all. 
With a tear for mad pluck which to folly 
Take thanks for great dangers by wisdom 


ed, 
. For evils by coolness and readiness braved ; 
For the une by considerate counsels 
upheld, saved, 
And the People from perils precipitate 
And, Jox, if again sudden 
: rise, (darkness deform, 
The bright dawnings of 


should fresh 
The trust of the good and the hopes of the 


wise storm 
Will turn to the pilot that weathered this 


PENNY STEADFULS. 


{[Mr. Sreap is issuing a penny edition of 
standard works of fiction. } 

ONLY a penny left of sixpence I had when 
I went into ‘‘Spotted Dog’! Not enough 
for glass of ale. Mate advises me to try a 
penn’orth of CuaRLey Dickens. Here goes! 

CHARLEY is prime, Must get more of him. 
Spend a bob on Pickwick. Why ain’t there a 
penn’orth o’ Sam Weller? Sam is prime, 
too. Find the missis wanted that bob for 
Sunday’sdinner. Can’t give it her. Wishes 
to know if I’ve spent it ‘‘on the booze’’? 
No, only ‘*on the read.” 

Penn’orth of Tom Jones next. Tom’s a 
ripper. Penn’orthsof Monte Cristo, CHARLEY 
READE, Joshua Davidson, &e, 

Don’t like this -and-half system, 
Prefer the ‘‘entire.”” Spend one week’s wages 
on Dumas. No more escapes from prison, 


ructions should 2 


THACKERAY ain’t in it 


Bur I VE OVE THING 10 TELL YOU THAT WILL PLEASE YOU:-—/ MANAGED Tu 





though. Whatasell! Landlord wants rent, 
and missis wants tin for food. Spent it all. 
Tell missis I’m bound to buy a penny She, 
She doesn’t understand, and hints—with a 
saucepan—at a judicial separation. Better 
out ot this! Off to ‘* Spotted Dog.” 

Sat up all night over Charles O’ Malley. 
Head splitting. Wanted five glasses to make 
it right. Fined for being late at work. Told 
foreman it was all due to Mr, Sreaps penny 
novels. Foreman replied it was more likely 
Mr. Bona's twopenny beer. How unjust! 

Brokers in! Seized all my novels! Missus 
in workhouse, Says novels are worse than 
rink, Nomoneyto get more. What shall I do? 

Jast pawned children’s boots. Got Vanit 
Fair—the whole hog, too. Disappvinted. 
i i the CHARLEYS, 
Read two chapters of the Fatr—thought it rot 
—off to ** Spotted Dog” again. Jolly evening. 

No home. And noemployment! Sleep in 
casual ward, And to think that it’s half- 
pints of fiction that have brought me to this ! 


To ‘‘ Daily News.” 
(A propos of an Interview recently reported, ) 


‘* J. B. Ropryson, he 
Seems to know something of 8. Afrikey.” 


Week-end Party in a Country House. 


Ordinary Man of Forty. I see someone 
writes to the 7imes to say that the Karser 
ought to be turned out of the Army and Navy. 

Charming Girl (much affected by the pro- 
posed punishment—quite innocently). at | 
= they want him not to be allowed to ‘‘ shop” 
there 


A new ‘'Lanour or Hercuies” (Rosrn- 
son).—To struggle with the Boer-constrictor. 
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READY ! 


“COME THE THREE CORNERS OF THE WORLD IN ARMS, 
AND WE SHALL SHOCK THEM: NOUGHT SHALL MAKE US RUE, 
IF ENGLAND TO ITSELF DO REST BUT TRUE.”—King John, Act V., Scene 7. 
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A FRIENDLY WORD WITH THE 


WAR-WIZARD. 


(‘It would require but the impetus of war to 
develop such a flood of destructive appliances as 
ee . — the world. I have invented a 

which water charged with 5000 volts 
can an be. h anled t6 a great distancé, which directed 
on an army would sweep it away like chaff.’’— 
Mr. Edison.) 


en ae bow, and the sword, and the 


The faired dak gus and torpedo,— 
(If one may trust oreo S swagger, 
And Science’s ultimate credo),— 
Have been merely tentative trifles 
On mankind’s red highway of slaughter. 
Machine-guns and murderous rifles, 
Must yield to—electrified water ! 
h, thankee, dear Epison, thankee 
Inventions like yours are ‘* transcendent,” 
And War, as improved by the Yankee, 
Wi as mere carnage—resplendent. 
How puny o old Jupiter’s bolts 
Compared with your eeey deluge, 
wee charged up to five thousan volts, 
ill sweep armies away”! Oh! 
Must rise from—well, regions eng sf 
For you ’ve licked the artillery Sa 
Whole armies yen 1] smash at a blow! 
yoo er _ ttt Noble gece e 
our dynamo-chains “‘ like snakes, 
Your horrid electrical site 
Are terrible scientist fakes— 
Unless they are journalist fables. 
ell, well, we must ‘‘ keep on our har’”’ 
As well as we can in our terror. 
But snakes! Edisonian war 
Would be Hades let loose, and no error. 
Aérial infernal machines 
Dropping dynamite down—what a benison | 
You’ ise, doubtless, the means 
Conceived by the fancy of Tennyson! 
Then your water-torpedoes! Olor! — 
We admit we are peda nae tened 
You ’d annihilate us, were 
Ere one could remark that it it ightened ! 


Atl so you kindly explain. 
How friendly, see y, is your warning ! 
To ppek ouuasy yes 7 d give your big brain, 
k save for te ehtete scorning. 


Well, nell, we are glad that we know; 

We believe all your bounce—to the letter. 
And now you have had your big ‘‘ blow, 

Punch hopes, my dear boy, you feel vetter! 


JACKY AT THE MANSION HOUSE. 
(An Intercepted Letter.) 


My DEAR Bossy,— mised when we said 
** good-bye’’ to one another at Old WHAcKEM’s 
that I would write to youl if anything particu- 
larly niceturnedup. Well, I have 
ever since. I have been to four theatres, a 
circus (Crystal Palace), six children’s ‘‘ at 
homes,” and one ’teen Cinderella. I said I 
would tell you how many ices I am taking, but 
I gave up counting when I got tonine hundred 
and ninety-seven, At the Mansion House the 
other night I had sixteen. And that reminds 
me the juvenile’s fancy dress ball was simply 
first-rate. The Lorp Mayor is no end of a 
fellow. And the dance was A 1. d 
the su 1 Well, it satistied me, and you 
know I am a bit of 1 at ae 
the dresses ? ell, some of them were 
first-rate. There were two with 
Christmas-trees on their h who were abso- 
lutely charming. Then Omsveme with a 
wreath, and Toreador with a sword, were 
quite the early English poet, and the latest 
style of bull-fighter. There were all sorts of 
uniforms, ians, Charley’s 
Aunts, and jockeys. But, as I heard a grown- 
up say, the 


a yell 
[huge 


best realisation of the ball was! especially wh en represented by his 
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Bill Sykes (reading), ‘‘THERE ARE NOW TEN MEN OF THE BecavANALAND Borper Pouce |! 
IN THE WHOLE BECHUANALAND PROTECTORATE, FOUR OF WHOM ARE- DOING Cusroms Doty,” |. 








the Lorp Mayor himself. Sir Water 
WILEIN is no end of a rane pa He’ 8 not 
only a Lord meron bs but has worn a r’s 
wig and commanded a brigade of artillery ! 
ee will imagine that he is a big 
o ~ is, but also something 
tter. He’sa olly ellow. And so 
say all of us. iad y all I mean everybody. 
And now I must stop as I have got to be off 
to the pantomime. 
Yours thoroughly enjoying himself, 
JACKY. 


CHORUS AT A MATINEE. 


Ox! Have you seen Robinson Crusoe ? 
es If not, ay and do 80, 
For Lauri STOREY 
Are both in their glory! 
Sweet Arice, Miss Brooxss, is young Crusoe. 


“Wor, Woir!’”— At Christmas time 
every effort is made to keep the vin from the 
door. The rich help the poor, and the eae 
ful the weak. As practical men, the directors 
of the Crystal Palace have gone a farther, 
and instead of closing the gates of the Syden- 
ham show, have opened its portals to the wel- 
come outsider. M. WoLF is a host in himself, 
circus, 


THE LAUREATE’S FIRST RIDE. 


(The New Poet-Laureate’s verses appeared in the . 
“* Times,” Saturday, January 11.) 


Sona, is it song ? Well—blow it! 

But I’ll sing it boys, all the same 
Because I’m the Laureate Poet, 

That ’s the worst of aerne a name! 
I must be inspired to ord 

** Go em, em, to save their breath :”” 

I can sien: to ** order” with ‘* border,”’ 
And jingle to ‘‘ breath’ with ‘* death.” 


** Let lawyers and statesmen addle 
Their pates over points of ria Sag 

Of Pegasus I’m in the 
But why does he cough “ Tisekaw® P 

es stanzas! Inspired! Mad ones! 

d well if sung to a band! 

There! dash it! some 

To finish with ‘‘ crus 


, some bad ones, 
gs”? and ‘‘ Rand. » 
A, A. 


** BUSINESS CARRIED ON AS USUAL DURING | 
THE ALTERATIONS,’’—** Lord Hawke's Eleven 
playing the J ohannesburg team according to | 
previous arrangement,” 


A ,ScttooLpoy’ s Query.—Are three police- 
‘men’s feet equal to one Scotland Yard, 
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AN ASTRONOMER. 


Mrs, 8. ‘‘Be THe way, I HEAR JUPITER—THE Eventna STAR—IS WORTH SEEING JUST 
Now. CAN EITHER OF YOU GIRLS TELL ME WHERE TO LOOK FOR IT?” 
Ir’s EXACTLY TWO YARDS AND A HALF TO THE RIGHT OF THE 


Bertha, ‘'Yxs, I can. 
GeeaT Bear!” 


Mrs. S, '‘Two YARDS AND A HALF! WHAT ON EARTH DO YOU MEAN?” 
Bertha. ‘‘ Wut, 1’VE MEASURED IT CAREFULLY WITH MY UMBRELLA!” 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 






[January 18, 1896. 


NURSERY RHYMES IN ** BOOK” FORM 


stage eas etsscede re deci’ sesh tac! 
- Baron de Book-Worms,)  - 


Atr—" Jack Sprat.” 


WatLtTeR Scott 

Wrote no “‘ rot’; 
DICKENS was ne’er obscene, 
For authors great ~ 
As these we wait, 
To sweep our Hill Top clean, 


Arr—‘‘ Hi-diddle-diddle,” 

i nace ah 

Your rhymes no more ripple ; 

Your prose, too, is getting abstruse. 
If you ’ve got more of Mowgli, 
Drown him in the Hoogli 

And banich the rest to the deuce. 


A1tr—“' Baa, baa, black sheep.”’ 


‘** Mar-Mar-Relli, have you any rule P” 
‘* Yes, Sir, surely. ‘ Critic means a fool.’ 
I have a grievance, Satan has as well ; ; 
A'though I think—and you’ll agree — his 
Sorrows area sell.” 
Arr—‘‘ Humpty Dumpty.” 
GRanTIe ALLIE sat on the hill. 
GRANTIE ALLIE had a great spill. 


All gentle readers, both women and men, 
Hope he will never go there again. 


. Arr—"* Three Blind Mice,” 


Three good books. See how they sell ! 
Platform, Press, Play, by T. H. 8. E., 
Tall Talk by SMALLEY, and Blackwood's 
** Shirlee,’”’ 
They ’ve none of your modern morbiditee 
These three good books, 
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Arr—"' Mary, Mary, quite contrary.” 


Ovurpa, Ourpa, CoRELL’s leader, 
How does your MS. growr 
Latin, Greek, quotations sleek. 

And epithets ‘* all in a row.” 


Atr—'' Little Jack Horner.” 


Little too Hardy, do not be tardy 
In mending your too-blue cake, 
For, by scissors and paste, 
Tis not good to the taste, 
But a most injudicious ‘‘ half-bake”’! 








BERLIN WOOL GATHERING. 
(A Page from Somebody's Diary.) 

Sunday.—After preaching my customary sermon to the members 
of the Court, and putting an equerry under arrest for falling asleep 
before the end of it, took up my favourite book, Zhe Life of 
Barnum, and sought for inspiration. Drew blank this time. How- 
ever, dashed off letters to the Porr.and the Archbishop of CANTER- 
BURY, giving the first a few hints upon ritual, and the last a new 
pattern for lawn sleeves, 

Monday.—Spent the morning pleasantly in trying on uniforms 
and being photographed in the whole thirty of them. Read in the 
papers that someone had found out a new star. Wired my personal 
congratulations to the observant savant, and desired him to call his 
astronomical discovery after me. Gave a lecture to my ‘‘ veteran 
class,” Fair attendance of elderly ecclesiastics, warriors, and diplo- 
matists. My subject - treated simply and literally—‘* How to empty 
eggs by suction,” greatly appreciat Sent a professor to gaol for 
daring to give a testimonial to a pill manufacturer—such recom- 
mendations should be endorsed with my signature. I cannot allow 
tampering with my prerogative. 

day.—Noticing that the Little Pedlington football team has 
proved victorious in a contest with the Shoreditch Outsiders, I sent 
mes hearty congratulation to the one and sincere condolence to 
the other. Delivered another lecture to the ‘* veteran class,” a body 
which, on this occasion, had to be coll together at the point of 
the bayonet. My subject, ‘‘ Myself as Univereal Instructor,” was full 
of interest. Spent the rest of the day in solving the problem ‘* how 
to attain the maximum of interference in the minimum of time.”’ 


Wednesday.—Roughed out a scheme for an International Exhibi- 
tion. Should be sixteen times as big as Chicago, Central idea a 
colossal statue of myself. Should be twice as high as the Tour Eiffel. 
Another feature—a gigantic wheel four times the size of that at 
Earl’s Court. In the hundred cars should be bands of muric playing a 
new National Anthem about me, composed by myself. Sent a message 
of congratulation to Drury Lane. However, next year must beat 
the record myself. Nothing I thould like better than producing a 
pantomime, 

Thursday.—Rather neglected my fleet and army lately. Ordered 
off all the available vessels to the coast and organised an invasion. 
Prepared for a row anywhere. Filled in half-a-dozen telegrams of | 
congratulation, and dispatched them in all directions. Spent the 
remainder of the day in consultation with my tailor. Have schemed 
out a sort of conibination uniform, compoged of two-thirds field- | 
marehal to one-third admiral of the fleet. ‘ 

Friday.—Great fun! I have heen taken seriously! Friendly }: 
power says that I have insulted it! Must have international posters 
of myself, Portrait, of courre, One thousand double crowns. Try 
one thousand—onght to do as a commencement. Must have more 
stations than the soap people. Ought to bill from the Arc’ic to the 
Antartic. Sent message cf congratulation to the proprietors of the 
Self-appreciative Savon. < 

Saturday.— Very much disturbed by a dream. Fancied in my | 
sleep that I was at Eton, Just begun my customary game, when a |: 
fellow bigger than myself tcld me I ‘' wanted the bumptiousness 
‘taken on‘ of me,” and gaye me a good sourd kicking! 


New Yxar Tities.—Turk :—Family Butcher. 


January 18, 1896.] 


SPORTIVE SONGS. 
Tus YACHTSMAN TO HIS Lass, 


THE breeze is blowing full and fair, 
e billows dance with glee, 

And sparkle ’neath the noonday glare 
Like jewels of the sea. 

The schooner’s bow begins to dip, 
Her snowy wings are free ; 

The dinghy’s waiting by the “‘ slip” 
For,you, my lass, and me, 


How nautical your pretty dress, 
Your hat with sailor brim, 
e buttons lettered ‘‘ R. Y. 8.” 
Your nliken bast with burgee ri 
our silken knot wi a 
ee ey 
our elescope in 
All typical of you. 


We’re off! and westward be our way 
O’er Solent’s aout tide. 

We'll race the sun till close of day, 
As swiftly on we glide 

B enn h’s pier and Totland’s strand, 

y Alum’s glowing bay. 

By where, mist-clad, the Needles stand, 

White sentinels mid grey. 
wind 


Hurrah! hurrah! the 
Makes all the canvas 

The lighthouse we have left behind— 
On! ou! to Portland Bill 

Your Viking blood must feel the spell, 

Speak losier!” What? Oh, very well, 

peak louder a , very 
You’d better go below! 


EquaL_y Tavuz.—It is stated by a teetotal 
ecientist that any man drinking plain hot 
water for a year or two will never again need 
whiskey. Dr. Puncu confidently asserts that 
anyone drinking plain hot whiskey for the 
same period will never again require water. 


Query (by One “‘ who only asks infor- 
mation ’’).— Was the President of the Orange 
Free State born in P 
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TALENT v. GENIUS. 


Bob (the man of genivs). ‘‘GooD HEAVENS! THEY ’RE ADVERTISING THE TanTH EDITION 
OF THAT CONFOUNDED 
WHAT RUBBISH IT MUST BE, TO BE SO POPULAR 48 ALL THAT !” 

John (the man of talent), ‘'AB, WELL—ONB MUST LIVE, YOU KNOW! LOOK HERE, OLD 
MAN, I DON'T WANT TO BRAG, BUT IF YOU'LL MAKB IT WORTH MY WHILE, I'LL PROMISE 
TO WRITE IN LESS THAN A WEEK A THRBEU-VOLUME NovBL THAT SHALL FALL AS &TILL- 
BORN FROM THE PRES8s AS IF YOU'D WRITTEN EVERY WORD OF IT YOURSELF, AND SPENT 
A COUPLE OF YEARS IN THE PROCESS |” 


K OF YOURS WHIOH I’VE NEVER READ, AND NEVER MBEAN TO ! 








MARY ANNER ON MARBLE ‘ALLS AND AMERICAN NOTIONS. 


{In America it is customary to make forecourts and house-steps of marble, 
and clean them with long-handled swabs without the necessity of kneeling. ] 


**T preamT I dwelt in marble ’alls!”’ One thinks of that old ditty 

A-hearing of them Yankee steps. If people knowed they ’d pity 

The sorrows of a servant-girl a-kneeling and a- ing, 

As might be done in cumfort-like by marble flags and mopping. 

Same as I’ve seed them sailors do; wich my young man’s a yotman, 

As caught my ’art—’e ts that smart |—and cut out Jz the potman, 

Last Heaster-time as ever was. JACK, ’e sees me h oning 

Our forecourt flags, with frozen knees, a-shivering and a-groaning, 

And sez, sez ’e ** Belay there Many! Pooty nice sight ¢his is! 

Your friz, my gal! 1’ll’ave a word with that old cat, your missis 

This ain’t no work in winter-time for pore young . O blow it! 

In ave your red-nosed dragon beans!” Sez I, ‘* Now Jack, dear, 
ow it! 

She a Some through the blinds at yer this blessed moment, 

er 

You’d only make it wus for me a-joring on the matter. : 

She’s that portikler with ’er s, you'd think they led to ’eaven, 

As it’s much more like t’other place. She routs me up at seven, 

ae these stones ain’t white as snow by breakfast-time !”’—’Ere 
ACKY 

Let out a large-sized swear, and bunked, a-biting at ’is ’bacoy 

As though it was the nubbly nose of that there Mies BeLmwpER. 

As’e could twig a-piping on ’im through the parlour winder. 

Heigho! Taint no use ’owling, but Jaox’s right; this ’ere step- 


eaning 

Ain’t woman’s work by enny means. Yon’d understand my 
meaning 

If in a nipping cold east wind, some morning in December, 

With chilblains on yer ’ands and ’eels, and aches in every member, 

Red elbers, and a redder nose, and a ’ousemaid’s knee a-coming, 

And Mies BetinpEr at the blinds a-seowling and a-drumming, 


pelea dant 


Ao clean those cold stone-steps and flags slap down the 


garden. 
“* Fiddle!” sez Miss BetinpEr. ‘It'll brace yer up. and ’arden.” 
’Arden? Olor’! If shivery, sore, numb feelings ’arden anyone, 

T ought to be as ard as nails. A step-gal, now, a penny one, 

Or tuppenny touch, one o’ them towzly, trollopy tramps as tout 


about 
For meaning jobs, and then run loose, are ’ard, that there’s no doubt 


a 
But decent gals as love fal-lals, mere flesh and blood ones, perishes 
A ’earthstoning them steps and stones our English missis o ea, 
Therefore them marble steps and mops the Yankee ’ired ’elps uses, 
Makes my mouth water. JoHuny Bott is stubborn, and refuses, 
Most times, to learn of furriners; but in their floors and pavings 
Them Yankees seem to beat us. 0, the comforts and the savings, 
In colds, and cramps, and ’ousemaid’s knees, if scrubbings an 


sloppi 
Could raid ore, as over there, without our ’ard knee-floppings | 
And if inwentors ’ere will take this lesson from the Yankee, 
UsEnglish servants gals will shout one loud tremenjous **Thankee!!!” 


The Long and the Short of it. 
Scenz—A Board School. 
Pupil. Oh, prithee, teacher, tell to m 
Are b, tt war with tee P " 
Teacher. On that my information ’s scanty : 
But, p’raps, my lad, you mean Ashanti ? 


Curious Comcrpsnce.—A reviewer contends in the Pali Mali 
Gazette that all books ought to be cut. On the other hand, many, 
not absolutely thin-skinned, authors declare that reviewers ought to 
be treated in the same way. 


Tus Luvs WHICH Is OFTEN Drawn.—The Equator. 


a. deol 
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AN ASTRONOMER. 


Mrs. 8. ‘Be THE way, I HEAR JUPITER—THE EVENING STAR—IS WORTH SEEING JUST 
Now. CAN RITBER OF YOU GIRLS TELL ME WHERE TO LOOK FOR IT!” 
Bertha, ‘Yes, I can, It’s BXACTLY TWO YARDS AND A HALF TO THE RIGHT OF THE 


GeeaT Bear!” 


Mrs. S, ''Two YARDS AND A HALF] WHAT ON EARTH DO YOU MEAN?” 
Bertha. ‘‘ Wet, 1’V& MEASURED IT CAREFULLY WITH MY UMBRELLA !” 
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[January 18, 1896. 


NURSERY RHYMES IN *“* BOOK” FORM 
(Dedicated, without especial permission, to the 
=a ‘Baron de Book. Won Ni mag On i 


Arm—"* Jack Sprat,” 


Water Scorr 

Wrote no “‘ rot’’; 
DICKENS was ne’er obscene, 
For authors great ~ 
As these we wait, 
To sweep our Hill Top clean. 


Arrn—"‘ Hi-diddle-diddle,” 
pa ang ! 

Your rhymes no more ripple ; 

Your prose, too, is getting abstruse. 
If you’ve got more of Mowgli, 
Drown him in the Hoogli 

And banich the rest to the deuce. 


A1tr—“ Baa, baa, black sheep.” 
** Mar-Mar-Relli, have you any rule P” 
** Yes, Sir, surely. ‘ Critic means a fool,’ 
I have a grievance, Satan has as well; 
A'though I ¢hink—and you’ll agree — his 
Sorrows area sell.” 
Arr—‘' Humpty Dumpty.” 
GRanTIe ALLIE sat on the hill. 
GRanTIE ALLIE had a Eevee spill. 


All gentle readers, both women and men, 
Hope he will never go there again. 


. Atrr—"* Three Blind Mice.” 


Three good books, See how they sell ! 
eee Press, Play, by T. H. 8. E., 
Tali Talk by SMALLEY, and Blackwood's 
** Shirlee,”’ 
They ’ve none of your modern morbiditee 
These three good books, 


Arr—"* Mary, Mary, quite contrary.” 


Ova, Ovurpa, CoRELL’s leader, 
How does your MS. growr 
Latin, Greek, quotations sleek. 
And epithets ‘* all in a row.” 


Artr—' Little Jack Horner.” 


Liitle too Hardy, do not be tardy 
In mending your too-blue cake, 
For, by scissors and paste, 
Tis not good to the taste, 
But a most injudicious ** half-bake ’’! 





BERLIN WOOL GATHERING. 
(A Page from Somebody's Diary.) 

Sunday.—After preaching my customary sermon to the members 
of the Court, and putting an equerry under arrest for falling asleep 
before the end of it, took up my favourite book, The Life of 
Barnum, and sought for inspiration. Drew blank this time. How- 
ever, dashed off letters to the Popz-and the Archbishop of CanTER- 
BURY, giving the first a few hints upon ritual, and the last a new 
ss ae lawn org ee : 3 

onday.—Spent the morning pleasantly in trying on uniforms 
and being photographed in the whole thizty of t a Read in the 
papers that someone had found out a new star. Wired my personal 
congratulations to the observant savant, and desired him to call his 
astronomical discovery after me. Gave a lecture to my ‘‘ veteran 
class.” Fair attendance of elderly ecclesiastics, warriors, and diplo- 
matists. My subject - treated oer ae literally—‘* How to empty 
eggs by suction,” greatly appreciat Sent a professor to gaol for 
daring to give a testimo to a pill manufacturer—such recom- 
mendations should be endorsed with my signature, I cannot allow 
tam g with my prerogative. 
day.—Noticing that the Little Pedlington football team has 
proved victorious in a contest with the Shoreditch Outsiders, I sent 
eee of hearty congratulation to the one and sincere condolence to 
the other. Delivered another lecture to the ** veteran class,” a body 
which, on this occasion, had to be coll 
of interest. Spent the rest of the day in solving the problem ** how 
to attain the maximum of interference in the minimum of time.”’ 


I ected together at the point of | 
the bayonet. My subject, ‘‘ Myself as Universal Instructor,” was full | 


Wednesday.—Roughed out a scheme for an International Exhibi- 
tion. Should be sixteen times as big as Chicago, Central idea a 
colossal statue of myself. Should be twice as high as the Tour Eiffel. 
Another feature—a gigantic wheel four times the size of that at 
Earl’s Court. In the hundred cars should be bands of mutric playing a 
new National Anthem about me, composed by myeelf. Sent a message 
of congratulation to Drury Lane. However, next year must beat 
the record myself. Nothing I thould like better than producing a 
pantomime, 

Thursday.—Rather neglected my fleet and army lately. Ordered 
off all the available vessels to the coast and organised an invasion. 
Prepared for a row anywhere, Filled in half-a-dozen telegrams of 
congratulation, and dispatched them in all directions. Spent the 
remainder of the day in consultation with my tailor. Have schemed 


out a sort of combination uniform, compoged of two-thirds field- |’ 


marrhal to one-third admiral of the fleet. 


Friday.—Great fun! I have been taken seriously! Friendly }: 


power says that I have insulted it! Must have international posters 
of myself, Portrait, of couree, One thousand double crowns. Try 
one thousand—ought to do as a commencement. Must have more 
stations than the soap people. Ought to bill from the Arc’ic to the 
Antartic, Sent message cf congratulation to the proprietors of the 
Self-appreciative Savon. 


Saturday.— Very much disturbed by a dream. Fancied in my |. 
sleep that I was at Eton, Just begun my customary game, when a |) 


fellow bigger than myself tcld me I ‘‘ wanted the bumptiousness 
taken ou‘ of me,” and gave me a good sound kicking! 


New Yxak Tities,—Turk :—Family Butcher. 
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SPORTIVE SONGS. 


Tue YACHTSMAN TO HIS LASS, 


THE breeze is blowing full and fair, 
The billows dance with glee, 

And sparkle ’neath the noonday glare 
Like jewels of the sea. 

The schooner’s bow begins to dip, 

The dinghy's waiting by the * slip” 
e y's @ i) 
For;you, my lass, end 

How nautical your pretty dress, 
Your hat with of brim, 

The buttons lettered ‘‘ R. Y. 8.” 
Upon your jacket trim ; 

Your silken knot with burgee ring, 

wan 8 rol navy blue. 
our dain escope in sling— 
All typical of won. 


We’re off! and westward be our way 
O’er Solent’s fl tide, 

We'll race the sun till close of day, 
As swiftly on we glide 

By Yarmouth’s pier and Totland’s strand, 
By Alum’s glowing bay. 

By where, mist-clad, the Needles stand, 
White sentinels mid grey. 


Hurrah! hurrah! the ooo wind 
Makes all the canvas fill. 

The lighthouse we have left behind— 
On! on! to Portland Bill. 

Your Viking blood must feel the spell, 

Sprak loaier!? What? Oh, . ell, 

peak louder , very W 
You’d better go below! 


‘ 


EquaLtLy Tarue.—It is stated by a teetotal 
ecientist that any man drinking plain hot 
water for a year or two will never again need 
whiskey. Dr. Puncn confidently asserts that 
anyone drinking plain hot whiskey for the 
same period will never again require water. 


Query (by One “‘ who only asks for infor- 
mation ”’).—Was the President of the Orange 
Free State born in Belfast ? 
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TALENT v. GENIUS. 


Bob (the man of genius), '‘GooD HEAVENS! THEY'RE ADVERTISING THE TENTH EDITION 
OF THAT CONFOUNDED Book OF YOURS WHICH I’VE NEVER READ, AND NEVER MEAN TO |! 
WHAT RUBBISH IT MUST BE, TO BE 8O POPULAR AS ALL THAT 

John (the man of talent), ‘' AB, WELL—ONE MUST LIVE, YoU KNOW! Look HERE, OLD 
MAN, I DON’T WANT TO BRAG, BUT IF YOU ’LL MAKE IT WORTH MY WHILE, ILL PROMISE 
TO WRITE IN LESS THAN A WEEK A THREE-VOLUME NOVEL THAT SHALL FALL AS STILL- 
BORN FROM THE PRESS AS IF YOU’D WRITTEN EVERY WORD OF IT YOURSELF, AND SPENT 
A COUPLE OF YEARS IN THE PROCESS |” 








MARY ANNER ON MARBLE 'ALLS AND AMERICAN NOTIONS. 


[In America it is customary to make forecourts and house-steps of marble, 
and clean them with long-handled swabs without the necessity of kneeling. ] 


**T pREAMT I dwelt in marble ’alls!”? One thinks of that old ditty 
A-hearing of them Yankee steps. If people knowed they ’d pity 
The sorrows of a servant-girl a-kneeling and a- g, 
As might be done in cumfort-like by marble flags and mopping. 

e as I’ve seed them sailors do; wich my young man’s a yotman, 
As caught my ’art—’e ¢s that smart |—and cut out Jem the potman, 
Last Heaster-time as ever was. JACK, ’e sees me hearthstoning 
Our forecourt flags, with frozen knees, a-shivering and a-groaning, 
And sez, sez ’e ** ney there Mary! Pooty nice sight this is! 
Your friz, my gal! I’ll’ave a word with that old cat, your missis ! 
This ain’t no work in winter-time for pore young gals. O blow it! 
I’ give your red-nosed dragon beans!” Sez I, ‘‘ Now Jack, dear, 

ow 
She aoe ing through the blinds at yer this blessed moment, 
"er 


You’d only make it wus for me a-joring on the matter. 

She’s that pertikler with ’er s, you’d think they led to ’eaven, 

As it’s much more like t’other p She routs me up at seven, 

gas these stones ain’t white as snow by time |”’—’Ere 
ACKY 

Let out a large-sized swear, and bunked ome at ’is ’baccy 

As though it was the nubbly nose of that there Mies BELINDER. 

As’e could twig a-piping on ’im the parlour winder. 

Heigho! ’Taint no use ’owling, but Jacx’s right; this ’ere step- 


cleaning 
Ain’t woman’s work by enny means. Yon’d understand my 
meaning 
If in a nipping cold east wind, some morning in December, 
With chilblaiss on yer ’ands and ’eels, and aches in every member, 
Red elbers, and a redder nose, and a ’ousemaid’s knee a-coming, 
And Miss Betrinpenr at the blinds a-scowling and a-drumming, 


’ a 


You ’ad to clean those cold stone-steps and flags slap down the 


garden, 
‘* Fiddle!” sez Miss BetrxpEr. ‘‘ It’ll brace yer up. and ’arden,” 
*ArdenP Olor’! If shivery, sore, numb feelings ’arden anyone, 
T ought to be as ard as nails, A step-gal, now, a penny one, 
Or tuppenny touch, one o’ them towzly, trollopy tramps as tout 
a 


For a jobs, and then run loose, are ’ard, that there’s no doubt 


abou 
But decent gals as love a mere flesh and blood ones, perishes 
A ’earthstoning them steps and stones our English missis cherishes, 
Therefore them marble and mops the Yankee ’ired ’elps uses, 
Makes my mouth water. JoHNNy BvL1 is stubborn, and refuses, 
Most times, to learn of furriners; but in their floors and pavings 
Them Yankees seem to beat us. 0, the comforts and the savings, 
In colds, and cramps, and ’ousemaid’s knees, if scrubbings and cold 


al 
Could Paid "ere, as over there, without our ’ard knee-floppings |! 
And if inwentors ’ere will take this lesson from the Yankee, 
UsEnglish servants gals will shout one loud tremenjous ‘*Thankee!!!”’ 


The Long and the Short of it. 
Scene—A Board School. 
Pupil. Oh, prithee, teacher, tell to me, 
Are we at war with Ashantee ? 
Teacher, On that my information ’s scanty : 
But, p’raps, my lad, you mean Ashanti ? 


Cuniovs CorncipEncE.—A reviewer contends in the Pall Mall 
Gazette that all books ought to be out. On the other hand, many, 
not absolutely thin-skinned, authors declare that reviewers ought to 
be treated in the same way. 


Tue Love WHICH IS OFTEN Drawn.—The Equator. 
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“UNDER WHICH KING” (STREET, ST. JAMES’S). 


Hore told a fluttering tale when he wrote his stirringly, bighly- 
charged Sir-John-Gilberteequian romance, The Prisoner of Zenda. 
Anyone fond of the lighter kind of music united to an extravagant 
plot, while seeniny AnTHONY Hope’s romance, must have seen what a 
cnance there wou 
La Grande Duchesse de Gérolstein, book by Metiwac and Hatévy, 
and music by the late King of opera-bouffe composers, JACQUES 
OFFENBACH, It needed an OrrrNpacH; for anyone else, English, 
French, or German, touching this subject would have found himself 
woefully hampered and bothered by Offenbachian memories. 

Here are all his characters to 
hand: here is his Grand Duke, 
his courtiers, his General Boum - 
conspiring to support the Young 
Pretender; here is the pretty {| 
princess ready for a sweet song 
and a love duet; here are evi- 
dently burlesque imitations of 
Wagnerian Ortrude and Telra- 
mond, immediately recognisable : 
in Antoinette de Mauban and the | 
Black Michael, fitted with grand y 
situations for ultra comic duets, 
to be taken most reriously : while 
in opportunities for solos, trios, 
grand choruses, ballets, and spec- {| 
tacular effects, never could Jibret- Wilh iy 
tist’s book be richer. There is for WK Hf 
the librettist and composer a per- 9) | 
fect wealth of material; but for ~ 
the playwright, choosing to take 
himself and this story seriously, 
all that is food for the comic opera 
librettist, is, to him, poison. So 
much for the romance ard the 
opera-bouffe, the King of Toortru- 
ritania, asit might have been: and 
now for the play by Epwarp Rosz,: 
the Blooming Rosx, as presen 
at the St. James’s Theatre, . 

It is in a noe and four Acts. It commences at a quarter to 
eight, and is over by, or soon after, eleven. The Prologue is a little 
drama in itself ; it is admirably played by Mr, GzonGE ALEXANDER 
as ‘‘the Red Elphege,” of 1733—which sounds like a peculiar wine 
of a good vintage year; by Mr. Wanine as “the Black Elphege,” 
which sounds a bit Jike the Original Bones of Christy Minstrelsy, 
with a song ‘‘ The Waring of the Black,” parody upon “‘ 7, 
Wearing of the Green”; by Mr. CHARLES GLENNEY, as the Hea 
Husband, who, in company with Miss Manet Hackney (a 
young actress, in spite of her name), Mr. FEATHERSTONE, Mr. Boyce, 
and Mr. SreRNRoyD, struts his short half-hour on the stage, and then 
is heard no more. In this Prologue, had Prince Rudolph, or the 
husband, been killed, we should have had a complete little one Act 
domestic tragedy, a lever du rideau of exceptional merit, well worth 
secing on account of the acting. But those who come in at 8,30 may 
comfort themeelves by the assurance that the Prologue they have 
missed is not essential to the plot, its incidents being recounted in 
about three lines during the progress of the First Act of the play. _ 

And this first Act isexcellent. The device by which a ** double” is 
substituted for Mr. ALEXANDER, who, as the moustachioless, tippling 
King, topples over on the right-hand side of the stage when, almost 
at the same instant, he himeelf, as sendyll, the moustachioed 
English tourist, enters on the left, is one o the best dece tions 
since Duboscg and Lesurques, the two single gentlemen rolled into 
one actor, startled the town. The change is effected with such neat- 
ness and precision as to defy detection. The oldest stagers will be 
puzzled, and the youngest will scarcely believe their eyes. 

In fact, the three first Acts are all as good as they can be; but the 

uestion must arise, what sort of piece are we looking at? Is it not 

e dramatic representation of an extravagant peers joke, which 
the originators are taking with a light heart, and in which the author 
has been puzzled as to how it is to be taken, seriously or not? If 
seriously, then the motive is inadequate, and the str ing tragedy 
notes of Mi Hanpury as the handsome mistress of ‘* the 


eS oa re ) \) sa \ \\ \ 
Vinge 
i Ny Sag, 8 
Mp 





ZA 
fl 


, 47) oe 


Ze 
of Dee, 
| 


Dangons! 


Miss Lity 
Black Elphege,’’ represented by Mr. HenBERT WaRin@G, that double- 
dyed black villain ough to give the tone to the piece; in which case 

the merriment of the three one jokers, Rassendyll, Colonel Sapt 
(Mr. W. H. Vernon), and Fritz (Mr. Royston), is quite out of place, 
But, on the contrary, it is the light-hearted gaiety of the conspirators 
which carries the audience along and makes ‘“‘ our friends in front” 
participators in the jest, nen UY my ing the audacious humour 
of the situation. It 1s good fun to see all these magnificently haughty 
nobles, the Cardinal Primate, the Lords and Ladies, the representa- 
tives of the Great Powers, all taken in, and kissing the hand of the 
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d have been in it for an opera after the style of 












Trio of Conspirators, led by General Sapt-Boum f 
Chantons! 

“Petits pas! Petits pas 

Petits, petits, petits pas !”’—Grande Duche:se. 


[January 18, 1896. 


sham King of Ruritania. It gives additional zest to the situation 
that Lord Topham, the Englis eee es taro played by Mr. 
GrorGE Bancrort (who has quitted the Court (o 








law).to appear at St. |. 


James's), should be the imposter’s uncle, but so blind as not to recog- | 


nise 
Princess Flavia should fall in love with the imposter, and he with 
her, is all part of *‘the humour of it.” But that this should ever be 
taken seriously— impossible! : ee bs pes 
When in the Jast Act is seen the miserable victim of this light- 
hearted practical joke, the King, dying in the vault of the castle, the 
audience having thoroughly ‘‘ entered into the humour of the thing,” 
are on tiptoe of expectation for him to say something at which they 
ean laugh ; ‘but suddenly they find 
that ‘this joke is no joke,” that 
what is fun for the boys is death 













fii to the frog, and they discover that 
8 ti this tragic sitaation, rendered 
\ still more tragic by Mr. ALFx- 
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7 any means in keeping with the 
farcical antecedents. 
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when the repentant Antoinette 


SOY 


cued from the objectionable atten- 
tions of one ruffian only to 


to IY 7 taken by storm (that is, by troops 
ei, 7 4''\ only “heard without”), and 
Ti(aZ A everything somehow or another 
—— ought to end happily, then the 
ze author disappoints us, the lovers 
separate never to meet again, and 





lo 


poor deserted 
the living victim of a prepos- 
terous practical joke! And the 
audien 
; ae tribute to the excellence of the 
acting, go away wishing that things hed 

differcntly. 


down comes the curtain on the |’ 
Princess Flavia, |: 


his nephew. All this ‘is pure extravagant fun, That the | 


Then when action commences, 


sympathises with the miserable |’ 
monarch, when she has been res- 


into the arms of another, when |; 
there has been a fight to rescue 
her, and when the castle has been | 


after paying just |: 
turned out rather |: 


Now. how ought this practical joke to have ended ? Thus :—The | 


toper King should have been allowed, like Barnardine, the drunken 

convict, to have been spoken of as having drank himeelf to death; 

= should not have been seen at all, The walls should have been 
re 


down, the successful troops admitted, and Princess Flavia |. 


should have been proclaimed Queen, giving her hand to Rudolf |. 
Rassendyli as Prince Consort. Cheers, triumphant music, tableau, |. 


curtain, and everyone 


ie not Hikay that. thi | 
Of course it is not likely that this suggestion as to excision of 


Prologue and re-writing the finish will be acted upon; but had it 
been thus, then whatever the present success of this piece ma 


be, 
interesting and amusing as it now is, its popularity would hala been ) 


undisputed, and its run trebled, As it is, it may well be seen and 


~ 


enjoyed for the acting of all concerned in it; but to ask either actors |: 


or audience to take seriously the 
‘*comic-opera’”’ a plot, is to demand an eee And thus it 
is that sacs. like real sentiment, acted or spoken, is so much 
wasted force. This play is one thing, and Mr. Horr’s original romance 
quite another. In effect, Mr. Rosz is ‘‘ Hope-ing against Hope,” 


His Own Poetical Explanation of It. 


characters aiding and abetting so |; 


——- 


Wuy our linkman didn’t appear for a week after the first of the 7 


New Year:— 
So many tips ’e’ad an’ many “‘ nips” ’e 
Took down! through these ere tips ’e got quite tipsee. 


(Forgiven, but’e ’opes not to be forgotten next year. |: 


‘ Watker—Lonpon.””—Where are our diaries for this New Year? |. 


Where? ‘ Echoanswers, ‘WaLkER’!” The question solvitur ambu- 
lando, WALKER has just published his diaries, of all shapes and sizes, 
to suit all pockets and all tastes, for taste must be included when a 
popular book is likely to be in everybody’s mouth. Neat, not bulky, 
with patent pencils that need no cutting, and some of them with 
covers that will last long and improve with age, so that all that 
will be necessary up to end of ee century (whenever that may 
be, for already there is a difficulty as to when the next centmry is to 
commence) for the possessor of one of these handy pocket-books to 
do, is to follow the example of a good sporting landed eee, 
and preserve the covers, taking care to stock them each 
year, 
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TS With some olly leaves tickling yer rose through the trap if you take a sly peep 

& at the party inside, ge «gh to 

With seventeen bundles, a cart, and a rockin’-’orse, swellin’ like six with good- 
nature and pride, 


Give me the gents for good fares and a tip or so. Jydies—lord love ’em !— 
sweet, sour, young or old, though silver was gold. 
Go mostly ‘‘ according to CockER” with cabbies. They ’andle their purse as 
And copper was silver. Their neat-kidded fingers, though tiny and trim, ’ave 
no end of a grip, 5 _ [a tip. 
And not one in ten on ’em reckons ’er bundles kerrect, or is moved to give Cabby 


Lydies not bizness-like? Bless yer, the beauties just beat Mister Man at that 
game by a mile. ) ; smile, 
See a small fist twisted round a port-money, a pair o’ red lips, as Jook e fora 
Snap sharp upon ‘'That’s your right fare, Cabman!” Scissors! Nutcrackers 
not in it for nip with she-jaws. : i 
And grumbling ’s about as much good against females as fists against granite, 
or tears against laws. ? 


The worst o’ the gents is, they will ply the liquor so! Don’t mind a weed now 
and then, good or bad [awfully ’ad). 
(And some of the toffs must buy tuppenny duffers, or be by their ’baccynists 
But seventeen whiskies took on seriatum will tell on the toughest; and then 
such a mix a fix. 
From Port to Old Tom, as you get at this ceason |—it puts sober coves in a bit of 


To take ’alf the neat New Year nips out in tuppences, that would suit Cabbies, 

and likewise their wives. : [strives, 
London, you see’s a’ard place to keep sober in, at Christmas, ’owever one 
That form of convivialness known as ‘‘ treating,” to cabbies and others is just a 


fair cuss, 
Lots will stand you free drinks all the evening, and yet if you’re broke fora 
tanner will raise a big fuss, 


Rum thing, ’uman friendship! It often sticks close to mere self as its shadder. 
For what can you think 

Of a “jolly good pal” whose sole notion of ’elping a stoney-broke chum is to— 
stand ’im a drink 

Just feels disposed for a booze-mate, that’s all, for a lot of big laps don't like 
la ping one, [a ’eart like a stone, 

And nae 8 many & swaggertome treater-all-round who, away from the bar, ’as 

So gents, remember when dealing with Cabby, and Bobby, andothers at’oliday time. 

Free standing of drinks isn’t always a kindness, is frequent most selfish, and 
sometimes a crime 

Wish you ’ud known Torry Tiypat! Ah, Torry, old pal, it is many long years 
since you died, at my side P 

But wouldn’t I relish a crack with you now, or a rattle up west, lad, with you 


Smart as they made ’em, and ’earty and gamesome, a swell—for those days before 
ForpDER — sound throveh, 
Except in the throttle’ Oace flash that with liquor ¢oo much, and poor Torry 
was in for a screw. 

Fought it, ’e did, with ’is pooty wife aiding, and me,—well, J didn’t 
"A 7 a Di hag wal W ‘arty, ’opefal; and 
ppy days ppy days e@ was young, y, opefal; an 

’olidays thane cht I think of ’em yet, 
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THE MODESTY OF GENIUS. 


Country Vicar (much impressed by his new acquaintance), 
‘* PBAY TBLL ME, Mr, WISPE, OF ALL THE GREAT PORTS, 
AXCIENT AND MODERY, WHICH DO YOU REVERE AND AD- 
MIRE THE MOST?” 
Supreme young Poet (the third that has appeared this week), 
FLF.” 


“Myst 


CABBY; OR, REMINISCENCES OF THE RANK AND THE ROAD. 
(By ‘* Hansom Jack,’’) 


No. XIII.—Curistmas Horipays on THE Roap—LApDIgS AND 


GENTLEMEN—Tips AND Nies—Torry Tinpats Tate—Morar 
FOR MUNIFICENCE. 


‘**’Oripays? Fudge!’ grumbles old Bitty Boerr, wropped up like 
a turtle, and toasting ’is back 

At our bit of a fire, Christmas Day inthe morning, ‘' Wot’s ’olidays 
mean to a ’usky old ’ack, 

stiff ’un like me, without ne’er a old stockin’ for old Santa Wot’s it 

to fill foll o’ toys P 

’Olidays? Gammon! They don’t mean not nuffin’, cept perks to 
the toppers and larks to the toys.” 


Bilious old Brity is sour but not silly. ’E stretches a bit, but there’s 
truth in ’is talk, 

Wot ts Merry Christmas to Bitx’s crippled gal, with a cough like a 
creak and a face like grey chalk ; 

Who spends the great day with penwipers and pincushions, grinding 
away at a few bob a gross, 

And wolfing ’er s>sige and mashed without stopping ? To drop it, 
to ’er, would be no mighty loss, 

Nevertheless, while you ’re young, straight, and ’ealthy, the crush of 
the ’oliday-makers all round, 

Though you’re nailed to your box, makes the world a bit warmer. 

ere’s that in the sevfile and buzzy-wvz sound 
Of <aaebe e people a flocking together, for ’olidays, shoppin’, a 
og, or a fire, 


As makes you less lonesome, though you may be out of it. Carn’t 
quite say why. P’r’aps some gent will inquire. 

So J like Christmas-time, — of old Bitty, who calls it all bunga- 
ro0-bosh ; poor old crock ! 

Lor’, the rum cab-loads one ’as at this season! Full from the floor to 
the cab-roof, plum- chock, 


Especial that Christmas when Torry’s young missus ’ad brought ’im 
a present,—’e called it a doll. 

Along of its yellow-topped fluffiness, Torr was as proud as two 
Punches, and so was ’is PoLt. 

As luck would ’ave it the night afore Christmas we drove, Torr and 
me did, a couple o’ fares 

Both going out Balham way. Lor! ’ow we chatted and laughed as 
—quite friendly—we raced our two mares, 


me got the ae and turned off at a corner. I’eard’im a shouting 

or arf a mile, 

And the click of ’is mare’s ’«els sang back through the frostiness. I 

_ trotted on with a phiz all a-smile. 

With friendship, and ’ope, and good thoughts of the morrow at 
Torr’s with ’is ‘‘ doll” and ’is Pot and ’is pipe. 

And Torr—well, that old gent just ‘‘ treated’ ’im—Christmassy |! 
Ah! and the drink got poor Torr in its gripe. 

Ramped ’ome, ran wild, and run over a kiddy! It broke ’im, the 
pain and disgrace of that drunk ; ; 

All tried to cheer ’im, and ’elp ’im, but no, it struck ’ome to Torr's 
’eart, and ’e sunk and ’e sunk, {suicide. Gentlemen all, 

’Elpless, and ’opeless, and reckless, and ended a drink-sodden 

That came of too liberal Chri sey eee And now, p'r’aps, 
you ’ll go and just keep up the ! 

Nevertheless, notwithstanding, for all that, at any rate, anyhow, 
Christmas ain’? folly, 

Despite bilious Billy; and mst people love it, and will do, whilst 
jolly keey s rhyming with holly. 

Laughter’s conte gious, and tips do come ’andy, and Cabby’s as fond 
as ’is fares of gooi cheer; 

But “‘ nips”—well, J says give their walue in cash, gents, and Cabby 
will wish you a ’Appy New Year! 
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BRAVO, YOUNG ’UNS! 
WE ’LL STICK To you!” 


Young Cubs, ‘‘ WELt pon¥F, Dap! 





British Lion, ‘‘THank you, My Boys! I NEVER DOUBTED IT!” 


rr 
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es 
“THE GARDEN THAT I LOVE.” 


(New Version.) 

THE other morning I was digging up my tulips, and 
trying to think of a rhyme to Clematis Jackmannii— 
what an unpoetic name !|—when Vexonica brought me a 
large letter. Glancing at the envelope, I perceived 
that it came from the Lord Chamberlain’s office. As 
I was anxious to finish my gardening, I exclaimed 
** Intera scripta manet,” and continued digging. 

** You had better open it,’’ said VERONICA. 

I did so. They wanted another Ode. How tiresome! | 
I was forced to leave my tulips, and, merely looking at 
my Gaillardia grandiflora, Helenium Pumilum, Eryn- 
guum amethystinum, and Centaurea macrocephela, to ' 
go indoors and write. It was a perfect afternoon, at 
the end of May, and I should have preferred to stay in | 
the garden that I love, and think of some unofficial verses | 
to my first Gloire de Dijon rose. Alas! ‘* Autre temps, 
autres vers.”’ Itis all Official Odes now. I only wish 
**the Poet”? was not a fiction, and then I could turn him 
on_to the Lord Chamberlain’s work. As I sauntered 
sadly to the house, I met Lam1a. 

**Can you come for a walk ?’”’ she asked. 

** Eheu!” I answered, speaking to her in Latin, 
as I usually do, which sometimes appears odd, since she 
does not understand a word, ‘‘ Eheu,non ego! Nunc 
semper scribo, Non est omne beerus et skittles.” 

_ “* Another ode, I suppose, You don’t seem very cheerful 
since you became Laureate.” : 

ee no!’”? I murmured. ‘‘I can say with DanrTE, 
* Lasciate ogni speranza, voi, ch’entrate!’ I get no 
time for gardening now.” ; 

** Never mind the Ode. Come and take a walk in the 
orehard, and do try to speak English.” 

It was a great temptation—I mean the walk. The 

weather was perfect; my flowers were delightful; my 
companion was more 80. 
_ “Ah, Lamia,” I exclaimed ; ‘‘ I use so much English 
in the official odes, that talking Latin is a relief. I fear 
Ihave notime. ‘Tempt nota d te man.’ Would 
you wish me to defy the Lord Chamberlain P ”’ 

I regret to say that she spoke disrespectfully of the 
Lord Chamberlain. At times she is frivolous, She said 
** Bother him! ” 

** Forgive me,” I ventured to remark, “if I deprecate 
such language in reference to my official superior. He 
only does his duty. I wish it was not so irksome to me to 
do mine. Once I could enjoy otium cum dignitate, and 
now it is all dignitas with no otium whatever. I bégin 
to hate poetry.’ 

** Yes, but this ode can wait,” she said; ‘‘ you must 
come for a walk now.” 

** Dear Lami,” I exclaimed, ‘‘ odi et amo’’—— 

. pap rey what that means,” she interrupted ; ‘‘ odes 
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a, yes Mp 
and romet a6 
** Not exactly,” I said, ‘‘ I will teach you the verb amo. 

It is a very ony one, Let us begin now, as we walk 
in the orchard.” 

At that_moment Veronica brought me a telegram, 
from the Lord Chamberlain, as usual. It said ‘* Please 
gend immediately poem ordered this morning.” There 
was no help for it, Lama walked alone. She herself bans WW ss 
once said ** Love is a literary invention.’ On this occa-| Street Serio (singing), ‘‘ER—YEW WILL THINK HOV ME AND LOVE ME HAS IN 


sion, at least, literary invention was not love. DIES HOV LONG AGO-0-0 |” 
GOOD OLD DUTCH! Oe each other now for WOMAN. | 
(A Song a la Chevalier, by a Cockney Cosmo-| And each eld ’tother axed too much, ‘“‘ Fark woman was made to bewitch.”— 
politan, whose patriotism is, perhaps, none the | But as we’re bound to live in the same land, A pleasure, a pain, a disturber, a nurse, 


A slave ur a tyrant, a blessing or curse ; 


more vulgar for putting Queen Victoria's|” TT ot 9 shake ’ands on it, Gocd Old Dutch |! Fair woman was made to be—which ? 


wisdom into the Vernacular.) 


““The peace of Scuth Africa and the har- _ ,, Phat Trans-va-al 
Phd Ss eocneilad of the British and Dutch Ain’t no Great Sahairer. . 
races, which is necessary for its future develop- Let’s share, as pal with ALTERATION OF SIGNATURE.—An inquiring 
ment and prosperity.”—Her Majesty's Message to| Go fair, and I’ll try fairer. mind wrote to the Daily News last Saturday 
President Krisger.] We ain’t quite hangels—I talks tart, asking when Plow Monday was? Isit alway’ 
Arr—“ My Old Dutch.” At jawin’ you’re a mite too smart ; fixed for a certain date, which might fall o1 
PRESIDENT, old pal, Still, “‘ Scrappers may be spoons—at ’eart! | a Tuesday, oris it invariably the first Mon: 
’Ere’s to yer! Some may doubt yer, Sings my old gal. day after Twelfth Day, and so forth, a 
Boss of that Trans-va-al, Chorus.—We’ve got to live as neighbours, | almanacks, like lawyers, differ among them: 
Bat J likes some things about yer yus for years ; selves on this point, The writer sign 
It’s many years since fust we met. Ain’t we showed fists a mite too much ? self ‘‘AtrrED Sutton.” But in this instano 
net < rarped and scrapped a bit—you bet! | Let Boers and Britishers go ’and in ’and, it would have been more appropriate had h 
at lor 


* We may be ’appy yet,” Spite that real (crowned) ‘‘ Outlander,’’ signed himself either ‘‘ Only ’ALF Surron,’ 
Pipes my old gal. Good Old Dutch ! or ‘* ALFRED Rather Un-Sorron.”’ 
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MEEK MIKE AND HIS ARCH ANGEL. 


Notick—During the run of the Reverend Enry Havuruor Jones’s 
ecclesiastical drama, *‘ Orders” will be admitted tf proved as 
having been regularly and canonically conferred. Beadles-in- 
waiting to eject any brawler. 


THE cumbersome title,! Michael and his Lost Angel, sugg:sts an 





Memorial window in the Reverend Mivhael's church. 
irreverent muddle-headedness, as though Enry HavrHor Jonzs 


ad, with goose-quill, aimed at a pun flying, and cleverly missed 
it. Was it the result of a Michaelmas-day feat? Did the author 
and manager-actor dine together on go se day, and did the latter 
take in with a relish all the stuffing provided by the artful dramatist P 
he production of such a play as this must surely be the reeult of 
some weird compact made between Forbes Robertson-Faust and 
Tones-Mephistopheles ? Is it a strange case of hypnotism? Is 
Trilby-Robertson under the magnetic influence of Svengali-Jones ? 
Jaly on some such hypothesis is it possible to account for the ac- 
septance and production of 20 poor a play as this, Undramatic in its 
ack of action and situation and its flimsy sketchiness of character: 
ininteresting in its principal characters: and nonsensical when 
neasured by oe es. Had he devised a plot of Harlequin and 
his Lost Columbine, founded on the Pagliacci, there would have 
peen a great chance for genuine pathos; fat could Enry Havtuor 
1ave touched the humour of it ? 
The Reverend Michael makes the daughter of a humble depen- 
lent of his do public penance in church for the ein of having ** gone 
wrong ”’ privately. Enry Havruor says he has authority for this; 


—, 
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and I remember some such case being reported. I suppose ‘* the 
* Bishop’ would have had a word to say to that.” In brief, Parson 
Michael, having compelled this modern Janz SHORE in the person of 
Rose Gibbard (very prettily played by Miss Saran Brooker) to do 
public penance, himself falls a victim to the wiles of a gay lady 
Audrie Lesden, a married woman, living in single cussed ness, and 
presumably as a widow; a most difficult part, very cleverly 
rendered by Miss Manion Tekry. In fact, throughout, the acting is 
excellent; that of Mr. W. Macxrntosu as the tit-for-tatting father 
of the doubly victimised girl being a good, 

The gay unattached lady pursues the innocent curate,—the mon- 
daine she-wolf determined to pre a the innocent clerical lamb,— 
to a desert island, most difficult of access and only visited occa- 
sionally by excursion steamers, where the reverend gentleman, in 
order to devote himself more entirely to his parochial work at 
home, has built himself a house containing two cosy bachelor rooms, 
one of which is the breadth, height, and half the depth of the 
Lyceum stage; and in this snuggery of Little Michael-all-Alone 
suddenly appears Mrs, Audrie Lesden. There is no boat to take 
her away: the steamers have gore, They are alone together on the 
island. They are in the situation of Helen Rolleston and the 
Reverend Robert Penfold in Reape and Bovcicavtt’s novel, Foul 
Play : in the situation, not for weeks or months, but ‘‘ for one night 
only.” There are two separate rooms; and even if there were not, 
the Reverend Michael could have said to himself, ‘‘ Outside, Sir, 
outside,” and virtuously, in accordance with saintly precedents, 
evuld have walked about till daylight did appear, and then, with 
his excellent antecedents and an irreproachable reputation in his 
favour, he had only to return, tell his simple story, fetch the lady 
back, and be believed by all his parishioners. Isn’t that clear? 
And it is at this point that I recalled the personality of Mr. PEnLEY 
as the Reverend Robert Speiae (who like the Reverend Michael 
‘* didn’t like London”’), and wished that Ae could have been seen by 
a delighted public in the aw predicament of Mr. Jonzs's 
Curate, when (to quote the title of an old farce with a motive 
similar to that of the situation in gl ned Locked tn with a Lady. 

Of course, when the Reverend Mike finds that the lady is a 
married woman, and that her husband is on the spot, he foresees 
that he may be landed in the Divorce Court. This is undoubtedly 
awkward ; but it forms no part of the motive of the play. Then 
he decides upon making a public confession of his guilt, in his own 
parish church, before a con tion assembled to witness the 
ceremony of the ‘‘ dedication.” This ceremony is the occasion of 
a display of the most ornate ritual known in the highest of 
citualistic churches, Mr. Dotime's not excepted; but this simple- 
minded curate out-Dollies Dotiinc, and “‘goes one better” b 
inducing a Bishop, presumably his own Bishop, to be present in 
canonicals, mitred and moustachioed, and soifully prepared for what 
the Reverend Michael, in a cope, is goingfito do, that his Right 
Reverence evinces no sort of surprise whenjthe Reverend Michael 
steps forward, 
makes public 
confession of 
his sin, throws 
off his cope 
(why ” cope ” 
which is only 
permitted in 
state cere- 
monies to the 
higher clergy, 
and on certain 
occasions in a 
college cha- 
pel’), and 
stalks out of 
church, leay- f 
ing the Right -; tee Yio 
Reverend ; s— <a Vi 
Super, atten- 7 ee 
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d Tips for the Piece. 
Reverend fast Act: Reverend Forbes Feversham-Robertson going 


Michael visits for a “ last bues to the Angel.” 

his uncle, the 

monk, at Moj anoin Italy, and hither, too, comes Audrie Lesden, widow, 
and invalided. Her manner of death in her reverend lover’s armssome- 
what resembles that of Frou-Frou. Her highly conscientious and 
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exceptionally religious lover 
ullows this Frou-Frou to die in 
his arms without ‘‘ the benefit of 
clergy,”’ although his uncle, the 
priest, is within call, and quite 
ready for the office. ‘‘Take me 
and do with me what you will, so 
long as I may ultimately rejoin 
her wherever she has gone,’’ are, 
in effect, his last worde, which 
imply the condition on which 
alone he will become a convert to 
the ancient faith of his fathers— 
and of his uncle. But why not 
join the company of the faithful 
in Wellington Street, and become 
an *‘ Irvingite”’ ? 

That Mr. Forsts Rospertson is 
as good as he can be, and far better 
than the part, goes without say- 
ing ; but how he arrived at pro- 
ducing this play will, it is proba- 
ble, remain a mystery until he 
favours the world with his remi- 
niscences, JONES. 


TO KATE. 


Tr you think me shallow, Karr, 
I myself must vindicate. 

All to you Ill allocate ; 

We form a syndicate. 


Do not then prevaricate, 

If to wed you ’re ready, KATE; 
You I wish to marry, Kare, 
And my life to dedicate, 


WHIcH ACCOUNTS FoR IT!—A 
** disappointed contributor” said 
that his editor was ‘‘ subject to 
fits of rejection.” 


THe Hicuest Rutine PowERr 
Ix U. 8 Amenica.— ‘* Precedent 
Muskox,” 


A REVIEW OF LITERARY FORCES. 


At the commencement of the ee the Baron, having ordered out 
his Literary 'urces and reviewed his noble shelves, issues this General 
Order:—‘*1 am struck with admiration for the cores of what I 
may term the utility business in the publishing, not only of novels, but 
of all kinds of valuable literature. 1 have passed in review a sp!endid 
force of the ‘Charles Kingsley’s Own,’ organised and commanded 
by General Macmiitan; while under General Warn, Colonel Lock, 
and other distinguished officers appears a regiment, not the less 
valuable because showy, of ‘Henry Kingsley’s Light Horse.’ The 
‘True Blues, or Charlotte Yonge Forces,’ make a fine display in the 
service of the Macminzran Company. The ‘ William Black Watch’ 
march past with a breezy step to the tune of ‘ Far Lochaber,’ and 
wearing their Three Feathers, with One White One, They are mar- 
sl alled in order by Lieut.-Co).Simpzon Low, who personally leads 
that fine body of Horse Marini s, the ‘ Clark Russell Rovers,’ But of 
all the regiments of volumes most serviceable for campaigning com- 





THE LAST DAY OF THE MISTLETOE. 


ADOLPHUS AND DOLLY CONFIDE TO EACH OTHER THEIR oprmnton as | Yet I suppose that she could pass 
To “Tue AGE or Lovr.” T 


RATTLIN’, ROARIN’ WILLIE. 


(New Version, Commumicated from 
ad me 4 that true British 

if fervent Scots 
Robbie Burns.) Sa 


O, RATTLIN’, roarin’ WILLIE, 
Do pray keep on your hair! 
An’ no wi’ matters meddle 
ch are your Grandma’scare, 
Ye’re fain to play first fiddle, 
Wherever you may be; 
Bat rattlin’, roarin’ WILLIE, 
That ’s simply fiddlededee ! 


O Wirz, lay down your fiddle, 
O drop your fiddle sae fine! 
Or else reserve that fiddle 
For watches by the Rhine ! 
Unless you drop that fiddle 
The warl’ may deem ye mad, 
For mony a rantin’ day, WILLIE, 
Your tiddle and you hae had! 


As I cam down the Solent, 
I cannily keekit ben— 
Rattlin’, roarin’ WILLIE, 
_ Was sitting at our board ’en. 
—_ at ae board ’en 
ang D companie ; 
O rattlin’, coarin’ W. LIE 
Your welcome was fair an’ free! 
O rattlin’, roarin’ WIZtIR, 
Is your return as fair ? 
O drop that noisy fiddle, 
An’ buy some other ware! 
But put by that first fiddle 
In Uncle’s companie, 
d rattlin’, roarin’ WILLIE, 
Right welcome still yell be! 


Alas! 
Sue was a cruel, heartless lass, 
As ever man could find ; 


o all as woman Kind, 





within an eighth of an inch as pocketable as the Shakspearian Regi- 
ment aforesaid. And what names are to be found on these regi- 
mental lists? Macautay, Dickens, SILVIO co, MotTrTE 
FovaveE, Prurarcn, Boccaccio, WasHINGTON Invine, Marco Poto 
(with, of course, direc’ions how to play it), SrzeLE, and ADDISON. 
Then FRAngLin, Swirr, with Bunyan (enough to make Swirt 
limp), XENOPHON, and Bacon (a real literary dish, asa treat), after 
which ask for Mors (Sir THomas), and see that you get it. ° There’s 
a picture for you!’ And the price sixpence each in cloth; three- 
penc3 in paper; which, with the usual discount for cash, means 
thirty volumes for half a sovereign ; and of such a whole sovereign 
reigning over Utopia might be proud. All these are at the command 
of General Public, on the March of Intellect to join forces with 
General Knowledge. They d:file pest, ealute, and are saluted in 
tarn most heartily by “FF, M. THE Baron,’ 


Arce XOLOGICAL Mem.—Great discoveries are coming to light as 
regards the Chapel of the Rolls, No doubt the Buttresees will soon 


mend me,” quot the Baron, ‘‘to the Picked ‘Pocket Volume| be found. Its architectural construction would have been imperfect 
Regiments,’ ey form a email, compact army in themselves, excel- | without these, which would have constituted it The Rolls and 


lently officered, ready for outpost, skirmishing, sharpshooting, and 
any handy duties which heavier-weighted volumes could not perform. 
At tke head, in deep red, with gold ornamentation on their backs, and 
light blue silken bookmarkers for colours, pearing Deoncly the motto 
* Non Sans Droict,’ comes the ‘Temple Shakspeare Regiment’ ; perfect 
type; excellent notes; ready to travelanywhere ; always handy by 
road, river, or rail, never in the way, brought into the field of prac- 
tical itinerary study by Colonel Dent of Aldine House, with invalu- 
able texted weapons from the Cantabrigian armouries of Messrs. 
MacmIL1an and Atpis Wrieut. Let the attention of all who love 
their ShaksPEARE handy, and who are contented to travel about with 
one play at a time, turn their attention to this most useful series, 
‘*Then march along, in a long line, the ‘ Dark Blue Guards,’ or 
‘ Literary Household Brigade,’ started by Cassett & Co., a gallant 
corps that admits volunteers from all regions of Jiterature into its 
ranks, so that their range of marksmanry is world-wide, co-extensive 
with British Rule, and therefore might well bear the title of ‘The 
Windsor Cassell Series.’ These also are argumenta ad pocketa, and 


Butteresses Chapel. Here a full dole of rolls and butter was given 
to every unbreakfasted applicant. In Wagge’s Ancient History, 
advertised as ‘‘ Jest out,”’ it is recorded how there was ‘‘ one Chap 1ll 
of the Hot Rolls and Butteresses; and how after a ‘full dole’ he 
became ‘ dole-fal,’ ” 


Cancer oF A Novetty xor To BE Lost.—From a recent number 
of the Manchester Guardian we extract this advertisement— 
RE You Giving a Party ?—Gentleman, accomplished musician, with un- 
exceptionable references, accepts invitations to professionally attend 
Evening Parties or Entertainments, to accompany soup, play dance music or 
solos, sing refined humorous songs 4 la Grossmith, &c.—Address, Kc. 


‘*An accomplished musician” to ‘accompany soup”! There’sa 
treat! What’sthe tune? What’s the instrument 





TrreE FOR THE CoLONIAL SECRETARY WHEN RAISED TO THE 
PreracGE.—‘ Lord Joz-HANNESBURG,” 
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[January 25, 1896, 





MEEK MIKE AND HIS ARCH ANGEL. 


Notick—During the run of the Reverend Enry HavrHork JonEs’s 
ecclestastical drama, *‘ Orders” will be admitted if proved as 
having been regularly and canonically conferred, Beadles-in- 
warting to eject any brawler. 


THE cumbersome title,! Michael and his Lost Angel, surg:sts an 


-—LS TAM RA 
Memorial window in the Reverend Michael's church. 
irreverent muddle-headedness, as though Enry Havrnor Jonzs 





had, with his goose-quill, aimed at a pun flying, and cleverly missed 
it. Was it the result of a Michaelmas-day feast? Did the author 
and panagee: Sette dine together on goose day, and did the latter 
take in with a relish all the stuffing provided by the artful dramatist? 
The production of such a play as this must surely be the result of 
some W compact made between Forbes Robertson-Faust and 
Jones-Mephistopheles? Is it a strange case of hypnotism? Is 
Trilby-Robertson under the magnetic influence of Svengals-Jones ? 
Oaly on some such hypothesis is it possible to acoount for the ac- 
ceptance and production of 20 poor a play as this, Undramatic in its 
lack of action and situation and its flimsy sketchiness of character : 
uninteresting in its ape characters: and nonsensical when 
measured by robabilities, Had he devised a plot of Harlequin and 
his Lost Columbine, founded on the Pagliacci, there would have 
been a great chance for genuine pathos; 
have touched the humour of it ? 
The Reverend Michael makes 
dent of his do public 
wrong ”’ privately. 


kes the daughter of a humble depen- 
ance in church for the sin of having ** gone 
NERY HavtHok says he has authority fo 


— 


t could Enry Havrnor | M 


r this; | what resembles that of Frou-Frou, 


and I remember some such case being reported. I suppose ‘* the 
‘Bishop’ would have had a word to say to that.” In brief, Parson 
Michael, having compelled this modern Janz SHORE in the person of 
Rose Gibbard (very prettily played by Miss Saran Brooxr) to do 
public penance, himself falls a victim to the wiles of a gay lady 
Audrie Lesden, a married woman, living in single cussedness, and 


presumably as a widow; a most difficult part, very cleverly 
rendered by Mi ABION TERRY. In fact, throughout, the acting is 


excellent; that of Mr. W. MacxrntosH as the tit-for-tatting father 
of the doubly victimised girl being especially good. 

The gay una ed lady pursues the innocent curate,—the mon- 
daine she-wolf determined to peey, upon the innocent clerical lamb,— 
to a desert island, most difficult of access and only visited occa- 
sionally by excursion steamers, where the reverend gentleman, in 
order to devote himself more entirely to his parochial work at 
home, has built himeelf a house containing two cosy bachelor rooms, 
one of which is the breadth, height, and half the depth of the 
Lyceum stage; and in this snuggery of Little Michael-all- Alone 
suddenly appears Mrs. Audrie Lesden. There is no boat to take 
her away: the steamers have gore. They are alone together on the 
island. They are in the situation of Helen Rolleston and the 
Reverend Robert Penfold in Reape and Bovcicavutt's novel, Foul 
Play : in the situation, not for weeks or months, but ‘‘ for one night 
only.” There are two separate rooms; and even if there were not, 
the Reverend Michael could have said to himself, ‘* Outside, Sir, 
outside,” and virtuously, in accordance with saintly precedents, 
eruld have walked about till daylight did appear, and then, with 
his excellent antecedents and an irreproachable reputation in his 
favour, he had only to return, tell his simple story, fetch the lady 

ack, and be believed by all his parishioners. Isn’t that clear? 
And it is at this point that I recalled the personality of Mr. Pentry 
as the Reverend Robert eee (who like the Reverend Michael 
‘* didn’t like London’’), and wished that Ae could have been seen by 
a delighted public in the awkward predicament of Mr. Jonzs's 
Curate, when (to quote the title of an old farce with a motive 
similar to that of the situation in ey Locked wn with a Lady. 

Of course, when the Reverend Mike finds that the lady is a 
married woman, and that her husband is on the spot, he foresees 
that he aay landed in the Divorce Court. This is undoubtedly 
awkward ; but it forms no part of the motive of the play. Then 
he decides upon making a public confession of his guilt, in his own 
pirish church, before a congregation assembled to witness the 
ceremony of the ‘‘ dedication.” ‘This ceremony is the occasion of 
a display of the most ornate ritual known in the highest of 
ritualistic churches, Mr. Dotime's not excepted; but this simple- 
minded curate out-Dollies Dottie, and ‘* goes one better” b 
inducing a Bishop, presumably his own Bishop, to be present in 
canonicals, mitred and moustachioed, and so‘fully prepared for what 
the Reverend Michael, in a cope, is goingfito do, that his Right 
Reverence evinces no sort of surprise whenjthe Reverend Michael 
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cope 
(why és cope ”? 
which is only 
permitted in 
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higher clergy, 
and on certain 
occasions in a 
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R d Tips for the Piece. 
evereéna Last Act: Reverend Forbes Feversham-Robertson going 


fichael visits for a “last bues to the Angel.” 

his uncle, the 

monk, at Mpj anoin Italy, and hither, too, comes Audrie Lesden, widow, 
and invalided. Her manner of death in her reverend lover’s armssome- 
Her highly conscientious and 
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exceptionally religious lover 
ullows thie Frou-Frou to die in 
his arms without ‘‘ the benefit of 
clergy,” although bis uncle, the 
priest, is within call, and quite 
ready for the office, ‘*Take me 
and do with me what you will, so 
long as I may ultimately rejoin 
her wherever she has gone,” are, 
in effect, his last words, which 
imply the condition on which 
alone he will become a convert to 
the ancient faith of his fathers— 
and of his uncle. But why not 
join the company of the faithful 
in Wellington Street, and become 
an ‘* Irvingite” ? 

That Mr. Forsks Ropesrtson is 
as good as he can be, and far better 
than the part, goes without say- 
ing ; but how he arrived at pro- 
ducing this play will, it is proba- 
ble, remain a mystery until he 
favours the world with his remi- 
niscences, THE JONES, 


TO KATE. 


Tr you think me shallow, KAtrF, 
I myself must vindicate. 

All to you I’1l allocate ; 

We will form a syndicate. 


Do not then prevaricate, 

If to wed you ’re ready, KATE; 
You I wish to marry, Kare, 
And my life to dedicate, 


WHIcH ACCOUNTS FoR IT!—A 
** disappointed contributor” said 
that his editor was ‘subject to é 
fits of rejection.” at 


Tae Hicuest Routine PowER 
in U. S Amenica,— ‘** Precedent 
Muskok.” 


A REVIEW OF LITERARY FORCES. 


At the commencement of the te the Baron, having ordered out 
his any Forces and reviewed his noble shelves, issues this General 
Order:—‘'I am struck with admiration for the development of what I 
may term the utility businese in the publishing, not only of novels, but 
of all kinds of valuable Jiterature. 1 have passed in review a splendid 
force of the ‘Charles Kingsley’s Own,’ organised and commanded 
by General Macmiitan; while under General Wap, Colonel Lock, 
and other distinguished officers appears a regiment, not the less 
valuable because showy, of ‘ Henry Kingsley’s Light Horse.’ The 
‘True Blues, or Charlotte Yonge Forces,’ make a fine display in the 
service of the MacminnaAN Company. The ‘ William Black Watch’ 
march past with a breezy step to the tune of ‘ Far Lochaber,’ and 
wearing their Three Feathers, with One White One, They are mar- 
sl alled in order by Lieut.-Co), Simpzon Low, who Eesnae 7 leads 
that fine body of Horse Marin s, the ‘ Clark Russell Rovers.’ But of 
all the regiments of volumes most terviceable for campaigning com- 
mend me,” quoth the Baron, ‘‘to the Picked ‘ Pocket Volume 
Regiments,’ ey form a small, compact army in themselves, excel- 
lently officered, ready for outpost, skirmishing, sharpshooting, and 
any handy duties which heavier-weighted volumes could not perform. 
At the head, in deep red, with ane ornamentation on their backs, and 
light blue silken bookmarkers for colours, bearing proudly the motto 
* Non Sans Droict,’ comes the ‘Temple Shakspeare Regiment’ ; perfect 
type; excellent notes; ready to travel anywhere; always handy by 
road, river, or rail, never in the way, brought into the field of prac- 
tical itinerary study by Colonel Dent of Aldine House, with invalu- 
able texted weapons from the Cantabrigian armouries of Messrs, 
MacmILian and Atpis Wrieut. Let the attention of all who love 
their SHAKSPEARE handy, and who are contented to travel about with 
one play at a time, turn their attention to this most ul series. 

‘*Then march along, in a long line, the ‘ Dark Blue Guards,’ or 
‘Literary Household Brigade,’ started by CassEeLi & Co., a gallant 
corps that admits volunteers from all regions of Jiterature into its 
ranks, so that their range of marksmanry is world-wide, co-extensive 
with British Rule, and therefore might well bear the title of ‘The 
Windsor Cassell Series.’ These also are argumenta ad pocketa, and 
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THE LAST DAY OF THE MISTLETOE. 


AponpHus AND DOLLY CONFIDE TO EACH OTHER THEIR oPrmNion as | Yet I suppose that she could pass 
TO ‘‘'THE AGE oF Lovr.” 
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RATTLIN’, ROARIN’ WILLIE, 


(New Version. Communicated from 
the Shades by that true British 
Patriot, if fervent Scots poet, 
Robbie Burns. ) 


QO, RATTLIN’, roarin’ WILLIE, 
Do pray keep on your hair! 
An’ no wi’ matters meddle 
Which are your Grandma’ scare. 
Ye’re fain to play first fiddle, 
Wherever you may be; 
Bat rattlin’, roarin’ WILLIE, 
That ’s simply fiddlededee ! 


O Wik, lay down your fiddle, 
O drop your fiddle sae fine! 
Or else reserve that fiddle 
For watches by the Rhine | 
Unless you drop that fiddle 
The warl’ may deem ye mad, 
For mony a rantin’ day, WILLIE, 
Your tiddle and you hae had! 


As I cam down the Solent, 
cannily keekit ben— 

Rattlin’, roarin’ WILLIE, 

_Was sitting at our board ’en. 
ee at ues board ’en 

ang prin companie ; 

O rattlin’, moania’ WiLttE 

Your welcome was fair an’ free! 


O rattlin’, roarin’ WILLIE, 
Is your return as fair ? 
O drop that noisy fiddle, 
An’ buy some other ware! 
But put by that first fiddle 
In Uncle’s companie, 
And rattlin’, roarin’ WILLIE, 
Right welcome still ye ’ll be! 
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Alas! 
Sux was a cruel, heartless lass, 
As ever man could ficd ; 


To all as woman Kind, 








within an eighth of an inch as pocketable as the Shakepearian Regi- 
ment aforesaid. And what names are to be found on these regi- 
mental lists? Macautay, Dickens, Sitvio Petiico, La Mortre 
Fovave, Prurarcu, Boccaccio, WasHINGTON Irvine, Marco Poto 
(with, of course, direc’ions how to play it), SrzeLE, and ADDISON. 
Then FRANKLIN, Swirt, with Bunyan (enough to make Swirt 
limp), XENOPHON, and Bacon (a real literary dish, asa treat), after 
which ask for Morg (Sir THomas), and see that you get it. ° There’s 
a picture for you!’ And the Rigi sixpence each in cloth ; three- 
penc3 in paper; which, with the usual discount for cash, means 
thirty volumes for half a sovereign; and of such a whole sovereign 
reigning over Utopia might be proud. All these are at the command 
of General Public, on the March of Intellect to join forces with 
General Knowledge. They d:file pest, ealute, and are saluted in 
turn most heartily by “FF, M,. THE BaRon. 








ARcB.X0LOGIcAL Mem.—Great discoveries are coming to light as 
regards the Chapel of the Rolls, No doubt the Buttresses will soon 
be found. Its architectural construction would have been imperfect 
without these, which would have constituted it The Rolls and 
Butteresses Chapel. Here a full dole of rolls and butter was given 
to every unbreakfasted applicant. In Wagge’s Ancient History, 
advertised as ‘‘ Jest out,” it is recorded how there was ‘‘ one Chap ill 
of the Hot Rolls and Butteresses; and how after a ‘full dole’ he 
became ‘ dole-fal.’ ”’ 


Caance or A Novelty xor To BE Lost.—From a recent number 
of the Manchester Guardian we extract this advertisement— 
RE You Giving a Party ?—Gentleman, accomplished musician, with un- 
exceptionable references, accepts invitations to professionally attend 
Evening Parties or Entertainments, to accompany soup, play dance music or 
solos, sing refined humorous songs 4 la Grossmith, &c,—Address, ec. 
‘An accomplished musician” to ‘‘ accompany soup”! There’s a 
treat! What’sthe tune? What’s the in ent 





TITLE FoR THE CoLONIAL SECRETARY WHEN RAISED TO THE 
PreraGE.—‘‘ Lord Joz-HANNESBURG,” 
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Fair (and immensely succey:ful) Novelist, ‘‘ AND NOW THAT YOU ’VE BOUGHT MY NEW Novel, Mr. BRADALL, AND WE ’VE SIGNED 


THE AGREEMENT, MAY 
£0 LAST NIGHT,” 


ASK IF Ir’S TRUE THAT YOU DONT ALLOW YOUR WIFE AND DAUGHTERS TO READ My Books? I Was TOLD 


Eminent Publisher. ‘‘A—a—A—MY DEAR younc LADY—A—YOUR ADMIRABLY EXPRESSED BUT EXTREMELY ADVANCED VIEWS ON 
THE—A—THE SEX QUESTION, DON’F YOU KNOW—A—RENDER IT SOMEWHAT INEXPEDIENT FOR ME TO—A—10—aA—— My DAvGHTERS, 


THOUGH MARRIED, ARE STILL YOUNG, 
—A—lI THINK THAT——” 
Fair Novelist. ‘‘ You ’RE QUITE RIGRT, 


I UNDERSTAND, AND AM VERY SORRY AND ASHAMED |! 


My WIFE Is NO LONGER SO—A—BUT ALTOGETHER, AS THE FaTHER OF A FAMILY, YOU KNOW 


Bur I CAN ASSURE YOU THERE ’S 


NoT A LINE IN THE BooK YOU ’V& JUST BOUGHT THAT MIGHTN’T BE RFAD BY A GIRL OF FIFTEEN!” 
[Hearing this, Eminent Publisher pulls such a long face that we’ve been obliged to turn his head the other way. 








A JOURNALISTIC JUBILEE, 


[On the 21st inst. the Daily News completed its 
fiftieth year, celebrating the occasion of this 
anniv by the issue of an extremely interest- 
ing Jubilee Number. } ' 


** LIBEBAL Progress throughout the world ! ” 
Fine = for a fifty years’ retrospect, 
verily 
Dickens the Daily News flag first unfurled, 
To-day, under Kopinsoy, floating right 


merrily. 
Long may it wave! Bright spirits and brave, 
Since genial ‘‘ Boz,’ have fought under 
that banner. 
Green hang the laurels o’er many a grave 
Of friends who have fallen. In time- 
honoured manner 
To aJl such loved memories silently drink, 
But brim a brisk cup, with a cheer, tothe 


iving | {brink 
Punch fills his own beaker to bubble-crowned 
His toast of ‘‘ Long Life to the Daily 
News!” giving. 

He, too, had his Jubilee,—not long ago,— 
And knows the mixed feeli triumphant 


and tender, 
Of those who look back, with a choke and a 


glow 
O'er all that a fifty years’ service can render 
To Freedom and Progress, by wiedom or wit ; 
For liberal souls blend good sense with gay 
_ laughter ; 5 Gees, 


| And follies by eloquence missed are hard hit, 
eg reer by the shaft of keen mirth that 


es after, 
To wield blade and bauble is given to some, 


THE LAW AND THE LAUNDRY. 


(“I should not be ashamed of being called a 


laundress’s son, if it were true, as I have known 


As proven by pens known to both of our| very many laundresses in my time.” —Lord Esher.] 


pages. 
Political nous has no need to look glum, 
And motley may sometimes be stooped to 
y sages. 
From Dickens to Lucy, my dear Datly News, 
Your columns of this furnish witness 


- _pere [ Muse 

Punch drinks to your Jubilee now! May his 

Have as pleasant a theme when you.touch 
the Centennial ! 


QuERY.—A livery-stable keeper advertises: 
** During the summer months the Coachmen 
wear Boots and Breeches, for which one 
shilling extra is charged.” Highly respect- 
able, as is also the charge. But are not these 
more necessary in winter? If they wear boots 
and breeches im summer only, what do they 
do without them in winter ? 


AN ECHO, 


His Ideal (as she dismisses him). ‘‘No! Gol” 
He (as he reaches the door). ‘*No Go!” 


Yzxs, bound together by one rope 
The two professions march ; 

Some Judges know the use of ‘‘ soap,” 
And more the use of ‘* starch.” 


And when a Counsel, not too cute, 
hdr Catnice kaon bes d dispute, 
eir i ow, beyond dis 

That satla how to *‘  aeela? 

The useful laundress much ’twould grieve 
If shirts were in arrears ; 

While snits entire our Judges leave 
To be ‘‘ hung up” for years. 

Then is there not a host of ‘* stuffs” 
Would, were it no disgrace, 

Prefer the “‘ getting up”’ of cuffs 
To getting up a case? 

But—this remark the Bench can quash 
Should it be judged as sland’ry,— 

If there’s one thing that ‘* will not 
Tis pride based on the laundry. 


Lapsus Catami1.—The Poet-Laureate dis- 


STrLL TO BE ASKED.— About Dr. Ji's| avows the statement, erroneously attributed 
march we know something, but not all. We/| to him, that he is about to relinquish the pen 


can trace his 
how about the Rhodes? 


eneral line of country, but = the sword on being gazetted to the QUEEN’s 
ys. 





PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI.—Janocary 25, 1896. 
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‘* RAPPROCHEMENT.” 


JoHN But (aside), “SHE ’S RATHER AN ATTRACTIVE WOMAN!” Mapame La Répusiique (aside), ‘‘ TIENS! APRES TOUT, 
‘We are on excellent terms with the French, and greatly appreciate the value of their rezard.”"— Times, January 16. 


— 
— 


b ae ve " 


i 


. 
a 
af t~- c 
ip me 
7 


Loe 


faa 
A) 


x 


7 
Sao 


7 
Sol 


Ke 





IL NEST PAS SI MAL!” 


“Tt will be noticed that some of the French papers protest tha: there is no rapprochement. Possioly rapprochement does not in Paris bear the meaning it conveys to us in London. But when two 


Powers which have bickered . . . suddenly discover that these differences are quite capable of adjustment . . . the substantial reality of the facts is so unmistakable that we 


do not care to quibble about words,” 
Westminster Gazette, January 18. 
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LOOK BEFORE YOU LEAP. 


[January 25, 1896 
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Fair (and immensely successful) Novelist, ‘‘ AND NOW THAT YOU ’VE BOUGHT MY NEW Novel, Mr. BRADALL, AND WE ’VE SIGNED 


THE AGREEMENT, MAY 
80 LAST NIGHT,” 


AsK IF If ’S TRUE THAT YOU DONT ALLOW YOUR WIFE AND DAUGHTERS TO READ MY Book; !? 


I wAs TOLD 


Eminent Publisher. ‘‘A—AaA—A—MY DFAR Youna LADY—A—YOUR ADMIRABLY EXPRESSED BUT EXTREMELY ADVANCED VIEWS ON 
THE—A—THE SEX QUESTION, DON’T YOU KNOW—A—RENDER IT SOMEWHAT INEXPEDIENT FOR ME TO—A—1TO—A—— My DAUGHTERS, 


THOUGH MARRIED, ARE STILL YOUNG, 
—A—l] THINK THAT——” 
Fair Novelist. ‘‘You ’RE QUITE RIGBT, 


I UNDERSTAND, AND AM VERY SORRY AND ASHAMED |! 


My WIFE Is NO LONGER SO—A—BUT ALTOGETHER, AS THE FaTHER OF A FAMILY, YOU KNOW 


Bur I CAN ASSURE YOU THERE ’S 


NoT A LINE IN THE BooK YOU ’V& JUST BOUGHT THAT MIGHTN’T BE RFAD BY A GIRL OF Firrgesn!” 
[Hearing this, Eminent Publisher pulls such a long face that we’ve been obliged to turn his head the other way. 








A JOURNALISTIC JUBILEE. 


[On the 2let inst. the Daily News completed its 
fiftieth year, celebrating the occasion of this 
anniversary by the issue of an extremely interest- 
ing Jubilee Number. ] 


** LIBEBAL Progress throughout the world ! ”’ 
Fine iene for a fifty years’ retrospect, 
verily 
Dickens the Daily News flag first unfurled, 
To-day, under Kosinson, floating right 


merrily, 

Long may it wave! Brig ht spirits and brave, 
Since genial ‘‘ Boz,” have fought under 

that banner. 

Green hang the laurels o’er many a grave 

Of friends who have fallen, In time- 
onoured manner 

To all such loved memories silently drink, 

But brim a brisk cup, with a cheer. to the 


ving | brink 
Punch fills his own beaker to bubble-crowned 
His toast of ‘“‘ Long Life to the Daily 
News !”’ giving. 
He, too, had his Jubilee,—not long ago,— 
And knows the mixed feelings, triumphant 


and tender, 
Of those who look back, with a choke and a 


glow 
O'er all that a fifty years’ service can render 

To Freedom and Progress, by wiedom or wit ; 
For liberal souls blend good sense with gay 
_ _Jaughter ; ak ee 


| And follies by eloquence missed are hard hit, 


en by e shaft of keen mirth that 
es after. 
To wield blade and bauble is given to some, 


THE LAW AND THE LAUNDRY. 


[“I should not be ashamed of being called a 


laundress’s son, if it were true, as I have known 


As proven by pens known to both of our | Very many laundresses in my time.”—Lord Esher.] 


pages. 
Political nous has no need to look glum, 
sss rd may sometimes be stooped to 


y sages. 
From Dickens to Lucy, my dear Datly News, 
Your columns of this furnish witness 


perennial, [Muse 

Punch drinks to your Jubilee now! May his 

Have as pleasant a theme when you.touch 
the Centennial ! 


Qurry.—A livery-stable keeper advertises: 
‘* During the summer months the Coachmen 
wear Boots and Breeches, for which one 
shilling extra is charged.” Highly ct- 
able, as is also the charge. But are not these 
more necessary in winter? If they wear boots 
and breeches im summer only, what do they 
do without them in winter ? 


AN ECHO, 


His Ideal (as she dismisses him). ‘‘No! Gol” 
He (as he reaches the door). ‘* No Go!” 


Yxs, bound together by one rope 
The two professions march ; 

Some Judges know the use of ‘‘ soap,” 
And more the use of ‘* starch.” 


And when a Counsel, not too cute, 
Gets facts into a tangle, ‘ 

Their Lordships know, beyond dispute, 
That muddler how to ‘‘ mangle.” 

The useful laundress much ’twould grieve 
If shirts were in arrears ; 

While suits entire our Judges leave 
To be ‘‘ hung up” for years. 

Then is there not a host of ‘‘ staffs” 
Would, were it no disgrace, 

Prefer the “‘ getting up” of cuffs 
To getting up a case? 

But—this remark the Bench can quash 
Should it be judged as sland’ry,— 

If there’s one thing that ‘* will not wash,” 
Tis pride based on the laundry. 


Lapsus Catami1.—The Poet-Laureate dis- 


S1rxu TO BE AskED.— About Dr. Jia's| avows the statement, erroneously attributed 
march we know something, but not all. We/| to him, that he is about to relinquish the pen 


eneral 


can trace his 
how about the Rhodes ? 


line of country, but ~ the sword on being gazetted to the QUEEN’s 
ays. 








January 25, 1896. ] 
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THE NEW PHOTOGRAPHIC DISCOVERY. 


THANES TO THE DISCOVERY OF PaorrssoR RONTGEN, THE GERMAN EMPEROR WILL NOW 
BE ABLE TO OBTAIN AN EXACT PHOTOGRAPH OF A ‘' BACKBONE” OF UNSUSPECIED SIZ& AND 


STREXGTA ! 


CONDENSED CONFIDENCE. 
(A Let'er for Ladies, ) 


My DEAR ErHELINDA,— We have been quite gay this week. Aunt 
JEMIMA gave a Cinderella on Tuesday, aa 
in great force. There were some novel and becoming dresses. I 
especially noticed a sweet harmony in yellow and green chiffon, the 
skirt being caught up with bunches of real Mandarin oranges. The 
wearer Was a Founs Comes, whose portrait was rejected at the 
Academy the year before last. A pretty, sallow girl, with a nose 
rather too ees was gowned in brick-dust bigogne, the ceinture 
of Marie Thérése blue, with a short fluted basque of gambog 
wore Spanish chestnuts in the prickly pod arranged as a bouquet, and 
the ensemble was quite too perfect. Very striking, too, was a 
costume of toad-brown velvet, the broad éréque empire corsage 
terminating with a sharp grand monarque point, fastening on the 
right side with a cluster of marigolds, dahlias, and forget-me-nots, 
On Wednesday Esmyntrupe and I went to Lady CaLLIrEr’s ball. 
A Rassian Princess created quite a sensation by appearing in a black 
satin cosaque, embroidered in gold, and ornamented with malachite 
chains, 1 confess that the arrangement seemed to me somewhat 
outré, and not to be compared to the Duchess of Bricuton’s creation 
of peat-coloured Patagonian dulle cut @ la belle Margot, with revers 
en cascade of Honiton lace and endless wreaths of bottle-green 
carnations. On Thursday Uncle Nort took us to the New Gallery 
where I came across two very original toques, one being formed of 
the skin of a Tweed salmon with the scales perfectly preserved, the 
entourage being artificial flies ; the other constructed of marmos t for 
with the head in front en lion, the eyes being emeralds, while the 
tail of the monkey was brought over the left shoulder a /' Impératrice 
and terminated with a wee crystal watch. Uncle Nort made us f 
very uncomfortable by repeatedly asking where the show of Spanish 
liquorice could be found. 
On Friday we had to get some presents for ANGELINA’s birthday, 
at CurPpuRsE AND Dvvau’s I found sucha cesenie blotting- 
book, made of Thibet beech—a rich red wood, ey ike mahogany. 
The charm of the thing is that, directly the book is opened, out 
Jumye a grand lama (the inkstand) with a penholder in his mouth, 
y for use. EsmyntTRUDE bought a silver-guilt tortoise, which, 
on pressing a spring, puts out its head, and becomes a toast-rack, 
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THE NEW PHOTOGRAPHY. 


[Professor Rénrazn, of Wiirzburg, has dis- 
covered how to photograph through a peraon’s 
body, giving a picture only of the bones.] 


O, Rontagn, then the news is true, 
_ And not a trick of idle rumonr, 
That bids us each beware of you, 
And of your grim and graveyard humour. 


We do not want, like Dr. Swirr, _ 
To take our flesh off and to pose in 

Our bones, or show each little rift ‘ 
And joint for you to poke your nose in. 


We only crave to contemplate 
Each other's usual full-dress photo ; 
Your worse than ‘‘ altogether” state 
Of portraiture we bar in toto / 


wi, |. The fondest swain would scarcely prize 
Yip A picture of his Jady’s framework ; 
tie To gaze on this with yearning eyes 
Would probably be voted tame work | 
No, keep them for your epitaph 
These tombstone-souvenirs unpleasant : 


Or go away and photograph 
Mabataies, pokeka: cad Mie. B-s-ntT ! 


-— wt + 


The Cry of a Hungry Biped. 


[“*On New Year's Day a number of ladies and 
gentlemen went to Acton, where the horses and 
donkeys at the Home of Rest where regaled with 
a dinner of carrots, bread, apples, and sugar.’”’] 


For four-legg’d beasts there ’s lots of stuff, 
But not for this barbarian. 

Oh! would that I were ass enough, 
To be a Vegetarian. 


‘* INQUIRER” wishes to know if the war- 
song of the troops under the command of Dr. 
JAMESON is ‘‘ Jimmy on the ‘shoot,’ Boys!” ? 


CHaRLEY asked me to get him a gift as well (the poor fellow is 
working night and day on a starvation salary at the Colonial Office) ; 
s0 we went to Rortick AND RaspeEr’s, where, after giving a great 
deal of trouble to the very gentlemanlike young men who serve, we 
selected a very useful article—an umbrella, with a handle holding a 

ife, fork, spoon, and ote em all in silver. One of the young 
men who waited on us is s> like the Duke of Pmtico, but perhaps 
more anes. Naughty E. says, ‘* Noblesse oblige.’ 

Last night we had a box at the Adelphi, and thought that 
Mr. Terriss, in his kilt, was very like his daughter ELLALINE, whose 
photograph I sent you as a Caristmas card. We could not help 
clapping our hands at the patriotic speeches, just to show how we 
ated the Boers, though, to be sure, the play is all about Egypt. 
Mais, ma mie la patrie toujours la patrie, Hereisa recipe for 
luncheon. Take a dozen eggs, a pot of caviare, and the insides 
of six Spanish onions. Let them simmer together for four hours, 
Then add an ounce of cinnamon, two pickled walnuts, and three 
nutmegs. Meantime stew a bladebone of beef with a pound of Peri- 
goid troffles and a bottle of champagne. Mingle the contents of 
the two casseroles together, boil, and serve with slices of French 
bread en branche. You will find this an economical and appreciated 


lat. 
We all hope that this dreadful disagreement with the Emperor 
will not prevent our going to Homburg this year. Mais Dieu 
dispose ! Ever, dear, Your loving Cousin, Kans, 


A Birthday Card. 
To William IT., German Emperor, King of Prussia; born, January 27, 1859. 


Att hail to thee, great Kaiser King! 
Away with melancholy! _ 
Time flies with telegraphic . 
And sometimes, too, does Folly. 
INoPPORTUNE PusiicaTion.—Sir,—I see an advertisement of 
‘** Funk and Wagnall’s Standard Dictionary of the English Lan- 
guage.” Surely, Sir, never at any time, but least of all just now 
should there be found in our vocabulary any such word as ** Funk ”’ p 


Yours, JINGO DE JINGO, 








January 25, 1896.] 
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THANES TO THE DISCOVERY OF PsoFFssoR RONTGEN, THE GERMAN EMPEROR WILL NOW 
BE ABLE TO OBTAIN AN EXACT PHOTOGRAPH OF A ‘' BACKBONE” OF UNSUSPECIED SIZ AND 


STRENGTA ! 



























CONDENSED CONFIDENCE. 
(A Let'er for Ladies, ) 


My DEAR ETHELINDA,— We have been quite gay this week. Aunt 
JEMIMA gave a Cinderella on Tuesday, and all our friends assembled 
in great force. There were some novel and ming dresses, 
especially noticed a sweet harmony in yellow and green chiffon, the 
skirt being caught up with bunches of real Mandarin oranges. The 
wearer Was a zoe ene whose portrait was rejected at the 
Academy the year before last. A pretty, sallow girl, with a nose 
rather too prononcé, was gowned in brick-dust bigogne, the ceinture 
of Marie Thérése blue, with a short fluted basque of gamboge. She 
wore Spanish chestnuts in the prickly pod arranged as a bouquet, and 
the ensemble was quite too perfect. Very striking, too, was a 
costume of toad-brown velvet, the broad éréque empire corsage 
terminating with a sharp grand sere point, fastening on the 
right side with a cluster of marigolds, dahlias, and forget-me-nots. 

On Wednesday Esmynrrupe and I went to Lady Catiiren’s ball. 
A Russian Princess created quite a sensation by appearing in a black 
satin cosaque, embroidered in gold, and ornamented with malachite 
chains, 1 confess that the arrangement seemed to me somewhat 
outré, and not to be compared to the Duchess of BricHTon’s creation 


entourage being artificial flies ; the other constructed of marmoeet fur 
with the head in front en lion, the eyes being emeralds, while the 
tail of the monkey was brought over the left shoulder a /' Impératrice 

and terminated with a wee crystal watch. Uncle Noxt made us feel 
very uncomfortable by repeatedly asking where the show of Spanish 
liquorice could be found. 

On Friday we had to get some presents for ANGELINA’s birthday, 
and at Curpursk AND Devav’s I found such a delightful blotting- 
hook, made of Thibet beech—a rich red wood, very like mahogany. 
The charm of the thing is that, directly the book is ed, out 
jumps a grand lama (the inkstand) with a penholder in his mouth, 

y for use. ERMYNTRUDE hougne a silver-guilt tortoise, which, 
on pressing a spring, puts out its head, and becomes a toast-rack, 
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THE NEW PHOTOGRAPHY. 


[Profeesor RéntTaEN, of Wlirzburg, has dis- 
covered how to photograph through a person’s 
body, giving a picture only of the bones. ] 


O, ROntegn, then the news is true, 
_ And not a trick of idle ramonar, 
That bids us each beware of you, 
And of your grim and graveyard humour, 


We do not want, like Dr. Swirr, | 
To take our flesh off and to pose in 

Our bones, or show each little rift 
And joint for you to poke your nose in. 


We only crave to contemplate 
Each other's usual full-dress photo ; 
Your worse than *‘ altogether” state 
Of portraiture we bar in toto / 


. The fondest swain would scarcely prize 
A picture of his Jady’s framework ; 
To faze on this with yearning eyes 
ould probably be voted tame work |! 


No, keep them for your epitaph, 

“i These Canta bocteers unpleasant ; 
r go away and photograp 

Muhateias, spooks, and Mrs, B-s-nr! 


The Cry of a Hungry Biped. 


[**On New Year's Day a number of ladies and 
gentlemen went to Acton, where the horses and 
donkeys at the Home of Rest where regaled with 
a dinner of carrots, bread, apples, and sugar.’’] 


For four-legg’d beasts there ’s lots of stuff, 
But not for this barbarian. 

Oh! would that I were ass enough, 
To be a Vegetarian. 


‘** INQUIRER” wishes to know if the war- 
cong of the troops under the command of Dr. 
JAMESON is ‘‘ Jimmy on the ‘ shoot,’ Boys!’’? 


CHaRLEY asked me to get him a gift as well (the poor fellow is 
working night and day on a starvation salary at the Colonial Office) ; 
s0 we went to Rotiick AND RaspeEr’s, where, after giving a great 
deal of trouble to the very gentlemanlike young men who serve, we 
selected a very useful article—an umbrella, with a handle holding a 
knife, fork, spoon, and re all in silver. One of the young 
men who waited on us is s> like the Duke of Pratico, but perhaps 
more distingué. N sagney E. says, ‘* Noblesse oblige.’’ 

Last night we had a box at the Adelphi, and thought that 
Mr. TeRriss, in his kilt, was very like his daughter ELLALINE, whose 
photograph I sent you as a Caristmas card. We could not help 
clapping our hands at the patriotic speeches, just to show how we 
hated the Boers, though, to be sure, the play is all about Egypt. | 
Mais, ma mie la patrie toujours la patrie. Hereisa recipe for 
luncheon. Take falf a dozen eggs, a pot of caviare, and the insides 
of six Spanish onions. Let them simmer together for four hours, 
Then add an ounce of cinnamon, two pickled walnuts, and three 
nutmegs. Meantime stew a bladebone of beef with a pound of Peri- 
goid truffles and a bottle of champagne. Mingle the contents of 
the two casseroles together, boil, and serve with slices of French 
a en branche, You will find this an economical and appreciated 
plat. ; 

We all hope that this dreadful disagreement with the Emprnor 
ill not prevent our going to Hombarg this year. Mais Dieu 


en cascade of Honiton lace and endless wreaths of bottle-green | ,7; ’ ; 

carnations, On Thursday Uncle Nott took us to the New Gallery Rapone: vee, Caan, Per aes Ome pam 
where I came across two very original toques, one being formed 0 

the skin of a Tweed salmon with the scales perfectly preserved, the A Birthday Card. 


To William IT,, German Emperor, King of Prussia; born, January 27, 1859. 


Att hail to thee, great Kaiser King! 
Away with m oly | 


Time flies with telegraphic wing, 
And sometimes, too, does Folly. 


INopPoRTUNE PusiicaTion.—Sir,—I see an advertisement of 
** Punk and Wagnall’s Standard Dictionary of the English Lan- 
guage.” Surely, Sir, never at any time, but least of all just now 
should there be found in our vocabulary any such word as ** Funk ”’ p 
ours, JINGO DE JINGO, 
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RIVIERA. 


She, ‘'I WONDER WHAT MAKES THE MEDITERRANEAN 100K 80 BLUE?” 
He, ‘‘You’p Look BLUE IF YOU HAD TO WASH TBE Ss#orzEs oF ITALY!” 








A LAY OF THE UNION JACK. 
(By a Patriotic Cockney.) 
THoveHr I feel less at home on the bounding 


wave 
Than I do on the firm dry land, 
I can spin you a yarn of a right good craft 
hat is true-British owned and manned. 
The w a may blow, and the storms may 


And the hurricanes rage and roar, 
Bat ‘‘the ship I love” on her course will 


hol 
With the Union Jack at the fore. 


Fair weather or foul, she ploughs along, 
Leaving far astern the strand 

And many a towering sister bark 
We ys on the starboard hand. 

And, Westward ho! as we bear away, 
I can eount stout ships galore, 

Abeam, in our wake, and ahead, that fly 
The Unicn Jack at the fore, 


And the sight of the flag that has swept the 


seas, 

Nor ever has known disgrace, 

Makes even a landlubber’s bosom swell 
With the pride of his English race. 

At that gallant sight in my landeman’s heart 
I rejcice—and rejoice more 

That I’m only aboard of a road-car ’bus, 
With the Union Jack at the fore! 


Vive L’EmperFvur.—It is a lopeful sign 


[January 25, 1896. 


-_— 


DICKENS UP TO DATE; 
Or, Fiction repeats itself, 


+S ene. and Mrs, 
ITITTERLY reclined, according to custom, on 
the drawing-room sofa, while Kars read aloud 
the first of aromantic novel in the newest 
fashionable quarterly, entitled The Savoy 
which ALPHonsE the doubtful had procured 
from the library that very morning... . 
Kats read on :— 


** Before a toilet that shone like the Altar of 
Notre Dame des Victoires, Helen was seated 
in alittle dressing-gown k and helio- 
trope. Thecotffeur Cosmé was caring for her 
scented chevelure, and with tiny silver tongs, 
warm from the caresses of the flame, made 
delicious intelligent curls, that fell as lightly 
as a breath about her forehead and over her 
eyebrows, and clustered like tendrils round 
her neck. Her three favourite girls, Pappe- 
larde, Blanchemains and Loreyne, wasted 
immediately upon her oe ee and 
powder in delicate flacon ail casso- 
lettes, and held in porcelain jars the ravishing 
paints prepared by Chateline for those cheeks . 
and lips that had grown a litle with 
anguish of exile.... Millamant held a slight 
tray of suppers, Minette some tender gloves, 
La Popelhniére— mistress of the robes—was 
ready with a frock of yellow and yellow, La 
Zambinella bore the jewels, Florizel some 
Jlowers, Amadour a box of various pins, and 
Vadius a box of sweets.... 

‘** Cosmé,’ said Helen, ‘ you have been 
quite sweet and quite brilliant, you have sur- 
aie dab to-night,’ 

*** Madame flatters me,’ replied the antique 
old thing, with a girlish giggle under his black 
satin mask. ... 

** Helen slipped away the dressing- gown, rose 
before the mirror in a flutter of frilied things, 
and called Millamant to bring her the slippers. 

** The tray was freighted with the most ex- 
quisite and shapely pantoufles, su t to 
make Cluny a place of naught. e were 
shoes of grey and black and brown suéde, of 
white silk and rose satin, and velvet and 
sarcenet ; there were some of seagreen sewn 
with cherry blossoms, some of red with willow 
branches, and some of grey with bright- 
winged lirds, There were heels of silver, of 
wory, and of oy ; there were buttons so 
beautiful that the buttonholes might have no 
pleasure till they closed upon them; there 
were soles of delicate leathers scented with 
maréchale, and linings of soft stuffs scented 
with the juice of July god ut Helen, 
Sinding none of them to mind, called for a 
discarded patr of blood-red maroquin, dia- 
pered with pearls, These looked very dis- 
tinguished over her white silk stockings. 

** Meantime, La Popeliniére stepped fur- 
ward with the frock. 

‘** T shan’t wear one to-night,’ said Helen, 
Then she slipped on her gloves.” 


‘Oh, charming!” interrupted Karr’s 

patroness, who was sometimes taken literary. 

’ Poetic, really. Read that deecription again, 
Mises NicKLEBY.” 
KaTe complied. 

‘** Sweet, indeed! ’’ said Mrs, WITITTERLY, 

with a sig ** So voluptuous, is it notP So 


in these times of European trouble to know | soft ? 


that our old and esteemed friend NapoLzon 
BoLToNPARTY has been “* organtes to the 
vacant Taxing p.” He will bean 

thing but a *‘ vacant’’ master, For 
this motive he quits the firm of Botton anp 
Mote; so the castle of business in which he 
was one of the towers of strength is still pro- 


tected by the Morz, May the new Taxing 
Master not ove his strength! And s0 
Mote tt be ! 


‘ ** Yes, — it is,” replied Karr, gently ; 
very soft,’ 

**Close the book, Mies Nicktesy,’’ said 
Mrs, Wiritresty. ‘'I can hear ee 
7 gig eto I “gree be maT tS oe 

e impression o sw escription. 
Close the book.” 

Kate complied, not unwillingly. 

tcholas Nickleby, Chap, XXVIII. 
(mutatis mutandis), 





January 25, 1896. 
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THINGSYARE NOT ALWAYS WHAT THEY SEEM. 


His Honour. ‘‘H’m! WIth you KINDLY RAISE YouR Vz. I 
FIND IT EXTREMELY DIFFICULT TO—H’M—H#EAR ANYONE DISTINCTLY 
WITH THOSE THICK VEILS——” 


ROUNDABOUT READINGS. 
STRAINED RELATIONS IN THE KENNEL, 


. I am beginning to experience some of the uncomfortable results of 
educating my dogs up to the Spectator standard, and, in order that 
others may take warning ere it is too late, I propose to set down 
a brief history of what has happened during the past week amongst 
the highly-intelligent dogs who have kindly agreed to share with me 
my humble dwelling, and to leave for my use one or two of the most 
uncomfortable chairs to be found in it. I need scarcely say that the 
sofas and armchairs have long ago been recognised as the exclusive 
property of the dogs. 


OF course, pyeny ecy knows that if dogs are only allowed to live 
mae enough in the society of human beings, they eventually reach 
such a high pitch of intelligence that they begin to feel the want of 
speech. The nope of their feelings, their desires, and their thoughts 
becomes enlarged, and they yearn for some more accurate medium of 
expression than is afforded by barking, tail- eeing, or tcratchi 
at a door, eloquent as these may sometimes be made, (Has anybody, 
by the way, ever owned a dog who did not constantly 
the wrong side of adoor? A considerable 3 gph of my life is spent in 
getting up and opening doors for dogs. No matter how carefully I 
may inveigle the dogs into a room, the result is always the same. 
the space of five minutes after I have sat down and composed 
myself every dog will, by some magic means, have vanished, and a 
furious scratching or a melancholy whining will announce that the 
all wish to come back again. So when | have left the house wi 
apparently the whole pack, a few seconds afterwards the vision of 
two or three excited dog-faces at the garden-window 
agonised ululations will prove to 
run back at the last a ee to fetch whatever is the 
equivalent of a handkerchi 
have said, is by the way.) © 


Does, then, understanding more or less what is said to them, and 
recognising in the best method of expression, begin, after a 
time, to want to be able to speak. Fortunately I have managed, 
some extent, as I explained some weeks ago, to gratify this wish by 


canine 
or a matchbox. This, however, as I 


st himself on high 


and a series of | 4}, 
me that some of them must have | T, 


to | very intelligent, a dog. with deep, 


‘Er—er—rTaHAnK you! SILENCE! I witt Not HaVEé THIS 
CoURT TURNED INTO A PLACE OF AMUSEMENT!” 


show, are able not only to communicate their thoughts to me, 
but also to understand much more plainly all that I say, and to 
converse with one another with far greater force and variety than 
before, are, in fact, becoming too human, and I am afraid 
I shall have to part with them. WhenI acquired them I looked for 
the companionship of real dogs, not of human beings disguised with 
four legs, , and fur coats. 


I must explain agate that my pack numbers five. 
Nellie, the deerhound, whose virtues I need not further describe, as 
she plays no part in the story I am about to tell. Then there are 
Don and Roy, the two St. Bernards, aged about twenty months, 
Don is an enormous animal, not yet fully developed, but weighing 
already eleven stone, and measuring very close on thirty-three 
inches at the shoulder. He is the kindest and best-tempered dog in 
the whole world, one huge lump of affectionate good nature. Hi 


There is 


brother Roy is a smaller, but perhaps a handsomer dog. His head 
is broader nose shorter, his body more compact, and his limbs, 
on the whole, better knit together. He is a dog of immense strength, 


and of a wild, teasing, Seeene SOEs rather shy with strangers, 
but very affectionate with his intimates. I think the soul of some 
igh-spirited, clever, mischievous undergraduate has found its incer- 
nation in Roy. There are deep wrinkles on his forehead and over 
his eyes that give his face a peculiar whimsical and pathetic expres- 
sion. He has a great admiration and liking for the butcher, but, 
oddly enough, pursues the butcher's cart up the lane with a relent- 
less animosity which is apt to terrify quiet people who meet him on 
one of these razzias. Both these dogs adore children; and it is a 
comical sight to see them standing one on each side of a youngster of 
five, and all but lifting him into the air as they lick his face with 
eir great tongues. One other point about them deserves mention. 
ey ov with sympathy. You have only to sit down and 
pretend to cry or to be in pain to have them rushing across the room 
with howls, upsetting chairs or tables as they come, until they can 
smother you under an avalanche of clumsy caresses. 


Bsy, the retriever, is a quiet dog, devoted to his profession and 
eloquent eyes, and a lustrous, wavy 


black coat. Rufus, is a brown dog, and supplies un- 


means of the Canine Cogita ph, or thought-register, adapted to | consciously the comic element in the kennel. He the most 
dogs of all breeds and sizes. curious indirect result of this con- | absurd wa i 


trivance has been, however, :that my ‘dogs, as the sequel will 





of gazing at you with his bulging, amber eyes, while he 
wags his rate tall at the'rate of about a million to the minute. 
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He is very affectionate and very jealous; a pat or a kind word to 
one of the other dogs is enough to arouse Rufus from the deepest 
slumber in order that he may at once claim his share of attention. 
He is also rather masterful, and being comparatively a little dog 
he is apt to resent the rough, good-humoured gambols of the St. 
Bernards. He is deeply convinced that heis superior to the whole 
of the rest of them put together. 


Now I noticed during the last few days that Rufus has been 
employing his leisure in burying odd biscuits and stray bones in 
various of the garden. For instance, when I gave him a 
biscuit the other day, instead of eagerly scrunching it as is his 
custom, he kept it in his mouth, and looked at me with a con- 
‘cious, half-guilty expression, wagging his tail furiously all the 
time, Obeyieg the dictates of good breeding, I withdrew, but not 
far enough to lose sight of Rufus, although I made sure that be 
was unable to see me. Having waited a short time he trotted off 
to a convenient flower-bed, and hegan to scrape ahole, In this 
he carefully deposited his biscuit and then set to work to rub 
the earth back with his broad and foolish brown nose. Having 
carefully smoothed the place all over he came back to me looking 
as if nothing had happenrd, though his tell-tale nose had upon 
it a pyramid of earth quite an inch high. It may be thought 
that Rufus buried these scraps of food in order to have a stre 
for future emergencies. Not at all. I discovered tha‘, to use 
his own expression, he had poem, Degeing tas claims” in the 
garden, and by this time he imagines hi to have proprietary 
rights over the whole place. 


_ WE have, of course, all been very much excited by the foreign 
intelligence of the past few weeks, and the other morning. while 
Rufus was apparently sleeping, someone read out aloud the German 
Emperor's ex ary telegram to President Knatierr, Rufus 
took no notice at the time, but, as the resalt shows, he had evidently 
eard, had been fired with admiration, and had resolved on the first 
opportunity toimitate. After lunch on the same day, Ben had 
retired to smoke a quiet bone in a corner of the garden that he 
rticularly affects. “Roy. who is. Iam sorry to say, rather a greedy 
og, observed the bone from a distance, and the waters of desire 
began to trickle from his mouth. He decided to make an attempt 
to possess himself of it. Ben, however, who had temporarily de- 
posited his bone, was fullv aware of what was passing in Roy’s mind, 
and accordingly when Roy advanced, looking as if he had urgent 
business total] y unconnected witha bonein that cornerof the garden, 
Ben sprang up, end seized the invader by theear. So resolute was 
the retriever’s demeanour that Roy, oppressed with a sense of 
knavery, incontinently turned and fled. Here was Rufus’s oppor- 
tunity. That remarkable dog approached to within ten yards of Ben, 
looked at him steadily, harked twice, and then retired. This was what 
he had said ; I read it off ar specie. Rae Cogitatograph: ‘‘I con- 
gratulate vou with all my heart on having repulsed dastardly inva- 
sion of Rob-roy, freebooter, without the intervention of any friendly 
powers, (Signed) Rufus, R. § I.’ Ben had made a suitable reply to 
the effect that he would defend the independence of his beloved Lone 
to his last gasp. 


THE consequences of this ridiculous action on Rufus’s part are 
very distressing. Roy and Don, who had of course heard the 
message delivered, are both furious. Don says that he is far from 
wishing to defend every action that Roy may take, but after all, 
blood is thicker than water, and he is not going to endure the pre- 
posterous airs of a bandy-legged upstart like Rufus. Ben is not 
too pleased, He says he can defend himself without the intervention 
of anybody, and has no intention of being patronised by Rufus. In 
fact, that unfortunate spaniel is at the present moment the most 
unpopular dog I have ever known, and all on account of a moment’s 
rashness red by hearing the Emperor’s telegram read aloud. | 
have had to give Rufus a room to himself, and to keep him carefully 
out of the way of the St. Bernards. I scarcely like to think what 
the end of it all may be. 


OBJECT LESSONS FOR THE BAR. 


ScENE—A Court of Law. Judge on Bench. Spiicitors in Well, 
Silks in the pew reserved fur them. Back seats crowded with 
members of the Junior Bar. 

First Leader (rising and addressing the Court), I appear, my 
Lord, with my friends, Messrs. Buacxstong, Coxe, Bacon, Hott, 
and LyTrLxTor, for the plaintiff. (Sits down. 

Second Leader (following suit), And I, my 
Messrs BRriEFLESS, 
the defendant. 

The Judge (courteously). I do not wish to interfere at so early a 

stage. But I would suggest to learned counsel wearing silk, that 

there seems to me rather an excessive use of stuff in this meer 
aughter. 


rd, with my friends, 
Dunvp, Ror, Doz, and Justrntan Cockzvrn, for 





PREPARATIONS. 


THE PROPOSED GIRAFFE Corps ON AcTIVE SERVICE. 





First Leader (smiling). I take your Lordship’s meaniog. But I 


suggest that in the course of my case I shall have to 
show a prize fight, when, for the purpose of il'ustration, I shall find 
the services of mv friends who are associated with me invaluable. 
” any . my ae when at Cambridge were distinguished members 
of the A. D. C. 

The Judge. Quite so. Of course you will use your discretion. 

Second Leader, And as the matter has been mentioned, my Lord, 
I think it is only right to say that, as during the course of this case 
[ shall have to show how a game of Nap was played, I cannot 
dispense with the services of my friends. I may mention that Mr. 
BRIEFLESS (whose face may possibly be better known to your 
Lordship than his voice) isa very clever amateur actor. Daring the 


would ee 


last twenty or peat aot he has been giving readings of Hamlet and 


Dazzle, absolutely inct from those made familiar to the public by 
Sir Henny Invine and the late Mr. Coantes MATHEWS, 

The Judge. I have not the least doubt of Mr, Rarercess’s ability 
but I wou'd point out that, as a rule, a Qaeen’s Counsel is satisfied 
with the assistance of (at most) two members of the Janior Bar. 

First Leader, Just so, my Lord. Bat no doubt it will be fresh in 
your Lordship’s memory that recently Mr. Avory showed how a 
suicide or murder might be committed in a cab with the assistance 

his learned friend Mr. Brron.* Now I would not for a moment 
soggest that the great dearth of iness in these courts has 
anything to do with the matter, but it is undoubtedly open to obser- 
vation that certainly anything that can be done to put business—— 

The Judge (interrupting). Yes, yes; I understand. But I am 
afraid that the matter may end in disappointment. But thatisa 
point that the Taxing Master must decide. 

Both Leaders, As your Lordship pleases, 

[Scene closes in upon the prospect of a coming contest ‘‘ re costs,’ 
* Daily Chronicle, January 15, 1896. 


In rg ‘*‘ Moror.”—There is to be a grand exhibition of Motor 
Carriages at the Imperial Institute. Is this to ba in May, orata 
Re-Moter date ? ji 


Tae CHABTERED SoutH Arrican Co.—*‘ A Chartered Libertine,” 
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THE PATRIOTS VADE 
MECUM. 


(Compiled on Sentimental Plus 
Commercial Principles.) 


Question, You consider war 
a curse ? 

Answer. Certainly; and one 
that should be avoided at 
almost any cost. 

Q. But you would not sacri- 
fice the honour of your country 
to secure peace ? 

_ A. No; but then * honour” 
isan elastic term, having more 
than one signification. 

Q. You would reverence the 
Army and Navy ? 

A, pose aoenn The 
more especially in re — to 
them in a speech delivered at 

end of a charity dinner. 
ou would increase both 


the f 

Q. 
Services ? 

A. To any limit, at the in- 
stigation of the writer of a 
soul-stirring leading article, 

Q. You would cheer a won 
with a refrain ending wit 
‘*England,” or ‘‘ Fatherland,”’ 
or ‘‘ Victoria” ? 

A, To the echo. 
applauee would be the louder 
if bestowed from the audi- 
torium of a comic opera house 
or a theatre of varieties, 

Q. But would not war spell 
‘* disaster ”’ 


ms a S shape of oe 
: yet you havenothing 
but enthusiasm for bellicose 
ballads Pp 


WHEN J GROW UP.” 
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A YOUNG REPUBLICAN. 


Liddle Lord Charles, ‘‘Oun, I’M GOING TO BE AN OMNIBUS CONDUCTOR, 


A. Tobesure. But thenit 


are harmless until their words 
cease to be syllables and be- 
come deeds, 

Q. Then, in spite of spirited 
leading articles and Jingo 
mins , you would act 
we re. ted ty 

. Yes, as represen y 
the Government. 

Q. And you would prefer 
rumours of war to war itself ? 

A, Naturally; for theformer 
have all the advantages of 
martial glory without the 
we. Bat wipitie Gk 1k 

. But, supposing that i 
turned out after careful con- 
sideration—after taking into 
account the possibility of 
seizing foreign colonies and 
securing the remainder of the 
world’s carrying e — it 
seemed likely that war might 
be profitable, would you then 
counsel peace P 

A. No; for then hostilities 
would have come within the 
Pr eT bounds of business. Once prove 
hi aay eae that a good general row will 

i ae yield dear old England a safe 
a |||! our per cent., and Britannia 

HE == — > MAN will draw hersword, and let her 

ahaa Cs licn not only growl, but bite. 
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ANTICIPATORY OF FEBRU- 
ARY 14,—In view of the meet- 
ing of Parliament Sir WILLIAM 
HaRcovukt is preparing to send 


Fair American, ‘Bur your BROTHER ’S GOING TO BE A DUKE, 1SN’T HE?’’| Mr, J, CHAMBERLAIN a Trans- 
L, L. C, “AW, YES; BUT THAT ’8 ABOUT ALL HE’S FIT FOR, YOU KNOW!” | vaalentine. 





THE BOOK OF THE WEEK. THE SAVELOY. 
I.—MystTERIES OF THE HumAN HEART, 


Is the world coming round to my point of view after all, and is the 
great heart of the nation beginning to pag aa that what interests 


me must be the most important factor in life? Here is a charming 
magazine, written by contributors who have the full co of Caer] 
e morbi 


woman’s creed, and very refreshing it is to tarn from i 
philosophy of the Besantine school of literature to the sweet fresh air 
of the new world to which Mr, Werrpstey and his colleagues take 
us. There is not an article in the volume that one can put down 
without feeling the better and the purer for it, 

IL.—Awn IpyYLL oF THE SEASIDE. 

I have neither fear nor shame in printing the following extract 
from a breezy article by the editor. 

Margate, 1895. By Simple Symons. 

I went to Margate this year by the excuraion-train with the intention of 
remaining only for the eight hours of vulgarity without fun that we trippers 
are promised, and I remained from Saturday till Monday! What is it in 
this so little watering-place that appeals to the poet, and that turns us all, 
at our moments, into helpless and drivelling idiots?... 

Ah! but the beach on a sunny morning! What a feast of colour, of move- 
ment, of so various curiosities! Here is the smart brandy-ball man with his 
paper cap, here the quaint seller of old-world pebbles. On certain mornings 
negro minstrels perform on the sands. You cannot imagine anything more 
delicious. These, it should be said, are not real negroes ; they are simply ordi- 
nary white men, with their faces painted black. How amusingit all was, how 
interesting they were, how they invited to the wandering of vague emotion! 

I had my own little romance on the beach—the most absurd cf little 
romances, Still! 

There was an old bathing-woman, known as MarTHA Gunn. She 
avoided me in so marked a manner that I saw she was in love with me. 
Once, when I smiled at her, she waved at me, as in mock defiance, a little, 
teeny bathing-dress. Sometimes she would sit on the steps of a bathing 
machine, knitting. I thought once of kissing my hand to her. But, after 
all, was it worth while? Yet it would have pleased her, my dear old friend, 
whom I never knew, but who, I knew, loved me. More than all othera, 
MarTHA GUNN seemed to sum up Margate for me.... 


This plaintive philosophy will come home to many as a revelation 
and a hope, 
III.—UNeEasy LIkS THE HEAD THAT WEARS A CROWN, 
The article from which I subjoin an extract, and which is deepl 
interesting in the present political crisis, will, I venture to think, ad 


much to the making or the marring of the joys and sorrows of those 
who live in what the Decadents and the Thesnites choose to call ‘* the 
end of the century.” 

A Fine Child. By Maz Mereboom. 

I first saw him last summer, in the Isle of Wight, clapping his chubby 
little hands, and crowing with delight as he sailed his toy-ship. A fine child 
he is, fond of his rocking-horse, fonder still of playing with soldiers. For 
the rest, I find but one slight stain on his infant life. He is a trifle 
quarrelsome, and, when other children fight, he will run and kiss the victor, 
or hit the vanquished with his clenched fist. Once he locked his little brother 
up in a cupboard for doing something that displeased him. He prefers sauer- 
kraut even to Mellin’s food, and dearly loves a musical box that plays “ Die 
Wacht am Rhein.” He cannot bear to leave his toy-boats at home. He 
cries when he goes out, and says to his nurse ‘‘ Kleine Billie wants Schiffe.”’ 
He is perhaps a trifle spoilt. He should be, while there is yet time, placed 
judiciously in the corner, or deprived, it may be, of pudding. Zin wenig 
Geduld ! He may yet grow up to be a great and good man. 


IV.—Tse Morat Tone. 


And now we come to Mr, WEIRDSLEY’s work. Under Ludgate 
Hill is a novel rather of character than of adventure. It is chietly 
remarkable for its terse, vigorous style, its absolute truthfulness to 
nature, and—more important than all the rest—its . moral tone, 
The character of the excellent Mrs. Marsuple is superbly developed, 
while Claud and Clair are creations—they seem to live. This book 
should be on every schoolroom table; every mother should present it 
to her daughter, for it is bound to have an ennobling and purifying 
influence. Here is a powerful description of the refreshment-bar of 
Messrs, SPIERS AND Pond :— 

. +++ The refreshment-table was freighted with the most exquisite and 
shapely delicacies, sufficient to make Buzzards’ a place of naught. On quaint 

estals of every sort stood bottles of cherry-brandy, of gingerbeer, of lime- 
juice cordial. Marmalade and jam were in frail eer ee There were jam- 
tarts that seemed to stain the table, bath-buns baked to the utmost, and flecked 
with tiny dead flies, macaroons of all sorts, and sandwiches cut like artificial 
flowers. There were seed-cakes sown with caraway-seeds, gingerbread twisted 
into cunning forms, and sausage-rolls so beautiful that the teeth might have 
no pleasure until they closed upon them.... Some of the barmaids had put 
on selightful little fringes dyed in reds, and oes and some wore great 
white aprons after the manner of the New Magdalen. They were silenced 
by the approach of the Bovril, that was served by waiters dressed in black, 


Have I not said enough about the ‘‘Saveloy” to show that no 
family should be without it ? ie 





VOL. cx. F 


50 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 


















cL S——) 
O. lS 
ie IS — 
WU —<—_ FA ee 
1TALY =— 





iii 
} 






——————————————————————————————— 


Tin 
Y 
JI) 





| 


-—. 


Ses f 
NSS \\ 
NAA >: 
“Ai 


\ 
AY 


a 


Y \ \ 
\\\ \ Lea 
NY ANS 


\\ 
y 


x 


on 
—— v 
Uf, Oe Aha 


eases 


~~) 


*g,e - 

4s 

UPS 
‘ 


Gj ot - 4 cc 
a Ie A —_, 
~ alee : UHH 
\ i —— a (S \\ 
iy , 


% ey Ane . 
Wlunien eee 


ri 
He 





7 


\ 
UT TTL 
mina 
Zz SSS 
5 f e— =—= 


, 


ee 
“eer 
] 


THE STORY OF FIDGETY WILHELM. 
(Up-to date Version of '* Struwwelpcter.’’) 


[Fenruary 1, 1896. 









' Lat ME SFE IF WILHELM CAN ‘' Bor FirceTy WILL 
BE A LITTLE GENTLFMAN ; . HE won’r SIT STILL,” 
LtT ME SEE IF HE IS ABLE | . : 
To SIT STILL FOR OXCE AT TABLE!” JUST LIKE ANY BUCKING HORSF, 
* * * * 


‘' WILHELM! WE ARE GETTING CROss!” 


Frsruary 1, 1896.] 


PUNCH, OR THE aon CHARIVARL 


FEMININE FAILING. 


First Sportsman, ‘‘ W¥LL, HOW DO YOU LIKE THAT NEW MARE OF YouRs?” 
Second Sportsman, ‘‘OH, FAIRLY WELL, Bur 1 wish I Hap BouGHT A Horsz, S#HE’sS ALWAYS STOPPING TO LOOK AT BERSELF 


IN THE Pupp.iets!” 


A 











THE STORY OF FIDCETY WILHELM. 
(From * Struwwelpeter” Up to Dat.) 


“‘ Ler me see tf WILHELM can 
Be a little gentleman ; 
Let me see if he is able 
To sit still for once at table!” 
Thus papa bade W111 behave, 
hilst mamma looked avery grave. 
But fidgety W1L1, 
He won't sit still ; 
He wriggles and jiggles, with nose in air, 
And flusters and blusters, and tilts his chair, 
Jast like any bucking horse. 
** WILHELM! We are getting cross!” 


See the tiresome restless child 
Growing still more rude — pine 
Till his chair tilts oes 

WILHELM yells wi hit night, 
Grabbing at the wet but then 

That es matters worse again. 
Cloth dragged off, with Wiz ecm fall 
Soup-tureen, knives, forks, and all, 
Poor mamma does fret and frown 
When she sees them oe down ; 
Pocr papa makes a wry 

Fidgety WiLL ’s in ain aac abs 


New NAME FOR 1HE LATE COMMANDER- 
1N-CHIEF IN CoBA.—Marshal Decampos, 


Or Covassz.—The second number of the 
Minute is announ 


THE THESPIAN TRAIN. 
(Extract from a Diary.) 


Monday.—After good night’s rest, started 
for Newcastle. Gave two entertainments en 
route in saloon carriage, Crowded both turns, 
Matinée su Two afternoon 
formances to different 

to London. Arrived in town 
rate! s entertainment. Started again by 
special for Orkney Islands at 11.30 P.M. 

Tuesday.—Rehearsing new piece en route. 
Supperat2a.m. Arranged business of Second 
Act in saloon at 4 a.M. Breakfast. Gave 
entertainment in the waiting-room. Capi 
business. Largest receipts on record. 
Performance to passengers travelling by same 
train. Tea. Dressed in cab. Got back to 
town in capital time for evening performance. 
Started at 11.30 p.m. for Edinburgh. 

Wednesday.—Customary ‘* before dawn” 
rehearsal of eu le sae novel 
feature for ers by same train— 
** Dramatic Breakfast,” Pavel i = refresh- 
ment-carriage d the meal, Enormous 
svecess. Three curtains. Travelling stage 
‘ti; up” jast what was wanted. Edin- 
burgh matinée a triumph. Started for 
return journey by Rehearsed new 
piece. Picked up double saloon-carriage con- 
taining audience en route, and gave special 
performance in it. Returned to town in 
excellent time for usual London programme, 
Left at 11.30 for Torquay. 


ne 
tal | Bath because we had to be back for the London 


Thursday.— Uncertain with my words 
during mi night rehearsal. By doctor’s ad- 
a took ten minutes for lunch. Torquay a 

Returned immediately afterwards. 
Extended the “‘ drop-carriage scheme.”’ Gave 
three separate performances in three double- 
saloon carriages. After London show, started 
at 11.30 p.m. for Dublin. 

Friday.—Bad passage. Matinée on steamer 
to rather a poorhouse, Thoroughly Irish wel- 
come. Doctor says I am “kn yself 
up.”’ Ordered me to aneb. ae a 
and played in my slumbers. am London 
show was allright. Left for B t 11.30. 

Saturday. — Gave early at 


matinée at 234. Rested en route by doctor’s 
orders. After second performance in town 
theatre at 8.30, ase Sas entertainment at 


the Harmonium Club. er. No sleep. 
Sunday.—After devine armonium Club, 
caught 8 o’clock train for Dover, Arrange- 


ments of the L. C. and D, Railway, as usual, 
capital. Managed to give short performance 
on board the boat in mid-Channel. Arrived 
at Calais, Twenty minutes’ play during feed- 
ing interval. Lunched in train. No sleep. 
Arrived in Paris. Dressed in cab. Played 
before a French audience. Enthusiastic 
reception, Back again. Gave second per- 
formance at Amiens. Earlv breakfast. Dead 
beat, Just intime. Oh, dear!.... Heavy 

gale in Channel!.... ’Oh! where is ae 


doctor P 
(Rest of the MS, illegible.) 


50 PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 
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THE STORY OF FIDGETY WILHELM. 
(Up-to date Version of ‘ Struwncelpcter.”) 


‘ Ler M&S s¥z ry WILBELM CAN *' Bor FirceTy WILL 
Be A LITILE GENTLFMAN ; He won’? sit STILL.” 
LT ME SEE IF HE IS ABLE , = 


















To SIT STILL FOR OFKCE AT TABLE!” JcsT LIKE ANY BUCKISG HORSP, 
° e ° ° '* Witogim! WE ARE GETTING cROss!” 


Fepruary 1, 1896.] 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 
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A FEMININE FAILING. 


First Sportsman, ‘‘ WiLL, HOW DO YOU LIKE THAT NEW MARE OF Yours?” 
Second Sportsman, ‘‘Ou, FAIRLY WELL. But I wish I Hap BOUGHT A Horsg, SHE’S ALWAYS STOPPING TO LOOK AT BERSELF 


IN THE Pupputs !” 
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THE STORY OF FIDCETY WILHELM. 
(From “ Struwwelpeter” Up to Date.) 
“* Ler me see if WILHELM can 
Be a little gentleman ; 
Let me see if he ts able 
To stt still for once at table!” 
Thus papa bade WI behave, 
mamma looked very grave. 
But fidgety Wiz, 
; He won't sit still ; 
He wriggles and jiggles, with nose in air, 
And flusters and blusters, and tilts his chair, 
Jast like any bucking horse. 
** WiLHELM! We are getting cross |” 


See the tiresome restless child 
Growing still more rude and wild, 
Till his chair tilts over quite ! 
WILHELM yells with all his might, 
Grabbing at the cloth, but then 
That es matters worse again. 
Cloth dragged off, with WixaEcm fall 
Soup-tureen, knives, forks, and all, 
Poor mamma does fret and frown 
When she sees them tumbling down; 
Poor papa es a wry face ; 
Fidgety WiL.’s in dire disgrace! 


New NAME FOR 1HE LATE CoMMANDER- 
1N-CHIEF IN CoBA.—Marshal Decampos, 


Or Covnsz.—The second number of the 
Minute is announced. 


THE THESPIAN TRAIN. 
(Extract from a Diary.) 


Monday.—After good night’s rest, started 
for Newcastle. Gave two entertainments en 
route in saloon carriage. Crowded both turns, 
Matinée su Two afternoon per- 
formances to different ers returning 
to London. Arrived in town in time for the 
evening’s entertainment, Started again by 
special for Orkney Islands at 11.30 p.m. 

Tuesday.—Rehea new piece en route. 
Supperat2a.m. Arranged business of 
Act in saloon at 4 a.m. Breakfast. Gave 
entertainment in the waiting-room. Capital 
business, st receipts on _ record. 
Performance to passengers travelling by same 
train. Tea. Dressed in cab. Got back to 
town in capital time for evening performance. 
Started at 11.30 p.m. for Edinburgh. 

Wednesday.—Customary ‘‘ before dawn”’ 
rehearsal of new piece. Introduced novel 
feature for passengers by same train— 
** Dramatic Breakfast.” Played in refresh- 
ment-carriage during the meal, Enormous 

Three curtains. Travelling stage 
‘ti; up” jast what was wanted. Edi 
burgh matinée a triumph. 
return journey by ial, Rehearsed new 
piece. Picked up double saloon-carriage con- 
taining audience en route, and gave special 
performance in it. Returned to town in 
excellent time for usual London programme, 
Left at 11.30 for Torquay. 


Thursday.— Uncertain with my words 
during midnight rehearsal. By doctor’s ad- 
vice, took ten minutes for lunch. Torquay a 
success. Returned immediately afterwar 
Extended the ‘* drop-carriage scheme.” Gave 
three separate ormances in three double- 
saloon . After London show, started 
at 11.30 p.m. for Dublin. 

Friday.—Bad passage. Matinée on steamer 


to rather a poorhouse. Thoroughly Irish bibs 


come, Doctor says I am “ my 
up.” Ordered me to sleep. Had a draught, 
and played in my slumbers. Sa London 


Second | show was all right. Left for Bath at 11.30. 


Saturday. — Gave early ormance at 
Bath because we had to be back for the London 
matinée at 234. Rested en route by doctor’s 
orders, After second performance in town 
theatre at 8.30, gave special entertainment at 
the Harmonium Club. Sapper. No sleep. 

Sunday.—After leaving Harmonium Club, 
caught 8 o’clock train for Dover. 
ments of the L. C. and D. Railway, as usual, 
capital. Managed to give short performance 
on board the boat in mid-Channel, Arrived 
at Calais, Twenty minutes’ play during feed- 
ing interval. Lunched in train. No sleep. 
Arrived in Paris. Dressed in cab. Played 
a a i - recy pote genes 
rec n, again. Gave secon - 
formance at Amiens, Earlv breakfast. Dead 
beat, Just intime. Oh, dear!.... Heavy 
gale in Channel!.... Oh! where is the 
doctor ? 

(Rest of the MS. illegible.) 
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“‘AFTER THE HOLIDAYS.” 





ROUNDABOUT READINGS. 


THs ALARMS oF MOTHERS, 


Dvnine the past ten days or so, the mothers of Great Britain have 
been bidding good-bye to thei beloved sons. To Oxford and Cam- 
bridge, to Trinity College, Dublin, to Eton, Harrow, Rugby, Fettes 

retto, and countless other schools with great reputations and 
varying charges for board (gymnastics, French, German, drawing, 
and music, being extras of unfortunately doubtful popularity), the 
sons have betaken themselves, many with hampers, and wit 
good advice from both parents. To the father it pertains to urge his 
son to greater mental activity, to warn him as to the crushing effects 
in after life of failure in examinations, to inculeate punctuality, 
obedience, and (in the case of undergraduates) a discreet manage- 
ment of his ces. The mother, on the other hand, concerns her- 
self with his bodily welfare. She provides him with a hamper, she 
a him not to catch cold, she is eloquent on the subject of dry 

ks and flannel underwear, she begs him to avoid the terrible 
fatigues involved in eight-oar boat-races, and the inevitable danger 
to life and limb entailed by football, ‘‘ Your grandfather,” she 
says, ‘* never played football, and he is vigorous and healthy at the 
age of eighty.” The logical inference is of course obvious: abstain 
from football, and you will live to be a vigorous and healthy octo- 
genarian. But cons, like all other males, are hopelessly illogical. 


Here, I think, I may indulge myself with a short by-the-way on 
the subject of hampers, Yesterday my advice was sought by a 
friend who was about to return to the house of toil. He was pro- 
ceeding with his even more diminutive brother in the direction of the 
village grocer, in order to buy something for the terminal hamper, 
but he wished to know how best to employ the money intrusted to 
him by his mother for that purpose. ‘' What do you think of 
oranges?” heasked. I suggested that oranges were a cold fruit at 
this time of year. ‘' But you can take ’em to bed, you know, and 
warm them up a bit Besides,” he continued, ‘‘ you can 
make pigs out of orange peel, and put them on the French master’s 
desk; and you can make spifling sets of false teeth.’’ This settled 
the matter; a dozen oranges were decided on. ‘'Any jam?” I 
asked, ‘‘ Rather. Two pots of apricot, three pots of strawgogs and 
three pots of goosegogs.” ‘' What about potted shrimps ? 1 in- 
quired. ‘Oh my, of course we’ll haye potted shrimps, won’t we, 
Dicx’s 7 glistened; enthusiasm burst from every 
**Chuck her up for potted shrimps,” he remarked, in a 
tone of deep conviction. ‘‘ A cake?’ I hinted. ‘‘ Oh, we’ve got a 
cake ready at home, a reg’lar whopper, full of currants,”” A few 





minutes later the necessary purchases were concluded, two dozen 
macaroons being added at the last moment, and the heavily loaded 
foraging column staggered homeward in triumph with its booty. 


To return to the subject of mothers, I once had the privilege of 
staying at home with a vey massive and powerful heavy-weight 
oarsman, whose strength and stamina in the University boat-race 
had been universally admired. In accepting his mother's invitation 
I had permitted myself a jocose allusion to the pleasure I should fee 


h in being able to watch over her young Titan's restoration to health 


after the labours of the race, ‘* Dear Harry,’ I wrote, ‘‘ will want 
a rest ; his delicate frame requires plenty of wholesome food, and it 
will be well for him, I am sure, to continue to go to bed early so as 
to get as much sleep as possible every night. I will do my best 
while I stay with you to persuade him to take very oo care of 
himself,” en I arrived I was welcomed as though I had been a 
prophet by Harry’s mother: “ You are the only one of Harry's 
friends,’ said that dear lady to me, ‘* who sees that Harry is over- 
doing ful rowing. He looks strong, I know, but ia 
reality he is delicate and terribly liable to colds, Have you ever 
seen him in one of his fits of sneezing? They are most revere, and 
seem to shake him to pieces. Of course, he is wilful, and refuses to 
listen to his mother, but now that I have your influence to support 
me, perhaps he will be a little more reasonable.” In fact, I dis- 
covered that this picked specimen of health, strength, and endurance 
was considered by his dear mother to be a frail and delicate pla 1 
uiring constant care and attention. I never had so much 

i ee ee ey Pen t eaveee ae ee Boe RRY 
when he discovered what I had done in a moment of ill-timed levity. 


Hee, too, is a letter from a mother to her son who was travelling 
on the Continent :— 


My pagiine Boy,—I am thankful to hear you have arrived safe 
and sound with dear Witty. Ever since you left frightful disasters 
have been before my mind, First of all there was a short telegram 
in the pa announcing a train wrecked (the very day you were 
travelling) between Abbeville and somewhere else. course, I 
pictured and WILLy buried beneath horrible splinters, with the 
engine slowly setting fire to you both, and no means of escape, 
except by axes that might hack off your arms and legs before the 
doctors arrived. As no further accounts of the disaster followed I 
began to be easy, although I had already imparted such fearful and 
sinister forebodings to my cook that she was evidently quite 
certain you were in that and must have been deeply dis- 
appointed by your card yesterday morning announcing your safe 
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GOLF IS BEING PLAYED VERY MUCH IN EGYPT. 








arrival at Madrid. Still, she has been cheered up by the vee 


apers last night about a smash to a Brussels train. Well, than 

eaven, you were not in that one. At first I ong 
have been, but on reflection I found that Madrid and Brussels were 
not necessarily direct stations on each other's lines, Do, do € 
care of yo , and wrap up well if you go out at night. Nothing 
is so deceptive, I am told, as a warm day in Spain. And above 
. , see that you have dry sheets in the hotels. Many a young 
life has been cut off by damp sheets.” 


Tae fact of the matter is that the dear creatures revel in 
anxieties and in carefully-planned alarms, If the nature of things 
fails to provide them with a reasonable cause for apprehension, th 
never fail to invent one for themselves. And yet, who woul 
change that ‘‘ pleasing, anxious being,” a mother, for a being made 
of sterner stuff? From our earliest days onward, in our schoolboy 
troublcs, in the difficulties that beset the undergraduate, in the cares | 


and disappointments that lie about the path of the man, it is to our 
mothers that we turn by instinct in the sure confidence of being 
0 and encouraged. And who, in the time of our little 


successes, will bear our banner with so bold a hand, and declare our 
triumph with so clear a voice as a mother? Friends may fall away 
from us, sorrow and pain may set their mark upon our faces, all the 
world may speak ill of us, but the love of a mother shines unchanged 
and unchangeable upon her wayward sons. 


I READ the other day an account of the capture of a poacher by the 
oes In a struggle with the keepers he had given and taken some 
ard knocks, and had eventually escaped. After an active search 
of three days, the police tracked him down, and caught him in a 
shed adjoining his mother’s cottage. She was giving him a cup of 
milk when the guardians of the law broke in upon them. ‘' Let him 
ve the milk,” she said; ‘‘he’s had none too much to eat or 
drink these last days.” What did it matter to her that he wasa 
poacher, and had knocked a keeper down, To her he was still a son ; 
she still thought of him as the little fellow whose courage and bol 
ways been her pride and her fear years ago. I have no particu- 
lar sympa 8, but I hope this 
particular peace was allowed to drink his before they marched 
him away from his poor o’d mother’s sight to the lock-up. 


thy with those who batter kee 


AnD 80 let me end with Hoon’s beautifal lines :— 
Gaze upon her living eyes, Pray for her at eve and morn 
And mirror back her love for thee,— | That Heavenmay long the stroke defer, 
Hereafter thou may’st thudder sighs | For thou may’st live the hour forlorn 
To meet th m when they cannot see. | When thou wilt ask to die with her. 
Gaz upon her living eyes! Pray for her at eve and morn! 


An Imperial Question. 


|The German Emperor has stopped the fitting out at Cowes or the yacht 
White Heather, which he had hired for a trip to the Mediterranean. ] 


O Kaiser, what we are most eager to know 
Is why you give up the White Heather ? 

It is not we are sure that you ’d willingly show 
On your nautical cap the white feather. 


A CHANCE IN HIS AB3sENCE.— Who does not remember the excellent 
life-like portrait of ‘‘Dr, Jum,” painted by Professor HusErt 
Herxomer, R,A., exhibited at Burlington House? It was ‘“‘a 
speaking likeness,”’ Could it oblige us, now, with some information? 


en y 
d | his pluck, and his infinite capacity for taking 


IN MEMORIAM. 


you might) H.R.H, Prince Henry Maurice of Battenberg died at sea, of the effects of 


African fever, incurred in the Ashanti Campaign, on 
January 20, 1896, 


‘* Unto each man his fate.” ’T'was his to fall 
In a campaign else bloodless ; yet may all 
True victory’s Jaurels deck this Prince’s pall. 


A brave man facing duty with stout heart 
Knows not, nor heeds, whence flies the fatal dart ; 
To await it calmly is the hero’s part. 


In patriot battle’s keen blood-stirring clos 
A man might chose to die, but history knows 
Her noblest oft have fallen to unseen foes. 


They serve who wait, England’s great singer saith. 
He who on daty’s road encounters death, 
With proud content may yield his latest breath. 


All England grieves with her whom England’s crown 
Shields not from sorrow; nor its love, deep down 
In myriad bosoms, from fate’s adverse frown. 


And her, the all-faithful daughter, loving wife,— 
The People’s heart, perplext with sounds of strife, 
And rumours wild wherewith the realm is rife, 


Yet turns to her in this her hour of grief ; 
Praying for her Heaven’s balm, of boons the chief, 
The solace of home-love and high belief, 


‘“COME HITHER, HUBERT!” 


Tuar artful necromancer, HusERT HERKoMER, R.A., who holds us 
is skill, causing us to wonder at his d admire 
pains, is now thro 

an entirely new and, indeed, an electric light on the ancient Blac 
(and bi dopa Era He begins with a ‘* positive process,” Some persons 
never in a lifetime get beyond this. These “‘ positivists” employ a 
process £0 positive, and believe in themselves, as royalists believe in 
a monarch who can ‘‘do nowrong.” But this is not the case with our 
ntle professor HUBERT: professor and eke apractiser. He goes from 
fhe ** nositive’’ process to the ** Sense eens other results 
with those which he has already obtained,—and from the ‘‘ compara- 
tive’’ he arrives at the “‘ superlative,” which he tells us in his lecture 
is superlatively ee and is destined to supersede the more 
laborious road, as the railway has superseded the coach. ‘‘In no 
method of black and white work that is known to me,” says our 
Houpekrt, ‘‘is rapidity of wor rip so safe and so satisfactory.” 
By this new method the artist, who is to be his own reproducer, will, 
in a jiffy (so to speak, and not quoting the words of the Master), 
readily reach the masses with autographic touch, so that anyone with 
a taste for real art, but lacking the means to gratify it, may acquire 
a genuine cle, whose originator ‘‘dessintt engravedit dédit et 
sinedit,”’ for some ridiculously small sum within the ae of the 
wr gape vocket. ‘* Oliver asks for more.”? We would hear further 

of this, anon, 


A GampisH Remarx.—From the Veuve Monnier et ses Fils 
inquiry it appears, from the evidence, that the Veuve Monnier was 
an invention of the ingenious person who started the company. 
Evidently, as ‘‘there never was no sech person,” the English 
translation of ‘‘ Veuve Monnier”’ is ‘‘ Mre. Harris,” 
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DRAWING-ROOM INANITIES. 


He, 
“EARTHQUAKES |” 


‘‘T WONDER YOU ’RE NOT AFRAID OF GOING TO NICE AFTER THOSE TERRIBLE 


She. ‘‘OH, SURELY THOSE THINGS ARE ALWAYS CONFINED TO THE POORER QUARTERS OF 


THE Town ! 








THE TWO SENATORS. 
(Mr. Punch of Fleet Street to Mr. Walcctt of 
Washington. ) 


(“When I hear... that the people of the British 
Isles, in defence of what they deem their rights, 
are marshalling armies and assembling navies 
ready and undaunted to face the world in arma, 
unyielding and unafraid, I thank God I am of that 
race. Blood is thicker than water, and until a 
just quarrel divides us—which heaven forbid—may 
these two great nations of the same speech, 
lineage, and traditions, stand as brothers shoulder 
to shoulder in the interests of humanity by a 
vnion-compelling peace ’’—Senator Walcott in the 
American Senate, speaking upon Senator Davis's 
resolution. | 


SAY! Senator Watcort on Senator Davis 
Comes sweeter than sugar a-top of molasses! 
The song of the mocking-bird, bobolink, 


mavis, 
The bellicose equawk of the eagle surpasses. 


Sweet! Sweet! 
You’re bad to beat, 
Senator WaLcott, whom warmly we greet!!! 
Senator Davis—non C:dipus /—swaggers 
And blows windbags out to their fullest 
inflation. 
But Senator Watco1r knows pistols ard 
aggers [nation. 


Won't scare, no, not much, a high-spirited 
Both! ‘Bosh! 


8 
Windbags won't wash, [squash. 
Unless a man’s soft as your own punkin- 


Senator WatcorT is almost ¢oo flattering, 
Paints JoHNNY BULL in a posture heroic. 
Well, we’re not sweet on thrasonical 

chattering, ; 
Bat kindred’s eee would softe a stoic. 


Tost 

ALCOTT, dear boy, 

Tributss Jike yours touch our hearts, and 
don’t cloy. 
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re Youbet! So much 
cker 
That CLEVELAND plus Davis plus Spread- 
eagle Jingo, oe 
The ae tail-twister, the asinine 
icker, 
Don’t count—when compared with your 
gen-u-ine stingo ! 
Drink! Drink! 


’Tother eye wink, 
oe affairs will soon come out of 


‘* Thank God you’re one of ou. race?” O, 
Punch blushes! 
Aud yet, like your “bars,” Leo loves 


virgin honey. 
And swiftly JoHn’s ‘face fervent friendliness 


ushes 
When JonatHaw prcffers the comb! Is 
that funny ? 
Shake! Shake! 


That doesn’t mean quake, 
But tip ae oe fist for old kinship’s dear 
sake ! 


‘*Shoulder to shoulder?’ Why, Senator 


ALCOIT, 
That ’s just as we ought to be, much like two 
brothers 
Who learned at one knee, and slept in the 
same small cot. 
And ‘‘so mote it be,’’ and shall be, despite 
pothers, 
Sol Sol 
Now, let ’em ‘‘ blow ”’ ! 
Row, boys, row together, in spite of Monzor! 
Senator Davis—non (: 


dipus—‘* guestes,”’ 
No doubt, like most Take but he ain’t 
gu our riddle | 
Bat, Senator Watcort, the Britisher blesses, 
The man who hits ‘‘ common-sense” bang 
in the middle. 
Drinks! Drinks! 
You’ ve floored the Sphinx ! 
And Punch tells you straight what each 
Britisher thinks! 


BALLADE OF HAPPINESS. 


Wer’ve sailed the ocean’s trackless main, 
ull many a passing pleasant day, 
Now bask in England once again 
We come, and come, alas! to stay. 
Back in the old familiar fray 
We fight to live. Yet dear to me 
The thought that naught can take away 
The happy days we spent at sea P 


With games we ever dared to strain 
Our nerves and thews in ceaseless play. 
We bet upon the run to gain 
A livelihood—it didn’t pay ! 
To one another’s great dismay 
We bluffed at poker —‘‘ Raise you thrie’”’— 
Can any pen aright portray 
The happy days we spent at sea ? 


Oar conduct was—well, hardly sane, 
With none at handtorayus Nay. 

We danced, we sang, we ragged. In vain 
They strove to stop our ‘making hay.” 
In fature when our fancies stray, 

And we are lost in r-cverie, 
Shall we not often softly say, 

‘*The happy days we spent at sea’? ? 

LT’ Eavot. 

Friend, if you’re feeling far from gay, 

Come, drink this sentiment with me, 


‘*May we repeat without delay 
The happy days we spent at sea.” 


ANOTHER InJustTIcE TO [RELAND.— GALWAY 
has been handed over to Belgium. 
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“JONATHAN JINGO!” 


Scene from the Panton.in.e «f ** Junathan Jingo; or, Harlequin Arbitration and The Blissful Boundary.” 


Crown. ‘‘OH, I SAY! HERE’S A JOLLY OLD GUN, LET’S SEE HOW MUCH IT’LL STAND WITHOUT BUSTIN’!” 
Pantatoon, ** DON’T LOAD ’?IM TOO FULL, JOEY!” 
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DRAWING-ROOM INANITIES. 


He, ‘‘I] WoNpDER YOU ’RE NOT AFRAID OF GOING TO NICE AFTER THOSE TERRIBLE 
“EARTHQUAKES!” 

She. ‘‘OH, SURELY THOSE THINGS ARE ALWAYS CONFINED TO THE POORER QUARTERS OF 
THE Town ! 








Sweet! Sweet! 
You’re bad to beat, 
Senator WaLcotr, whom warmly we greet!!! 


Senator Davis—non Cdipus /—swaggers 
And blows windbags out to their fullest 


THE TWO SENATORS. 
(Mr. Punch of Fleet Street to Mr. Walcett of 
Washington.) 


(“When Lhear . . . that the people of the British 


Isles, in defence of what they deem their rights, inflation. 
are marshalling armies and assembling navies} But Senator Watco1t knows pistols ard 
ready and undaunted to face the world in arms, daggers [nation. 


unyielding and unafraid, I thank God I am of that 
race. Blood is thicker than water, and until a 
just quarrel divides us—which heaven forbid—may 
these two great nations of the same speech, 
lineage, and traditions, stand as brothers shoulder 
to shoulder in the interests of humanity by a 
union-compelling peace ’”’—Senator Walcott in the 
American Senate, speaking upon Senator Davis's 


Won’t scare, no, not much, a high-spirited 
Bosh 


8 
Windbags won't wash, [squash. 

Unless a man’s soft as your own punkin- 

Senator WatcorT is almost ¢oo flattering, 


Paints Jonnny Butt in a posture heroic. 
Well, we’re not sweet on thrasonical 


resolution.) chattering, 
SAY! Senator Watcorr on Senator Davis Bat kindred’s praises would softea a stoic. 
Comes sweeter than sugar a-top of molasses! Joy! Joy! 


The song of the mocking-bird, bobolink, 
mavis, 


The bellicose squawk of the eagle surpasses. 


ALcoTT, dear boy, 
Tribut:s Jike yours touch our hearts, and 
don’t cloy. 
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Wea hoy water?” Youbet! So much 
cker 
That CLEVELAND plus Davis plus Spread- 
eagle Jingo, ao 
The — tail-twister, the asinine 
icker, 
Don’t count—when compared with your 
gen-u-ine stingo ! 
Drink! Drink! 


’Tother eye wink, 
ae affairs will soon come out of 


‘* Thank God you’re one of ou. race?” O, 
Punch blushes! 
Aud yet, like your ‘‘ bars,” Leo loves 


virgin honey, 
And swiftly Jonn’s ‘face fervent friendliness 


flushes 
When JonatHaw preffers the comb! Is 
that funny ? 
Shake! Shake! 


That doesn’t mean quake, 
But tip as ene fist for old kinship’s dear 
sake | 


*‘Shoulder to shoulder?’? Why, Senator 


ALCOIT, 
That’s just as we ought to be, much like two 
rothers 
Who learned at one knee, and slept in the 
same small cot. 
And ‘‘ so mote it be,” and shail be, despite 
pothers, 
Sol Sol 
Now, let ’em ‘* blow” ! 
Row, boys, row together, in spite of Monkor! 


Senator Davis—non Cidipus—" guesres,”’ 
No doubt, like most Yanks, but he ain’t 
guessed our riddle | 
Bat, Senator Watcort, the Britisher blesses, 
The man who hits ‘* common-sense” bang 


in th 
Drinks! 
You’ ve floored the Sphinx ! 
And Punch tells you straight what each 
Britisher thinks! 


BALLADE OF HAPPINESS. 


Wer’ve sailed the ocean’s trackless main, 
ull many a passing pleasant day, 
Now bask in England onee again 
We come, and come, alas! to stay. 
Back in the old familiar fray 
We fight to live. Yet dear to me 
The thought that naught can take away 
The happy days we spent at sea P 


With games we ever dared to strain 
Our nerves and thews in ceaseless play. 
We bet upon the run to gain 
A livelihood—it didn’t pay ! 
To one another’s great dismay 
We bloffed at poker —‘' Raise you thrie’’— 
Can any aright portray 
The happy days we spent at sea ? 


Oar conduct was—well, hardly rane, 
With none at hand to say us Nay. 

We danced, we sang, we ragged. In vain 
They strove to stop our ‘making hay.” 
In fature when our fancies stray, 

And we are lost in rcverie, 

Shall we not often softly say, 

‘*The happy days we spent at sea”? ? 

LT’ Eavoi, 

Friend, if you’re feeling far from gay, 
Come, drink this sentiment with me, 

**May we t without delay 
The happy days we spent at sea.”’ 


ANOTHER InJusTIcE 10 [RELAND,— GALWAY 
has been handed over to Belgium. 
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“JONATHAN JINGO!” 


Scene from the Pantonin.e +f ‘* Junathan Jingo; or, Harlequin Arbitration and The Blissful Boundary.” 


Crown. “OH, I SAY! HERE’S A JOLLY OLD GUN. LET’S SEE HOW MUCH IT’LL STAND WITHOUT BUSTIN’!” 
Pantatoon, ** DON’T LOAD ’IM TOO FULL, JOEY!” 
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DRAWING-ROOM INANITIES. 


‘‘] WONDER YOU ’RE NOT AFRAID OF GOING TO NICE AFTER THOSE TERRISLE 


He, 
“EARTHQUAKES!” 
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She. ‘‘OH, SURELY THOSE THINGS ARE ALWAYS OONFINED TO THE POORER QUARTERS OF 


THE Town |! 








THE TWO SENATORS. 
(Mr. Punch of Fleet Street to Mr. Walcctt of 
Washington. ) 


(“When [hear . . . that the people of the British 
Isles, in defence of what they deem their rights, 
are marshalling armies and assembling navies 
ready and undaunted to face the world in arms, 
unyielding and unafraid, I thank God I am of that 
race. Blood is thicker than water, and until a 
just quarrel divides us—which heaven forbid—may 
these two great nations of the same speech, 
lineage, and traditions, stand as brothers shoulder 
to shoulder in the interests of humanity by a 
union-compelling peace ”"—Senator Walcott in the 
American Senate, speaking upon Senator Davis's 
resolution. | 
SAY! Senator Watcorr on Senator Davis 

Comes sweeter than sugar a-top of molasses! 
The song of the mocking-bird, bobolink, 

mavis, 

The bellicose «quawk of the eagle surpasses. 


Sweet! Sweet! 
You’re bad to beat, 
Senator WaLcoTt, whom warmly we greet!!! 


Senator Davis—non C:dipus /—swaggers 
And blows windbags out to their fullest 
inflation. 
But Senator Watcoir knows pistols ard 
daggers | (nation. 
Won't scare, no, not much, a high-spirited 
Bosh! ‘Bosh! 


Windbags won't wash, [squash. 
Unless a man’s soft as your own punkin- 


Senator Watcorr is almost ¢oo flattering, 
Paints JoHNNY BULL in a posture heroic, 
Well, we’re not sweet on thrasonical 
chattering, , 
kindred’s praises would softe2 a stoic. 

Joy! Joy! 
‘Watcort, dear boy, 
Trikut2s Jike yours touch our hearts, and 


don’t cloy. 


Bat 
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‘* Thicker than water P” Youbet! So much 


er 
That CLEVELAND plus Davis plus Spread- 
eagle Jingo, se 
The chuckling tail-twister, the asinine 
kicker, 
Don’t count—when compared with your 
gen-u-ine stingo ! 
Drink! Drink! 
’Tother eye wink, 


And—tangled affairs will soon come out of 
kink | 
‘*Thank God you’re one of ou. race?” O, 


Punch blushes |! 
Aud yet, like your “bars,” Leo loves 


virgin honey. 
And swiftly JoHn’s ;face fervent friendliness 


ushes 
When JonaTHaw preffers the comb! Is 
that funny ? 
Shake! Shake! 


That doesn’t mean quake, 
But tip ave fist for old kinship’s dear 
sake | 


me ee to shoulder?” Why, Senator 


ALCOIT, 
That’s just as we ought to be, much like two 
brothers 
Who learned at one knee, and slept in the 
same small cot. 2 
And ‘‘so mote it be,’’ and shall be, despite 
pothers, 
Sol So! 
Now, let ’em ‘* blow ”’ ! 
Row, boys, row together, in spite of Monzor! 


Senator Davis—non C:dipus— guesres,”’ 
No doubt, like most Yanks, but he ain’t 
guessed our riddle ! 
aa Senator Watcort, the Britisher blesses, 
e man who hits ‘‘common-sense”’ bang 
in the middle. 
Drinks! Drinks! 
You’ ve floored the Sphinx ! 
And Punch tells you straight what each 
Britisher thinks! 


BALLADE OF HAPPINESS. 


WE ’ve sailed the ocean’s trackless main, 
all many a passing pleasant day, 
Now bask in England once again 
We come, and come, alas! to stay. 
Back in the old familiar fray 
We fight to live. Yet dear to me 
The thought that naught can take away 
The happy days we spent at sea P 


With games we ever dared to strain 
Our nerves and thews in ceaseless play. 
We bet upon the run to gain 
A livelihood—it didn’t pay ! 
To one another’s great dismay 
We bluffed at poker —‘' Raise you thrie’’— 
Can any aright portray 
The happy days we spent at sea? 


Oar conduct was—well, hardly sane, 
With none at hand to say us Nay. 

We danced, we sang, we ragged. In vain 
They strove to stop our *“making hay,” 
In fature when our fancies stray, 

And we are lost in rcverie, 
Shall we not often softly say, 

‘* The happy days we spent at sea” ? 

DT Envot, 

Friend, if you’re feeling far from gay, 
Come, drink this sentiment with me, 

‘* May we repeat without delay 
The happy days we spent at sea.”’ 


ANOTHER InJustIcE 10 [RELAND.— GaLWaY 
has been handed over to Belgium. 
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“JONATHAN JINGO!” 


Scene from the Pantomin.e «f ** Junathan Jingo; or, Harlequin Arbitration and The Blissful Boundary.” 


Crown. ‘OH, I SAY! HERE’S A JOLLY OLD GUN. LET’S SEE HOW MUCH IT’LL STAND WITHOUT BUSTIN’!” 
Pantatoon. “* DON’T LOAD ’IM TOO FULL, JOEY!” 
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THE NOVICE AT NIAGARA, 


AN exercise a 3 
The gentle art of skating, 
When gracefully gyrating 
You circle round the placa, 
To pretty partner prating 
Of news not worth narrating, 
It is most aggravating 
To fall upon your face, 


But then the joy of whirling, 

Of twisting and of twirling, 

Let Scotchmen sing of curling, 
Of golf, and games like these, 

I fly about like winki gs 

‘* So swanlike,” I am thinking, 

When, on a sudden sinking, 
I’m down upon my knees. 


As pale as alabaster, 
The art I vow to master, 
And, reckless of disaster, 
Once more I will essay 
To cut a simple “* figger,”’ 
ich here is quite de‘‘rigger,”’ 
I try ;—and people snigger 
Who watch me limp away. 


WuHat’s In A Name ?P—Refer- 
ring tothe issue of a‘‘ compressed’”’ 
version of RipER Hacearn’s She, 
at a penny, someone suggests as 
a title for the series of which this 
is the first venture, ‘‘ The Liebig 
ee But old Grumpy (who 
hates Penny Dreadfuls, Shilling 
Shockers, Three - and - sixpenny 
Thrillers, and all shapes of what 
he ** romantic rubbish ’’) 
says he thinks the two syllables 
in ‘* Liebig’’ should, for this 
purpose, be transposed! Perhaps 

*Pemmican Pennyworths”’ would 
be better. 


Mr, Punch, ‘‘WuHat ! 
Sultan, ‘‘OH NO, MY DEAR Mr. Punog! 
CoME BACK AGAIN, AND I WON’T ALLOW ANY MORE ATEOOITIES |” 


[“*PuncnH’ EXCLUDED” FRoM TuRKEY.—“ The English are justifiably | is once 
indignant, &c.”—Daily Chronicle, January 20.] 





TURKEY AND THE POWER. 


You FxcLupE Mz, witt you?” 
l pIDN'T 


SVENGALIVANTING. 


Wonverrvot! Butten minutes 
ago he was Gentleman Joe, the 
- flaxen-haired Hansom 
Cabby; and mow he is the pasty- 
f hook-nosed, black-bearded, 
and black-haired Svengalh. No 
one can complain of not getting 
full change for their money, so 
complete is the transformation. 
Gecko, Taffy, The Laird, Little 
Billee, have their chances ; while 
Trilby herself, with the Baird 
feet, is as near the original as 
anyone totally different from her 
can be when arrayed in a similar 
costume. But all these are details 
of no importance. The central 
Tree-ilby eis Svengah, The 
travestie is introduced @ propos 
de bottes, a phrase most sealing le 
in the case of ‘* Trilby’s tootsies,’’ 
and depends simply and solely on 
Mr, ARTHUR RoseERrts’s burlesque 
impersonation of Do MavuRrrEr’s 
memorable mesmeriser, Svengali. 
There is not a Beerbohmian trick 
that Mr. ArTHuR Roseats has 
not caught and reproduced to pre- 
posterously absurd perfection. It 
18 @ very masterpiece of burlesque 
imitation, the art of which is im- 
press:d on the audience by his 
suddenly dropping it all, and 
while retaining the make-up of 
Svengali, he re-asserts his own 
Arthurian individuality. Then 
the equally sudden resumption of 
the Svengali manner is admirable. 
Finally, wi five minutes all 
Svengali—a study in black and 
white—has disappeared, and he 
ain the rubicund, 
Hansom Cabman. 


MEAN IT! 


flaxen-hair 








OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 


Last week I was extolling the pocketable 
library, by which I mean, especially, the 
“* small-pocket ” library, as therein mentioned. 
If I omitted to particularise, as included in 
my laudation, the red-backed, prettily bound, 
and clearly typed series of standard works 
in prose and poetry published by GroreE 
ROUTLEDGE AND Sons, it is just because these 
volumes, like the poor, are always with me; 
and secondly, because, on their first appear- 
ance in public, I had already given them 
their meed of praise. The volumes I have 
enumerated are genuinely ‘* pocket volumes,”’ 
t.e., volumes that can be, without any incon- 
venience, carried in an ordinary-sized coat 
pocket. The Cassell’s Pocket Library, edited 
by Max PEMBERTON, may suit CassELL’s 

et (which, primarily, it was intended to 
o), tut will not suit mine, nor, as I expect, 
any coat pocket which already has to carry 
@ cig .r-case and a note-book. The print is 
exce lent, but in the case of The Paying 
Guest, by GzEorGE Gisstn@a, the print is better 
than the matter printed; for the story, begin- 
ning well, and having a dramatis persone 
artistically individualised, soon becomes un- 
interestin , and then there’s an end of it, 
_ No.1 of “‘ Pierrot’s Library ” ie OHN Lane) 
is a story called Pierrot, by H. pE Ve 
ETaAcPOOLE, A weird yet pathetic romance. 
An idea such as inspired this story might 
have occurred to the mystic fancy of a medi- 
tating dreamer seated on a deserted terrace 
amid the ruins of an old French chdteau, as 
he gazed nny ee first, then with a 
curious interest, on children, who, having 
“dropped their toys, were standing in half- 


frightened, half-amused puzzlement, silently 
regarding the broken statue of afaun. Then 
they wander away into the woods, and so 
vani Whereupon John-a-dreams con- 
ceives the story of the place. There are but 
few characters in it, but one of them, 
Joniaur, an old Napoleonic corporal who lost 
his arm at Waterloo, may remind some of 
us, in a sketchy way, of a certain English 
veteran named Corporal Trim, The French 
used strange oaths in Flanders. SS», probably, 
did their men at Waterloo. It is a fasci- 
nating romance for a spare couple * hours. 
ARON, 


The Doctor’s Treatment. 


Dubious Londoner. 


How will they treat this *‘ Dr. Jim,” 
Who doesn’t return *‘ a winner” P 


Hearty Citizen, 
There’s only one way of ‘‘treating’’ Aim. 
Dubious Londoner. 
And that is P— 
Hearty Citizen, 


Give him a dinner ! 
[ They shake hands, and exeunt, 


Note BY AN EArty CARISTIAN ADMITTED 
BEFORE 7,30,—If it be true that Mr. W1Lson 
BakkETT is doing big business with his 
Early-Christian- r play, entitled The 
Sign of the Cross, then for him the legen- 
dary motto, ‘‘In hoc signo vinces,” will 
soon bear an entirely new and highly satis. 
factory meaning, 


FROM A TRANSVAALIAN EDITION OF 
SHAKSPEARE. 
President Kriiger soliloquises :— 
all the unsettled humours of the 
land,— 


Rash, inconsiderate, fiery voluntaries, , 
Have sold their fortunes at their native 





homes, [backs 
Bearing their birthrights proudly on their 
To make a hazard of new fortunes here. 


In brief, a braver choice of dauntless spirits, 
Than now the English bottoms have wafto’er, 
D:d never float upon the swelling tide, 

To do offence and ecath in Christendom. 


How much unlook’d-for is this expedition! ’’ 
King John, Act 1I., So. 1. 


Then he addresses the Chartered Company, 
substituting ‘‘ neighbours” for *‘ cousin's,’ 
and the plural fur the singular, in the 
following lines :— 


‘*T have had feeling of my Ne ate es 
And labour’d all I could to do them right (¥) : 
But in this kind to come, in bra arms, 
Be their own carvers, and cut out their way, 
To find out right with wrong,—it may not be; 
And you that do abet them in this kind, 
Cherish rebellion.”’ 

King Richard the Second, Act II., So, 3. 


‘*May MAGISTRATES SIT WITH CLOSED 
Doors? ”—Yes, certainly; and with 
windows, too, should there happen to be any 
danger of a draught. Surely by now the 
question has been sufficiently ventilated. 
Shut up. 
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“ON SAFER GROUND.” 


First Doctor. ‘‘I ORDERED BIM AN IcE-cCOLD BATH BRVERY MORNING.” 
Second Doctor, ‘‘ WHAT, WHEN HE HAD INFLUENZA!” 


First Doctor, ‘' YEs, 
TATION CORING THAT!” 


Ir WILL GIVE HIM PNEUMONIA, AND I MADE MY WHOLE REPU- 





AN INTERVIEW. 


** Aimez-vous Paris?” was the question 
to Miss Marig Hatton by the inevitable 
arisian Interviewer, or, as they sometimes 
tpell it, “* Interwiewer,” which, if pronounced 


ruse a number of good Americans there must 


Of course Miss Hatton turns out to be 
partly American and partly French: not half 
and half, as fractional portions must be left 
vecant for her to fill up in the course of her 


as spelt, might, to English ears polite, sound | future tours, jast as Mr. GLapsTone suddenly 
like a ‘* wooer” who had interpolated himself | discovers that he isa Welshman, a Yorkshire- 
between two other ‘* wooers.” Wisely did Mies | man, a Scotchman, an Italian, or of any other 


Hatton, ‘knowing the language,” reply, ‘'.4 


nationality according to the place and circum- 
la folie! seulement je lui trouve un défaut...” 


; | stances of the occasion. It appears, accord- 
** Lequel ?”’ asks the Interviewer. ‘ing to the Interviewer, that Miss Hatton 

Then the astute Marie sees her chance, | played at the Gaiety in the ‘‘ Schap Girl, de 
and replies, triumphantly, ‘‘ Paris n’est pas| Dam et Ivan Caryl,” ‘‘ Enough! Hein! 
en Amérique !”? Assez d'interview!” Whosaidthis? Any- 

No, it isn’t; and therefore, as Lowe xt said, | how, the heroine of the ‘*‘ Schap Girl’’ seems 
**Good Americans, when they die, go to Paris,” | to have made a hit in ‘‘ gay Paree!”’ 
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JEER, BOYS, JEER! 
A SonG FOR THE ENEMIES OF ENGLAND. 
Artr—" Cheer, Boys, Cheer!” 
JEER, boys, jeer! Joun Butt is doomed to 


sorrow. 
Courage! Events seem shattering his sway. 
Jackals may share the lion’s skin to-morrow, 
For eg of them try twisting the Lion’s 
a : 
So farewell, Baelend | Little did we love thee, 
Crocodile tears alone your doom deplore. 
~ now squeal, and cocks crow above thee, 
farewell England—farewell for ever- 


more 
Jeer, boys, jeer, that poor, played out old 


country 
Jeer, boys, jeer! She has foes on every hand. 


Jeer, boys. jeer! Oh! won’t there be fine 
Fiat al: Welebas el 
eer 8, jeer e’li cut up the Happy 

Land! 


Jeer, boys, jeer! Columbia’s Boss is ‘* blow- 
g, 
Boers bang her badly, France flouts her 
East an : : 
Wild Witt1am’s Press thick mud at her is 
throwing, ; ; 
Some bad home-birds take to fouling their 


own nest. 
Long has hate lurked with little to reward it, 
Now ’tis rare fun to smile on England’s 


! 
Ireland rejoices when England’s need is sorest. 
Bad old Britannia no more shall rule the 


main | 
Jeer, boys, jeer! the proud old ‘* Mother 
Country”! 


Jeer, boys, jeer! in one big hostile band ! 
Jeer, boys, jeer! Oh! it wll be love’s own 


By no means lost—to cut up that fat old 
land, 


An ‘'Evenrxe From Home.”—Look in at 
the Palace Theatre of Varieties, where, to 
the artistically effective series of ‘* Living 
Pictures,” is added an excellent revroduc- 
tion of Mr. Punch’s cartoon ‘* Ready.” 
Britannia, ‘‘a fine figure of a woman,” as 
Mr. Weller. Senior, observed, evokes enthu- 
riastic plaudits. ‘‘ The show’’ at the Palace 
Theatre ought to attract those who rcruple 
about going to a theatre, because, in tableaux 
vivants, only such persons can possibly be 
employed as are able to give practical evi- 

ence of their ‘‘ steadiness.” Anyone at all 
oo ” would be ineligible as a motionless 
8 e. 


AN EXTRA BIG D. 


(By Watson the Unparliamentary.) 

[See the Purple East and the Daily Chronicle of 
January 25.] 
CarPH, I fear I wasn’t up to date— 
I beg your pardon for that chean swear-word, 
It merged me with the tish-retailing herd, 
Who — the approzch to boozy Billings- 

gate, 

Gregarious spirit-drinkers, and who state 
Their choice opinions, like that well-known 


The garden goose, whose voice is also heard 
Tu pit or gallery with its hits of hate. 

For in a town where coster-folk abound 
Big d's are legion, people dash their souls 
Until the streets with expletives 


crammed. 
Thee with my purp'est sonnet-aureoles 
(My language makes the air blue) have I 


crowned 
Sulphureously beyond all Saltans—d/est / 
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SPORTIVE SONGS. 


THE MopERN MUSKETEER’S SERENADE. 


THE grey old grange is wesnen in light, 
All dark the yew-tree glade, 

Where in the loneliness of night 
I make my ambuscade ‘ 

Hard by the tower, whence the chime 
Proclaims the hour of rest, 

And brings the beauty sleep of time 
To you within your nest, 


Beneath the terrace each parterre 
Is silvered in the dew, 

But not a blossom can compare Lg Zs 
In loveliness with you. Gy ti ay 

The nightingale with trill and shake Yj 
Bids all my heart rejoice— (Kg (\\ it 

Her melody could never make f Y | \ \ 
The music of your voice, y NN 2S | 

I stand on guard to meet the foe Z, y) ) 
Who causes you to weep, 

As in the oy of long ago 
A knight his watch would keep. 

My matchlock ’s ready for the fray, 
My aim is _ and true; 

I’Jl stop the bold marauder’s way, 
His cruelty he’ll rue! 


The air is getting over- cpap ae 
The screech-owl’s cry is shrill; 
I would that I might dare to stamp, 
My feet are very chill. 
What’s that? Bang! Bang! Revenge is 
sweet | 
Two bunnies! both are dead ! 
They ’Jl never more your roses eat, 
Nor keep me from my bed. 
Forgive the fright ! 
Gocd night! Good night! 
My lady love, good night ! 


SONG OF THE OVER-RATED ONE, 


Og, did you never hear from a (hem!) ‘‘ Gas 
an ater Co.,” 
Who for their rates do (confound them!) 
apply P 
They send their collector to call ev'ry 
quarter! co- 
-er-ci-on who does not hate and defy ? 
You cannot treat . 
The charge derisively, 
He won't repeat 
His call. Decisively 
Says that the water and gas both “‘ will be 
Cut off if unpaid for!’ The Briton so free 
Must submit! Draw a cheque on the L. and © WouULDN’T YER LIKE TER ’AVE ONE 0’ THEM THINGS, Liza ANN?” 
C. B. ‘No, I WOULDN'T BE SEEN ON ONE. IZDONT THINK THEY ’RE NICE FOR Lipiks!” 








THE MISSING MAN. THE PUGILIST TO HIS ANTAGONIST. 

“Tn late have had to h d with ial i ; < 
wea late years we have hed too many men honoured with amemorialin| {Suggested by @ couple of versct in the P, MG, January 17.) 
when he dies, to be ‘ abbeyed.?”—Zruth, January 23, 1896.] —e zeus op ee ae ee ee Nose ; 

se ‘ : not of a ri reak, think but of the art; 
tne eae Reg aes a Dhar a s walls bury Let me see quite clear again, do not let us close: 


Beets ge Come, let me get near to you, then the pair they ’Il part. 
And we think it is not, from what everyone knows, very Bung’ : : : 
: : ee ’ ng’d up is one peeper, seeing not the light of day, 
ey this perneraEe points to Lord * . *. And from out the other one a Ruvsine ease drips; 
Tis true there ’s one man, for whom Tories’ and Rads’ tone We have but to fill the time until we share the pay. 
Alike shows respect. It might mean Mr, * * *, Come again and hit me, do, hit me on the lips. 
But the fact is, the name of the man for the Abbey ooo Soa 


Isn't mentioned through modesty. Well? Yes it’s * * *. WoRK MUCH APPRECIATED AT WHITSTABLE AND CoLcHESTER.— 


The Return of the Native—into popular favour. 





ORIGIN OF A TITLE.—It was a condition attached to the earldom SEE j 
of De 14 Wark, that the heir to the title should marry as early| _Most ArrRopRIATE ARBANGEMENT (as advertised).—‘‘ Season of 
(and in as lordly a style) as possible, so that, gay and butterflyish as | J/atinées, Daly’s Theatre, Daily.”’ 
e might be, he should not elope. Hence the second title ‘* Can’t 
pe. 


a ‘Blope,” in ancient English, having been spelt that way. SupsEcT ror A Grawp Historical Paintine.—Mother CotumBra 


and her ugly ducklings. 
QuERY.—Mr. RxopEs is on his way back “‘ to meet his d ) — 
Is *‘ detractors” a misprint for “ Bioaien 9D > etractors Gis roe In SILK FOR SovurTHaMpTon ELxEctors. — Mr, 


— SSS 
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BEYOND PRAISE. 


Roscius, ‘‘ But you HAVEN’T GoT A WorRD oF PRAISE FOR ANY- 


ONE, I SHOULD LIKE TO KNOW WHO YOU WOULD OONSIDER A 
FINISHED ARTIST ?” 
Criticus, ‘‘A DEAD ONE, MY BoY—A DEAD ONE!” 





CHANNEL CHIT CHAT, 


(That should be Overheard at Guildhall.) 


(‘‘ What an opportunity for the City Companies to present an ironclad cr 
two fast cruisers to the Navy !”—Pali Mall Gazette.) 


Tue Cinderella, with Admiral Master Sir Avcustus Harris's 
pennant flying, is worthy of the best traditions of the Loriners. 

The Mercers are keeping 7 their reputation as Merchant Adven- 
turers with the assistance of that excellent torpedo-boat catcher, 
Thomas of Acorn, under the command of the Lonp Mayor. 

The serene insist (in a spirit of drollery) that their fast schooner, 
the Gun Cotton, is thimble-rigged. No doubt Mr. Alderman GREEN 
will make an excellent navigating lieutenant. 

It showed much public spirit on the part of the Fishmongers to 
launch those gunboats, the Sole, Plaice, Salmon, Skate, Mackerel, 
and Turbot, officered from their own members of the livery. 

The Goldsmiths have certainly produced a magnificent attle-sbip 
in the shape of the City Sovereign, Mr, Alderman Davis will make 
the best of captaine. 

The Skinners have named their despatch-b»at most appropriately 
the Fel, It will be ready for sea when Mr, Alderman FavupeE 

comes on ‘ 

The Merchant Taylors are calling the armed cruiser they are busy 
building, the Coat of Mail. 

The Haberdashers have done good service by placing their harbour- 
defence ship, the Chest Protector, at Portsmouth. 

e * * oe * 


d yet this sort of thing wes done two hundred and thirty years 
ago 

Quite so. What was thought expedient in 1665, is no less 
necessary in 1896, 

To be sure! And after all, it is acting with common sense. 
The City Fleet will preserve the City commerce. Trade follows the 
flag, so the protection of the flag is simply a matter of business. By 
increasing the Navy, the City merely ges its powers of insurance, 
So three cheers for the Corporation’s Armada ! 


LORD LEIGHTON, 


The President of the Royal Academy, died January 25, 1896, in his 66th year. 
is last words were, ‘‘ My love to the Academy !”’ 


A tire of high Art-love and lofty aims, 
Crowned both with fortune’s laurel and with fame's, 
Passes, for love too soon. 
Yet honour-crowded moments make true life, 
Not ear eee of years, ignoble strife, 
Or Mammon’s sordid boon. 
Tis sad | 


Lately ennobled, and now lost ! 
Yet the far dream of the ambitious lad, 
In the accomplished man,— 
Artist and scholar, orator refined, ; 
Chivalrous courtier, graced in mould and mird, 
True Crichton of Art’s clan,— 


Was well fulfilled. To classic beauty vowed, 

He stooped not to the market, Art is proud 
Of him whose latest breath 

Spake love for her, at dying pain’s sharp cost. 

Love she returns, knowing what she hath lost 
By Freperic LeicHron’s death. 


“LE SPORT” IN THE BASSES PYRENEES. 


DkTERMINED on having day with hounds. Went to manege. 
Hired animal that had once ben a horse. It pelonet I should 
say, to era of first NapPotkon, when it might have done duty as 
charger during Peninsular War. Proprietor described it as “‘a 
seasoned horse.’ It struck me as “‘a many-seasoned horse,” 
Climbed up. Seated myself on bick of this splendid ruin, Pro- 
c:eded to the meet. Arrived. Felt 
myself elevated and statuesque. 
Find we are to hunt strong dead 
herring instead of crafty, lively 
fox. Have to wait some time, as 
Whipper-in assures me that deau- 
coup de monde are expected. 
Beaucoup de monde don’t come. 
At length we move off. Hounds 
are laid on (sounds like the gas or 
the water, this, but sporting, never- 
theless) in a small paddock, where 
porate ropriétatre, accompanied 

y a half-bred sheep-dog, is pre- 

ed to receive cavalry. Noticing, 

owever, that he is armed with a 
two-pronged fork, we do not wait to exchange felicitations. Note.— 
The Baeques, although a happy and contented, are not a sporting race. 

Wes across paddock, scrambling over formidable stone wall, 
nearly eighteen inches high, into alane. Up this we gallop at head- 
long pace. Farther progress blocked by good pageant, who, in their 
earnest desire to stop hunting, have dragged, from a cottage hard 
by, a bedstead, two chairs, and a table: these, supplemented by 
wire rope and donkey- cart, form barricade across lane, We swerve 
aside and ride on recklessly ; like Litrzow’s wild jager, ‘‘ a hunti 
we go”’ (without music), across a country of ravine, common, an 
cabbage-stalks, until my own career is ruthlessly cut short through 
the heirloom I am bestriding falling over a fence into a melon-frame. 

M. le propriétatre emerges from cottage. He says things. Seems 
quite excited, and doesn’t appear to care for Je sport. He works 
himself up into such a state of loquacity that he executes a sort of 
savage dance, during which he heedlessly approaches the south- 
western corner of my cheval de chasse, Animal gives casual glance 
round, and I note an expression in his starboard eye which bodes ill to 
somebody. I essay to warn U, le propriétaire in my very best French. 
He ignores my best French, and em mys the worst possible French, 
directed towards me. In his wrath e inadvertently draws quite 
near the dangerous corner of prehistoric steed. For once the expected 
happens. Expected by me, unexpected by him. The Ex Un- 
expected takes the form of a double-barrelled-extra-hi veers 
drive from both heels of prehistoric qu ped accurately directed 
at the nearest available spot on the body of MW. le propriétaire. A 
crash! Not of bones but glass. Mister the proprietor has gone 
backwards into one of his own melon-frames. Here he sits in the 
shape of a ‘‘ V,”” his head out one side and his legs upwards on the 
other, as helpless as a Panch-doll doubled up in his box. Finding 
myself, fortunately, still in the saddle, I urge the prehistoric to 
greater efforts: in a few minutes, at all events long before Mister 
the Proprietor has extricated himself from his ‘* glass with care,” we 





are on the high road.... ee to stable. Say, patro- 
nisingly, ‘* Pas mal ce cheval’ (which has a touch of poetry in it) 
and am discreetly silent as to the incident of Mister the proprietor and 


the melon-frame, 


The next day I quit the locality, omitting to 
leave my address, 


Like the wily Reynard, I am ‘* Gone away!’ 





$4 eee 
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ADELPHI ADOLLIFIED. 
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Court-martial trying the Duilinquent, 


theatre I always choose one of the best. But this at the Adel 


One of the Best par excellence, or rather par Masters 
Seymour Hicks and Grorcry Epwarpgs. ‘‘ Bravo 
"Icks!” which, as I learn from theatrical tradition, 
was the form of approbation bestowed on a certain 
melodramatic actor: ‘‘ which,” as Mrs. Gamp might 
say, ‘‘ coupled with the name of Hepwarpes, I drinks 
with Jove and tenderness.” Messieurs GatTI are fortu- 
nate in having obtained so telling a show for their 
puppets just at this moment, and have shown them- 
selves genuine diplomatists in securing an ‘‘ armed 


Took Dotty to see One of the Best, When I do take her to the | 


ae Asa military drama, it is of uniform excel- iY 
ence throughout : artistically constructed ; on old lines, = // 


and there are none better. It has a court-martial scene 
that recalls the famous naval one in Black-eyed Susan 
(which, by the way, was itself taken from a military 
French piece), followed by a most painfully realistic 
and intensely effective scene of an officer’s degradation 
never before, as I believe, seen on the English stage. 
The play, with its marches, drills, counter-marches, 
drummers, gererals, colonels, and so forth, has been 
** produced,’ says the playbill, ‘Sunder ~ stage direc- 

won O 


roficienc 
that, should 


Gen 
Chi 
who 
Office. 


Adelphi Dolls. 
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“Two to one on him.” A type of the 


manly, bluff soldier or sailor, who would scorn to commit 
any action that was not the purest, the noblest, and the 
best! In this piece he has something to do, a lot to 
think, plenty to express facially, and not so very much 
to say. Fucta non verba is puppet Trerriss’s motto as 
Dudley Keppel. 

Then, as to the villain puppet, Phillip Ellsworth, 
‘‘owner of Market Witton Saw Mills,”—which business 
being ‘* up” one day and ‘‘down”’ the next, may be termed 
**the See-saw Mills,”—certainly, if Mr. Terniss is ‘*‘ one 
of the best,” then is Mr. ABINGDON “one of the worst.” 
At his best when at his worst. Once a villain, always a 
villain. Why is it that, once accepted by the public as 

_the representative bad man of the deepest dye, neither 
Mr, menses nor anyone else Ze =e Eee 
curse upon can ever again hope to appear wi 
success as the virtuous and sete qunethalnn lover, or the 
benevolent friend? As salaried villain he is worth, pro- 
fessionally, untold gold; as a virtuous 


perron, peasant or 
gentleman, a manager would risk much who accepted his D 


VOI. CX, 


udley a 


phi is 






ee 


serV.c'S 
puppet o 


Sentry. 


of Mr. Frep G, La-| 
THAM,” who has shown such 
in soldiering, 
war break out, 
the Government will not 
hesitate to appoint him 
eral Commander - in - 

‘*under the personal 
supervision of the authors,” 
will represent the War 
So much for the 
show and the showmen, and 
now for the puppets; the 


= My Dotty was delighted | be 
with Mr. Terrgiss, 


quite 
**No. 1 Adelphi Terris3,”’ 


nd Mary Dol 


G 


As the wicked heroine, 
Miss HenrietTA WATSON 
acts this Countess Zicka- 

in a manner that 
adows the career of 
a Patrick CAMPBELL, Mis; 
Evita OsTLERE has only 
to look prettily interesting, 
and to act sympathetically 
which she does as *‘ oneo 
the best.”” ‘* Did you never 
hear of Kate Kearney ?”’ 
She plays the Irish Land- 
also as ‘'one of the 


like 
for 


Finally, 
NicHo.is as Private Jupp, 


Toy Soldier ; or, the Present 





eg ratuitously. That Mr. Asrnapon, as the wicked 


the show, is first-rate goes without saying. 

8 for his companion in crime, the puppet entitled 
M, Jules de Gruchy (‘‘ Jules” was safe when the col- 
laborators, in godfathering a French puppet, had to 
decide ‘‘ what the deuce they should all him?’’) is 
again ‘‘one of the best’’ Frenchmen, after Mons. 
aon ae seen on the a lish call in is a very 

ec ormance; and the part, sm ut impor- 
tant, stands out in bold relief. : : 

All the toy soldiers are also “‘ of the best,” nay, “' of 
the very best.”” The country is safe so long as Lieut.- 
General CuaReEs Fucton, Sir AkcaTBALD Sass, K.C.B., 
A.D.C. (was he an *‘A.D.C.”’ at Cambridge? if so, the 
Amateur Dramatic Club has to be congratulated on its 
training), and President Carter, of the Court-martial, 
with the other distinguished (but nameless) officers, are 
in command, 

Another ‘‘ of the best” is the doll styled Jason Jupp 
the gay and grumpy old villager, a ‘‘ bit of character vs 
for which the make-up and acting of Mr. Arnot ForpE 
will be mem- 
orable. 





Mr, Harry 


The Not Dudley Blow. 
heart Miss VANE FEATHERSTON as Kitty Spencer, are 


with his sweet- 


between them the life and soul of the piece. As the 
Cockney soldier of ‘‘The 2ad Highlanders,” Hazry 
NicHotts is * kilt entirely ’’ but quite unconquered. He 
takes the Scotch cake. ely, except when he was in 
an office as a lawyer's clerk (in a Drury Lane melodrama! 
always wanting to go out to lunch, have I seen him more 
thoroughly amusing than as Private Jupp. His hamow 
is so quiet: he is Private—and confidential. He has 
only to glance slily at the audience to set them in a roar, 
A genuine comedian in the truest and sense, 
Yes, there are very few parts in the wide range of light 
and low comedy, and burlerque, that he not play 
to perfection. With a good dramatic story and Harry 
Nicwotts for the relief, dramatists and manager may 
rest contented. 


Cave Ursum aa latest intelligence fron 
St. Petersburg the bloated key is likely to be boiles 
down into Bear's Greece. 
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THE COMPACT. 


Mephistopheles (‘‘ a la Russe’). ‘“ BoT MAKE 
THE COMPACr, AND AT ONCE ILL UNDERTAKE 
To CHARM YOU WITH MINE ARTS,... A FORMAL DEED, WITH SEAL AND SIGNATURE |! 
BuT ONE THING |—ACCIDENTS MAY HAPPEN, HENCE Is’r NOT ENOUGH THAT BY MY WORD ALONE 
A LINE OR TWO IN WRITING GRANT I PRAY,” I PLEDGE MY INTEREST }”’—Goethe's Faust, 


“It should be clearly understood that no written compact as yet exists between Russia and Turkey..... The SutTaAN ... . said that between 
such friends as himeelf and the Tsar written engagements were superfluous.”’—‘* Our Own Corr ?” * Times,” January 31. 


Faust (‘‘a la Turque”). ‘A WRITING, PEDANT, DOST DEMAND 
FROM ME? 
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WELL WORTH IT, TOO! 


Nervous M, F. H. (to his Huntsman), ‘‘Senp Him AT IT, Gos~tinc! TaERE’s A Sov, FOR you IF THE Tor Bak Gors!” | 


NELSON EAST OF TEMPLE BAR, 
(A Page fiom the Diary of @ Future Lord Mayor.) 


Monday.—Yesterday’s rumour justified. War s proclaimed. Put 
off all business of a civilan character to a more convenient opportunity. 
Pasted placard on the Mansion House, giving news to the public, and 
desired the immediate presence of the City Marshal. t worthy 
official answered my inquiries with ‘‘ready, aye ready.” Accom- 
panied by the Sheriffs, took command (at Dover), of the City Fleet. 
S» much occupied that I have scarcely time to make this ar 

Tuesday.—Very well satisfied with the enn My battle-ship, 
The Snapping Turtle, with my pennant flying, heads the flotilla. 
My gallant secretary acts as navigating-lieutenant. The City 
ral controls the marines. The Sheriffs are responsible for 
their respective commands, They are ei g to one another from 
the decks of their respective ironclads, The Gog and The Magog. 
The Aldermen who have passed the chair are the captains of the 
first division ; those who have not are the chief cflicers of the 
second. The Recorder (assisted by the Common Serjeant) is most 

Pea Serene eee The C. C. C., in acting as a police 
patrol. Not that his services are really required, as the patriotism of 
the Liverymen prevents an attempt at desertion, Spent the entire 
day in getting things ship-shape. From what I see I believe I shall 
be able to give a account of the enemy—when I meet him, 
No more time for writin Petts 


g. 

Wednesday.—Held a council of war in The nee 
Present the Sheriffs, the Aldermen, the Recorder, the Common 
Serjeant, the City Chamberlain, the City Marshal, the Common 
Cner, and the Sword Bearer. Made a little speech, which was 
received with enthusiasm. Congratulated the Corporation on 
the hint of the public Press in fitting out and officering a City Fleet. 
No doubt other orations would have followed had not proceedings 
been interrupted by the report (a false one) that the enemy was 
sight. Beat to quarters. Every man in his place, The Common 
Councillors (in their mazarine gowns) at the guns. Every ship had 








Then, pursued by a gale, took refuge in the Downs. In consequence 
of the stormy weather, banquet prop?sed at the morning’s council of 
war oe indefinitely. Have to drop my pen to take com- 
mand of the midnight watch. ; : 

Thursday.—Spent the day in torpedo practise. Converted river 
steamboats very sure, if rather slow. The adapted City barges make 
excellent floating batteries. ised to find they carry their eight- 
inch armour so easily. City most usefully employed in 
training his new cavalry, the Mounted Marines. The Common Crier 
has very properly exchanged his mace for a revolver,—an example 
that has been followed (so far as the circumstances of the case 
admitted) by the Sword Bearer. Everyone in good spirits, General 
agaenrre expected to-morrow. No more leisure for ene 

riday.—Glorious victory! Met the enemy off Herne Bay. 

Rvidently the foe were attempting to obtain possession of the 
Reculvers, My flagship, Zhe Sna ng Turtle, rammed ironclad 
commanded by the enemy’s iral— ey his vessel was called 
The Bumptious—most successfully. Both TheGog and The none 
distinguished themselves, The Mounted Marines (under the City 
Marshal) carried out one of the most dashing cavalry charges on 
record, jumping from ship to ship with perfectly marvellous agility. 
The Town Clerk most useful in his torpedo-boat destroyer. e 
gallant C. C. C. (with the Recorder on board) saved lives of drown- 
ing o ents, As the enemy used common powder— of our 
smokeless variety—could see very little of the course of events. 
seer ee that I am right in describing the day’s doings 
as a trium - 

Saturday.—Quite right! Wedid win! Only time to record that 
my signal, ‘‘ England not cted in vain the City of London to 
do its duty,” was received with the greatest enthusiasm. 


A Brrrer DisaPPoInTMENT.—A cyclist stopping beside Sir Henry 
Mzvx's Temple Bar at Theobalds, in the hope of getting a pint of ale. 


An AcTOR WHO BRINGS THE WATER MEADOWS OVER THE Foor- 


a company beadle acting as boatswain. Mancuvred for some time, | Lichrs.—Mr, BRooKFIELD. 
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THE COMPACT. 


Faust (‘‘a la Turque”). ‘A WRITING, PEDANT, DOST DEMAND . 
FROM ME? 


Mephistopheles (‘‘ a la Russe’’). ‘* BoT MAKE 
THE COMPACT, ae AT oncE ILL UNDERTAKE 
To CHARM YOU WITH MINE ARTS , A FORMAL DEED, WITH SEAL AND SIGNATURE | 
BuT ONE THING |—ACCIDENTS MAY HAPPEN, HENCE Is’rT NOT ENOUGH THAT BY MY WORD ALONE 
A LINE OR TWO IN WRITING GRANT I PRAY,” I PLEDGE MY INTEREST ? ”"—(Goethe's 
“Tt should be clearly understood that no written compact as yet exists between Russia and Turkey. .... The SULTAN . . said that between 
such friends as himself and the Tsar written engagements were superfluous.”—‘* Our Own Corveanendank ; ” January 31. 











Fesavany 8, 1896.] PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 63 








at 


Soca Oe 
or 


a 
she 
Nee 


wi) 
is%, 
. 
en 
ee 
he 


g 

a 
“ 
a 


wy . ON 
ah 

MAAN Y as 

ie yo 


’ i 
ad J 


ee ie 


tg c 
aye OA 








, 3 AC 









ahie 


‘ -! u f ; 7 - , . 
is a th. ff Z 
tM vft wd layers ‘* N wi ; ~" , A ae a 
er ° tg MUS hha WV , « /4 1 a, aaa in Ka 
WELL: WORTH IT, TOO! 


Nervous M, F. H. (to his Huntsman), ‘'SznD HIM AT IT, GostiInc! TasERE’s A Sov, FOR you iF THE Tor Bar Gcors!” 











Th k in the D In 
3 NELSON EAST OF TEMPLE BAR. ig co ora A Ling: Bespani geo bod pe geld pret i Be 


ar postponed indefinitely. Have to d m n to take com- 
(A Page from the Diary of a Future Lord Mayor.) mans of the midnight» watch ) rop my i eat 

Monday.—Yesterday’s rumour justified. War +s proclaimed. Put ursday.—Spent the day in torpedo practise. Cony ver 
off all business of a crete character toa more convenient opportunity, | steamboats very sure, if rather slow. The adapted City barges make 
Pasted placard on the Mansion House, giving news to the public, and | excellent floating batteries. sed to find they carry th ht- 
d the immediate presence of the City Marshal. That worthy |inch armour so easily. City most usefully employed in 
official answered my inquiries with ‘‘ready, aye ready.”’ Accom-| training his new cavalry, the Mounted Marines, The Common Crier 
panied by the Sheriffs, took command (at Dover), of the City Fleet. | has very ees exchanged his mace for a revolver,—an example 
S»> much occupied that I have scarcely time to make this entry. that has been followed (so far as the circumstances of the case 
Tuesday.—Very well satisfied with the Squadron. My battle-ship, | #dmitted) by the Sword Bearer. Everyone in spirits. General 

The Snapping Turtle, with my pennant fiyin , heads the flotilla, | engagement expected to-morrow. No more | for re 
My gallant secretary acts as navigating-lieutenant. The City poe victory! Met the enemy off Herne Bay. 
Marshal controls the marines. The Sheriffs are responsible for| Evidently the foe were attempting to obtain possession of the 
their respective commands. They are cignalling to one another from | Reculvers, My flagship, The Sna ng aos rammed ironclad 


the decks of their respective ironclads, The and The Magog, | commanded by the enemy’s cy his vessel was called 
» The Aldermen who have passed the chair ts captains if ths The Bumptious—most successfully. Both The Gog and The are 
first Civision ; those who have not are the chief cfiicers of the| dist ed themselves, The Mounted Marines (under the City 


second. The Recorder (assisted by the Common Serjeant) is most | Marshal) carried out one of the most dashing cavalry charges on 
useful in his despatch boat, The C. C. C., in acting ore police | record, jumping from ship to ship with perfectly marv agili 
patrol. Not that his services are really required, as the patriotism of | The Town Clerk most useful in his torpedo-boat destroyer. e 
the Liverymen prevents an attempt at desertion. Spent the entire | gallant C. C. C. (with the Recorder on board) saved lives of drown- 
Sv eng Smee hp cage, Toms hat Tonge Sal oe Stas wecity= ceed ces ey ite of fos coum, ferent 
mma «£ However, am satisfied that am right in describing the day’s doings 
Wednesday.—Hel i ? (asa m : 
Pree he Shee ee are the Recerca. | Saturday.—Quite right! We did win! Only time to record that 
Serjeant, the City Chamberlain, the City Marshal, the Common |™y signal, ‘* England has not in vain the City of London to 
Crier, and the Sword Bearer. Made a little speech, which was | do its daty,” was received with the greatest enthusiasm. 
m a oo ge enthusiasm, Congratulated = a arecg on taking st 

; No a Fe cn oat anc: had med ae Fleet. A BITTER DIsaPPOINTMENT.—A cyclist stopping beside Sir Henry 
been interrupted by the report (a false one) that the enemy was Mxvx's Temple Bar at Theobalds, in the hope of getting a pint of ale. 
sight. Beat to quarters. Every man in his place, The Cansieres See ee ee 
Councillors (in their mazarine gowns) at the guns. Every shiphad| AN ACTOR WHO BRINGS THE WATER MeaDOWSs OVER THE Foor- 
a company beadle acting as boatswain. Mancuvred for some time, | Liahrs.—Mr, BRooKFIELD. 
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THE COMPACT. 
Faust (‘‘a la Turque”). ‘A WRITING, PEDANT, DOST DEMAND 
FROM ME? 
A FORMAL DEED, WITH SEAL AND SIGNATURE | 
Is’T NOT ENOUGH THAT BY MY WORD ALONE 
s Faust, 


Mephistopheles (‘‘d la Russe’’). “ BoT MAKE 
THE COMPACr, AND AT ONCE I'LL UNDERTAKE 


To CHARM YOU WITH MINE ARTS,.,.. 
BuT ONE THING |—ACCIDENTS MAY HAPPEN, HENCE 
A LINE OR TWO IN WRITING GRANT I PRAY,” I PLEDGE MY INTEREST ? ”"— 
“Tt should be clearly understood that no written compact as yet exists between Russia and Turkey. ... . The SutTAN ... . said that between 
such friends as himeelf and the Tsar written engagements were superfluous.’”’—“‘ Our Own Corr 2” “ Times,” January 31. 
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WELL WORTH IT, TOO! 


Nervous M, F. H, (to his Huntsman), ‘‘Senp Him AT 1T, Gostinc! TasERE’s A Sov. FOR you IF THE Tor Bar cozrs!” 








Then, pursued by a gale, took refuge in the Downs, In consequence 


NELSON EAST OF TEMPLE BAR. of the stormy weather, banquet prop2sed at the morning’s council of 
(4A Page from the Diary of @ Future Lord Mayor.) ee See Have to drop my pen to take com- 


Monday.—Y esterday’s rumour justified. War +s proclaimed. Put Thursday.—Spent the day in torpedo practise. Converted river 
off an bataes of a civilan ome toa more convenient opportunity. | steamboats very sure, if rather slow. The adapted City barges make 
Pasted placard on the Mansion House, giving news to the public, and | excellent floating batteries. sed to find they carry their ig 
desired the immediate presence of the City Marshal. That worthy|inch armour so easily. City Marshal most usefully employed in 
official answered my inquiries with ‘‘ready, aye ready.” Accom- his new cavalry, the Mounted Marines, The Common Crier 
panied by the Sheriffs, took command (at Dover), of the City Fleet, | has very properly exchanged his mace for a revolver,—an example 
S» much occupied that I have scarcely time to make this entry. that has been followed (so far as the circumstances of the case 

Tuesday.—Very well satistied with the Squadron. My battle-ship, | admitted) by the Sword Bearer. Everyone in spirits, General 

Snapping Turtle, with my pennant flying, heads the flotilla. = expected to-morrow. No more | for ee 
My gallant secretary acts as navigating-lieutenant. The City|_ 4 oe victory! Met the enemy off Herne Bay. 
Marshal controls the marines, The Sheriffs are responsible for| Evidently the foe were attempting to obtain possession of the 
their respective commands, They are cignalling to one another from | Reculvers, My flagship, The Sna "9 Turtle, rammed ironclad 
the decks of their respective ironclads, The Gog and The Magog, | commanded by the enemy’s = at his vessel was called 
The Aldermen who have passed the chair are the captains of the} 7Ae per. eye Bon successfully. Both TheGog and The Magog 
first civision; those who have not are the chief ctlicers of the| dist ‘themselves, The Mounted Marines (under the City 
second. The Recorder (assisted by the Common Serjeant) is most | Marshal) carried out one of the most dash cavalry charges on 
useful in his despatch boat, Zhe C. C. C., in acting as a police er jumping from ship to ship with perfectly . 
patrol. Not that his services are really required, as the patriotism of | The Town Clerk most useful in his torpedo-boat destroyer. e 

Liverymen ents an attempt at desertion. Spent the entire | gallant C. C. C. (with the Recorder on board) saved lives of drown- 
day in getting things ship-shape. From what I see I believe I shall | 10g 0 ents, As the enemy used common powder—instead of our 
be able to give a good account of the enemy—when I meet him, | *mokeless variety—could see very little of the course of events. 
No more time for writing. crore se that I am right in describing the day’s doings 

Wednesday.—Held a council of war in The S ing Turtle, | 98 & trlump es om a : 

Present the’ Sheriffs, the Aldermen, the Recorder, the | ae Saturday.—Quite ht! Wedid win! Only time to record that 
Serjeant, the City Chamberlain, the City Marshal, the Common | ™y. signal, ‘‘ England has not cted in vain the City of London to 
Crier, and the Sword Bearer. Made a little speech, which was | 40 its duty,” was received with the greatest enthusiasm. 

received with enthusiasm. Congratulated the Corporation on taking ————— 


we oo eames —— —— i ze A Birrer DIsaPpoIntMENT.—A cyclist stopping beside Sir Henry 


been interrupted by the report (a false one) that the enemy was in| Mzvx's Temple Bar at Theobalds, in the hope of getting a pint of ale. 
sight. Beat to quarters, Every man in his place, The Common ae, ee 

Councillors (in their mazarine gowns) at the guns. Every shiphad| AN AcroR WHO BRINGS THE WATER MEADOWS OVER THE Foor- 
a company beadle acting as boatswain. Mancwuvred for some time. | Licurs.—Mr. BrookFIELD, 








JOTTINGS AND TITTLINGS. 


(By Basoo Huggy BunecsHo JABBERJEE, B,A.) 


No. 1V. 
Containing Mr, Jabberjee’s Impressions at The Old Masters, 


I HAvE the honour to report that the phantom of delight has 
recently recommenced to dance before me, Miss JESSIMINA 
MANKLETOW, the perfumed, moony-faced daughter of the gracious 
and eagle-eyed goddess who presides over the select boarding es- 
tablishment in which I am resident member, has of late emerged 
from the shell of superciliousness, and brought the beaming eye of 
encouragement to upon my diffidence and humility. This I 
pe attribute to general impression—which I do not condescend to 

eny—that, at home, I occupy the social status of a Rajah, or some 
analogous kind of big native pot. 

So, on a recent Saturday afternoon, she invited me to escort her and 
a similar young virginal lady friend, 
by name Miss Paiscitta Primer, to 
Burlington House, Piccadilly, and, as 
Prince Hamlet appositely remarks, 
‘** Look here upon this picture and on 
this,’ Which I jo y accepted, 
being head-over-heels in love with 
Art, and the possessor of two mag- 
nificent coloured photo-lithographs, 
representing a steeplechase in the act 
of jumping a trench, and a water- 
nymph in the very décolleté undress of 
. DOCS BOLMTRATER weltering on a 


rush . 
"We proceeded thither upon the 
giddy summit of a Royal Oak omni- 


bus, and on arriving in the vestibulum, 
were ene commanded to OE pe 
undergo total abstinence from our Yj, jij Y p ‘s 
umbrellas, hppa Lj 


Being accompanied by the span-new Ni 


BY 
silken affair with the golden head, Mf i pip Yes x: 
which, as I have narrated supra, I Uf hy We > 
was 80 lucky to obtain Sromslaguatisly hi Mi fe Wunse 
after witnessing the Adelphi cf the MN PF 


+ _ 
~ 
: a 0 — | 
“ 
Sn 


We he AW 
Westminster college boys, I natural] cd ot / fi 
protested vehemently against iavkk aa 
arbitrary and tyrannical regulations. Leo 
urging the risk of my unprotected 
umbrella being feloniously abducted 
during unavoidable absence by some 
mines led and illegitimate claimant. 

ut. alack! I was confronted with 
the official ultimatum and sine gud 
non, and have subsequently learnt 
that the cause of this self-denying 
ordinance is due to the uncontrollable 
enthusiasm of British Public for works 
of art, which leads them to signify 
approbation by puncturing innumera- 
ble orifices oy dint of sticks or 
umbrellas in the process of pointing 
out tit-bits of painting, and on ac- 
count of the detrimental influence on 
the marketable value of pictures thus 
distinguished by the plerophory of the Vor Populi, 

Nevertheless, my heart was oppressed with many misgivings at 
having to hand over three hostage umbrellas—one being masculine 
and two feminine gender—and receiving nothing in exchange but a 
wooden medallion of no intrinsic worth, bearing the utterly dispro- 
portionate number of over one thousand! Next, after, at Miss 
Jesstmina’s bidding, having purchased a sixpenny index, we 
ascended the staircase, and on ee oe three shillings cash 
payment, were consecutively squeezed through a restricted wicket 
as if needles going through the eye of a camel, 

I will vouchsafe to aver that my interior sensations on penetrating 
the first gallery were those of acute and indignant disappointment, 
for will it be credited that a workin meeny of the exhibits were 
second, or even third and fourth-hand m isms of an unparagoned 
dingitude, and fit only for the lumbering room P 

Perhaps I shall be told that this wintry exhibition is a mere stopgap 
and makeshift, until a fresh supply of bright new paintings can be 
procured, and that it is ultra vires to obtain such for love or money 
before the merry month of May. Still I must persist in denouncing 
the penny wisdom and pound foolery of the Academicals in foisting off 
upon the public such ancient and fish-like articles that have long ceased 
to be bon ton and in the fashion, tince it is undeniable that many are 
over fifty years, and some several centuries behind the times! 
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“ Miss Jessimina Mankletow.” 
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It is to be hoped that these parsimonious Misters will soon recog- 
nise that it is not possible for modern up-to-date Art to be florescent 
under this retrograde and fossilized system, and be warned that such 
untra ike goings-on will deservedly forfeit the confidence and | 
patronage of their most fastidious customers. 

Miss JEsstmiNA remarked more than once that such and such a 
picture was not in her taste and she would never have chosen it 
pemoss while Miss Paowmerr declared that she would not have 

ad her likeness taken by Hon’ble- Sir Josh Garnssoro, or Misters 
VELASKY and VANDICK, not even if they implored her on their 
bended marrowbones, and that, as for a certain individual effemi- 
nately named Erry, it was a wonderment to her how respectable 
people could stand in front of such brazen performances! These 
remarks are trivial, perhaps, but even straws will serve as cocks of 
the weather on occasions, and, moreover, I shall certify that the most 
general tone was of a critical and disapproving severity, and it was 
uite evident that the greater portion of the spectators could have 
one the job better themselves, 
certain Mister TURNER came in 
for the Benyamin’s mess of obloquy, 
having represented Pluto, the god of 
wealth, in the act of carrying off a 
female Proserpine, but the figures so 
Lilliputian, and in such a dispropor- 
tionate expansion of confused sceneries, 
that the elopement produced but a 
very paltry impression. The slipshod 
carelessness of this ter may be 
realised from the fact that in a com- 
position styled ‘' Blue Lights to Warn 
Steamboats off Shoal Water,” the blue 
lights are conspicuous by their total 
absence, and the mistiness of the at- 
mospherical conditions renders it difli- 
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cult to distinguish cither the steamers 
or the sh with even tolerable 
accuracy | 


In the ulterior room were sundry 
pescoctnas from Umbrian and Mi- 
ese and other schools, such being 
, presumptively the teaching establith- 
-=. ments over which Hon’ble Keynoxps 
and TuRNER and GreEvzy and Co. pre- 
dominated as Old Masters. But surely 
it is unfair, and like seething a kid in 
the maternal nutriment, to class such 
crude and hobbardyhoy performances. 
with works by more senile hands! 
Here I observed a painting to illus-, 
trate scenes in the life of an important; 
celebrity, who was childishly repre-, 
sented many times over having sepa-, 
rate adventures in the space of a few: 
equare feet, and of a Brobdingnacian 
ulkiness compared to his perspective: 
surroundings. Had this been the work. 
of an Indian artist, native gentlemen: 
out there would simply have smiled 
ee at such ignorance, and given’ 
im the gentle admonishment that he 
was only to make a fool of himself for 
his pains. There was also a picture of 
a Diptych, in two portions, with a 
background of gilt, but the figure of the Diptych very 
poorly represented as an anatomy. ont ae . 
ere all is so so-so, and below par, it is perhaps invidious to 
single out any for hon’ble mention ; but loyalty as a Britich subject 
obliges me to speak favourably of a concern lent by Her Majesty the 
QUEEN, and representing a Lomabeation! outh engaged in a ani 
snap with a mack and inoffensive schoolfellow, who supports him 
on one leg, and is occupied in shel his nose behind his arm 
until his widowed and aged mother can arrive to rescue her beloved 
offspring from his grave crisis. : 
This at least can be commended as being true to nature, as I can 
attest from personal experience of similar boyish loggerheads, 
although, owing to preservi 


my sang froid, I was generally able to 
remove myself with caccanaeal. rapidity from vicinity of shocking 
kicks by my truculent assailant. 


Also a subject, by late Hon’ble Reynotps, of a student who, as 
Miss Jessmmina informed ae voce, from the guide-book, was 
‘* supposed to be a portrait of Master Brown.” I will not allege that 
it is as like as two to the Mister Brown of Westbourne Grove, 
of whom I have lately commanded a pair of patent leathers, but, non 
constat that it may not be a correct representation of in his 
oe pupillar: period, so I will bestow upon it the benefit of a 

oubt. 
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Let me not omit to mention a painting of ‘‘ Polichinelle” by a 
Gallic artist, which Miss Proomett said was the French equivalent 
to Punch, At which, speaking loudly for instruction of bystanders, 
I assured them, as one familiarly connected with Hon’ble Punch, 
who ded me as a son, such a portrait was the very anti 
his majestic lineaments, nor was it reasonable to suppose that he 
would allow his counterfeit presentment to be depicted in the un- 

ed garbage of a buffoon ! ; 
trust that I may be gratefully remembered by my Liege Lord, 
and that he will be gracious enough to entertain me favourably with 
something in the shape of prize or bonus in reward for such open 
testimony as the above. 

I have only to add that the custodian preserved the inviolability of 
our umbrellas with honorable fidelity, and that we moistened the 
drooping clay of our internal tenements at an Aérated Tea arene 
with a profusion of confectionaries, for which my fair friends wit 
amiable blandness permitted me the privilege of forking out. 


THE WARES OF TAUTOLOGUS. 
‘' BREAKFAST AT A COFFRE-STALL,” 


SaitH Sir John Falstaff—robustious, corpulent eques—to Prince 
Hai, ‘* O, thou hast damnable iteration!’ and the Post Meridiem 
Gazette’s numberless perusers turning to the wares of their faithful, 
humble Tauto.ocus, doubtless exclaim, ‘‘O, thou hast delectable 
iteration!” For hath he not 
described countless times in 
constantly varying style How 


bursteth through terra firma, 
How doves circle about St. 
Paul’s dome and strut in the 
cathedral yard, How the cross- 
ing-sweeper sweepeth, How 
the wealthy dine, lunch, sup— 
et hoc genus omne? And shall 
he not make friends acquainted 
with his methods of preparing 
these feasts literarum—Sarda- 
napalian word banquets? 
Verily yea. Know then that 
TautoLoeus hath little sack 
full of assorted epithets, quo- 
tations—not too hackneyed— 
from classics, slightest sprink- 
ling, or minimum quantity, of 
definite article, plentifulsupply 
of dashes, brackets, commas 
(inverted), notes of interroga- 
tion and eke exclamation. 
oe ee these main ingre- 
dients he produceth essay not, 
i he hopeth, unworthy his Elian 
| pedecessor. — 

_Nor is Tavrotocus altogether unassisted in his labours at the 
sign of *‘ The Wares.” Mrs. T. discourseth not seldom, with delicate 
fascinating touch of lettered feminine hand, upon world-absorbing 
topics such as ‘* Chickens and Hens,” ‘‘ Geese and Foxes,”’ ** Dacks,’ 
**Socks,” ‘* Silk,’ and Soe Tis no idle flattery to pro- 
nounce her ¢ ffasions not second to those of your obedient, obsequious 
seryant himself. Revert we now to title of present article, ‘' Break- 
fast at a Coffee-Stall.”” O, thou Shrove-tide reveller! homewards 
wending upon Shanksian steed—the city, just ere rosy-fingered dawn 
leotenriivee ‘Ews) makes first appearance, being cabless—despise not 

@ unassuming vendor of irreproachable Mocha, comfortably en- 
sconced in hen trovato indentation of a house’s wall, or in cleverly- 
chosen cul-de-sac. Stay rather to dissipate fumes of thy nocturnal 
debauch in steaming cup (poculum) filled from huge throbbing urn 
situated at the dexter extremity of immaculate linoleum-covered 
counter. Drink the comforting beverage as ‘* piping-hot” (pot 
boutlle) as throat will bear. Then, if impaired digestion permit and 
TavToLocus’s advice be followed, let the palate be tempted by 
dainty, intidious sardine, deftly served upon crisp, crackling square of 
toast. Neither, upon this exquisite plat, neglect to iorialle purple, 
Liquant powder—the product of distant Cayenne. 

N ow is apparent the full force of TaLteyvrann’s truism—or 
Berttat Savarin’s was it ?—‘' L’appétit cient en_mangeant.” 
Order, therefore, pomme Irlandaise—th> apple of Hibernia, the 
potato—roasted, and not divested of tts jacket, Cat in halves and 
lubricate its mealy interior with judicious quantity of margarine, 
which the amiable caterer provideth upon application. Shun, wi'h 
this dish, a ng: de nee i with og 
pepper and @ soupcon of salt only. § pangs appeased, a 
second copious draught of the coffee-berry’s decoction may not be 
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the street to diurnal duties, and thou—top-hatted, brazenly-belated 
scion of Society—art an incongruous object on the awakening town- 
scape. Retire then, rapidly, to thy domicilium, not forgetting to 
purchase from the all-provi ing matutinal restaurateur—fumi sacra 
ames /—a fragrant Denarian weed of genuine -grown Havana. 
Bid him a courteous ‘* Vale,” and proceed, refreshed, upon thy way 
—now no longer tortuous nor encumbered by multiplicity of lamp- 
posts. Thou hast broken thy fast like a king—at a coffee-stall ! 


ALFRED TO ALFRED. 
(A very Up-to-date Song from the Shades.) 


O ALFRED, ALFRED, ALFRED! Since you also bear my name, 

You might have more respected both my feelings and my fame; 

For copy-book moralities, piped forth as by a starling, 

Will not make England venerate the memory of her ** Darling.” 

I do not love that name, ALFRED ; it does not match with mine ; 

It savours of suburban ‘* spoons.” or rustic ‘* Valentine.” 

1’m told by those who know, ALFRED, when bourgeois sweethearts 


meet, 

They doat, like you, on ** darling,”’ dwell, like you, on ‘* Sweet ! 
Sweet! Sweet! ark, 

Which may do for amorous Hampstead, or for Cockney Clapham 

Or for AweELova ** walking-out’’ with Epwin, her new spark ; 

But for Epwy and Eneiva, quite another sort of pair [the air,’”’ 

(Though the latter’s name “‘soared into space, and summered all 

As you credibly inform us,)—well, I don’t wish to be harsh, 

But two Anglo-Saxon lovers, in a damp, ‘‘ low-lying marsh,”’ 

ardly talked such twiddle-twaddle, when we had to fight the Dane, 

As a couple of canoodlers in a Cockney Lovers’ Lane. 

There’s a want of “local colour,” my dear ALFRED, in your lay, 

For we did not war, or wanton, in your mild suburban way. 

There is too much sugar-candy in your handling of such themes, 

And your Muse—if I may say so—is too fond of chocolate-creams. 

You know I touched the harp meee. but, on your Laureate-lyre, 

You twiddle in a fashion which ro grim GUTHRUM'S ire, 

And Celt and Briton, Angle, Frisian, Saxon, Norseman too, 

Would have seized their ‘‘shrilling weapors,”’ and at once have 
gone for you! 

I was quite a moral model, as ki 

But I don’t remember ae suc 

As your virtuous ‘* England’s Y 
seems fo sport. 

And as to ‘‘ forehead questioning the sky ”’—0, cut it short ! 

I’d a ** virile love of country,” or at least I hope I had, 

Bat nic gush about it would have made me feel quite mad. 

In dear old ‘' foam-fenced England” I should feel myself at home, 

But not among the Jingoes who are also given to ‘* foam,” — 

Foam at the mouth, my ALFRED, like mad dogs and men in fits. 

There be “‘ patriots” and ‘* poets,” my dear ALFRED, wits and cits, 

Who the muzzle and strait-jacket seem, at seasons, to require. 

‘** ALFRED shall have this England ’’—as a theme for his new lyre ; 

It seems rather hard cn England, so the earlier ALFRED thinks, 

An idea from which my “* practical imagination” shrinks, 

Still, I wouldn’t mind so much if ALFRED limited his odes 

To peeans upon JAMESON, and dithyrambs on Raopzs. 

But it sets the shades o-eniggece and old Cerberus a-snarling 

To think of Saxon ALFrep being shrined in—England’s Darling !! ! 


s go, lam aware; 
a go-to-n esting air : 
um-yum’’—{ mean “‘ Darling ’— 


RURALITIES. 


Srr,—I am sure you will be glad to hear how unusually mild the 
season is with us in the country. Asa proof of the fact, the follow- 
ing may be of interest. The other day Mr. SmpEsPLitrer, a local 
gentleman, was acoused by a lady friend of having cut her in the 
street, He replied—‘' It was such a little cut, that it might almost 
be called a cu‘let /’? Can you imagine anything milder than that ? 

A RgsIDENT AT SPARKLINGTON. 


Srz,— Our venerated old clergyman met my boy Teppy (aged six) 
yesterday, and asked him when he was going to school, and if he was 
going to be a boarder. TEDDY promptly retorted that ‘‘ he didn’t 
intend to go to a board school.’’ This is another instance of how 
extremely furward we are in the country this season | 

Provup PATER, 
aoe Rag precocity of the vegetation for the time of year is truly 
remarkable. A lad of mine has just come in from the ep, and 
tells me he found a rose out! I have not seen it myself, but the boy 
is incapable of an untruth, and I think the unparalleled event (for 
January) deserves a notice in your columns. 
Darwin Cuvier Jones. 

P.S.—I find it was the watering-pot rose that the lad found. Still 

the fact remains that the watering-pot itself was out at a period of 


amiss. Day now dawneth, the horny-handed one hurrieth along | the year earlier than I ever remember. 
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JOTTINGS AND TITTLINGS. 


(By Basoo Huggy BunecsHo JABBERJEE, B,A.) 


No. IV. 
Containing Mr, Jabberjee’s Impressions at The Old Masters. 


I nave the honour to report that the phantom of delight has 
recently recommenced to dance before me, Miss JESSIMINA 
MANKLETOW, the perfumed, moony-faced daughter of the gracious 
and eagle-eyed goddess who presides over the select boarding es- 
tablishment in which I am resident member, has of late emerged 
from the shell of superciliousness, and brought the beaming eye of 
encouragement to upon my diffidence and humility. This I 
partly attribute to general impression—which I do not condescend to 

eny—that, at home, I occupy the social status of a Rajah, or some 
analogous kind of big native pot. 7 

So, on a recent Saturday afternoon, she invited me to escort her and 
a similar yourg virginal lady friend, 
by name Miss Paiscrita PrRrmmetr, to 
Burlington House, Piccadilly, and, as 
Prince Hamlet appositely remarks, 

is 


‘**Look here upon icture and on 
this.’ Which I joyfally accepted, 
being head-over-heels in love with 


Art, and the possessor of two mag- 
nificent coloured photo-lithographs, 
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representing a steeplechase in the act 
of jumping a trench, and a water- 
nymph in the very décolleté undress of 


**puris naturalibus,” weltering on a 


ay bed. 
e proceeded thither upon the 
giddy summit of a Royal Oak omni- 


bus, and on arriving in the vestibulum, Wy 


were eT commanded to ' 
undergo to abstinence from our 
umbrellas, 
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_Being accompanied by the span-new 
silken affair with the golden head, 
which, as I have narrated supra, 
was so lneky to obtain eeetey 
after witnessing the Adelphi cf the 
Westminster college boys, I natural] 
protested vehemently against sels 
arbitrary and tyrannical regulations. 
urging the risk of my unprotected 
umbrella being feloniously abducted 
during unavoidable absence by some 
sa led and illegitimate claimant. 

ut. alack! I was confronted with 
the official ultimatum and sine qud 
non, and have subsequently learnt 
that the cause of this self-denying 
ordinance is due to the uncontrollable 
enthusiasm of British Public for works 
of art, which leads them to signify 
approbation by puncturing innumera- 
ble orifices dint of sticks or 
umbrellas in the process of pointing 
out tit-bits of painting, and on ac- 
count of the detrimental influence on 
the marketable value of pictures thus 
distinguished by the plerophory of the Vor Populi. 

Nevertheless, my heart was oppressed with many misgivings at 
haying to hand over three hostage umbrellas—one being masculine 
and two feminine gender—and receiving nothing in exchange but a 
wooden medallion of no intrinsic worth, bearing the utterly dispro- 
portionate number of over one thousand! Next, after, at Miss 
Jessimina’s bidding, having purchased a sixpenny index, we 
ascended the staircase, and on shelling out three sbillings cash 
payment, were consecutively squeezed through a restricted wicket 
as if needles going through the eye of a camel. 

I will vouchsafe to aver that my interior sensations on penetrating 
the first gallery were those of acute and indignant disappointment, 
for will it be credited that a working majority of the exhibits were 
second, or even third and fourth-hand m isms of an unparagoned 
dingitude, and fit only for the lumbering room ? 

Perhaps I shall be told that this wintry exhibition is a mere stopgap 
and makesbift, until a fresh supply of bright new paintings can be 
procured, and that it is ultra vires to obtain such for love or money 
before the merry month of May. Still I must persist in denouncing 
the penny wisdom and pound foolery of the Academicals in foisting off 
upon the public such ancient and fish-like articles that have long ceased 
to be bon ton and in the fashion, since it is undeniable that many are 
over fifty years, and some several centuries behind the times! 
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** Mies Jessimina Mankletow.’’ 
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It is to be hoped that these parsimonious Misters will soon recog- 
nise that it is not possible for modern up-to-date Art to be florescent 
under this retrograde and fossilized system, and be warned that such 
untradesmanlike goings-on will deservedly forfeit the confidence and 
pemunage of their most fastidious customers, 

Miss JEssiminA remarked more than once that such and such a 
picture was not in Aer taste and she would never have chosen it 
pesener while Miss Parwmetr declared that she would not have 

ad her likeness taken by Hon’ble- Sir JosH Gatnssono, or Misters 
VELASKY and VANDICK, not even if they implored her on their 
bended marrowbones, and that, as for a certain individual effemi- 
nately named Erry, it was a wonderment to her how respectable 
people could stand in front of such brazen performances! There 
remarks are trivial, perhaps, but even straws will serve as cocks of 
the weather on occasions, and, moreover, I shall certify that the most 
general tone was of a critical and disapproving severity, and it was 
tes evident that the greater portion of the spectators could have 

one the job better themselves, F 

A certain Mister TURNER came in 
for the BenyamiIn’s mess of obloquy, 
having represented Pluto, the god of 
wealth, in the act of carrying off a 
female Proserpine, but the figures so 
Lilliputian, and in such a dispropor- 
tionate expansion of confused sceneries, 
that the elopement produced but a 
very paltry impression. The slipshod 
carelessness of this painter may be 
realised from the fact that in a com- 
position styled ‘‘ Blue Lights to Warn 
Steamboats off Shoal Water,” the blue 
lights are conspicuous by their total 
absence, and the mistiness of the at- 
mospherical conditions renders it diffi- 


cult to disti either the steamers 
or the sh with even tolerable 
accuracy | 


In the ulterior room were sundry 
peosnetins from Umbrian and Mi- 
ese and other schools, such being 
Mee. presumptively the teaching establith- 
Me. ments over which Hon’ble Reynoips 
ve» and TURNER and Grevzy and Co. pre- 
dominated as Old Masters. But surely 
it is unfair, and like seething a kid in 
the maternal nutriment, to class such 
crude and hobbardyhoy performances 
with works by more senile hands! 
Here I observed a painting to illue-. 
trate scenes in the life of an important 
celebrity, who was childishly repre-| 
sented many times over having sepa-, 
rate adventures in the space of a few: 
equare feet, and of a Brobdingnacian. 
bulkiness compared to his perspective: 
surroundings. Had this been the work. 
of an Indian artist, native gentlemen' 
out there would simply have smiled 
"eioared at such ignorance, and given 
im the gentle admonishment that he 
was only to make a fool of himself for 
is pains, There was also a picture of 
a Diptych, in two portions, with a 
background of gilt, but the figure of the Diptych himself very 
poor'y represented as an anatomy. 
€ 


re all is so so-so, and below par, it is perhaps invidious to 
single out any for hon’ble mention ; but loyalty as a ritish subject 


obliges me to speak fevouratiy of a concern lent by Her Majesty the 
QUEEN, and seureeet a bastical P bog engaged in ae, 
snap with a meek and inoffensive schoolfellow, who supports him 

on one leg, and is occupied in shel his nose behind his arm 
until his widowed and aged mother can arrive to rescue her beloved 
offspring from his grave crisis. . 

This at least can be commended as being true to nature, as I can 
ae pe pare experience of at : boyish ieqpernent’s 2 
ough, owing to preserving my sang froid, I was generally able 
remove myself with Raoaieaiel rapidity from vietoily of shocking 

kicks by a truculent assailant. 

Also a subject, by late Hon’ble Reynoups, of a student who, as 
Miss Jessimina informed me, vivd voce, from the guide-book, was 
‘* supposed to be a portrait of Master Brown.” I will not allege that 
it is as like as two to the Mister Brown of Westbourne Grove, 
of whom I have tetaly commanded a pair of patent leathers, but, non 
constat that it may not be a correct representation of him in his 
als SSRI period, so I will bestow upon it the benefit of a 

ou 
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Let me not omit to mention a painting of ‘* Polichinelle” by a 
Gallic artist, which Mies Pao«mett said was the French equivalent 
to Punch, At which, speaking loudly for instruction of bystanders, 
I assured them, as one familiarly connected with Hon’ble Punch, 
who ded me as a son, such a portrait was the very antipode to 
his majestic lineaments, nor was it reasonable to suppose that he 
would allow his counterfeit presentment to be depicted in the un- 

ed garbage of a buffoon ! ; 
trust that I may be gratefully remembered by my Liege Lord, 
and that he will be ious enough to entertain me favourably with 
something in the shape of prize or bonus in reward for such open 
testimony as the above. 

I have only to add that the custodian preserved the inviolability of 
our umbrellas with honorable fidelity, and that we moistened the 
drooping clay of our internal tenements at an Aérated Tea comteny 
with a profusion of confectionaries, for which my fair friends wit 
amiable blandness permitted me the privilege of forking out. 


THE WARES OF TAUTOLOGUS. 


‘* BREAKFAST AT A COFFEE-STALL,” 


SartH Sir John Falstaff—robustious, corpulent eques—to Prince 
Hal, ‘‘ O, thou hast damnable iteration!” and the Post Meridiem 
Gazette’s numberless perusers turning to the wares of their faithful, 
humble Tautotocus, doubtless exclaim, ‘'O, thou hast delectable 
iteration!” For hath he not 
described countless times in 
constantly varying style How 


bursteth through terra firma, 
How doves circle about St. 
Paul’s dome and strut in the 
cathedral yard, How the cross- 
ing-sweeper sweepeth, How 
the wealthy dine, lunch, sup— 
et hoc genus omne ? d shall 
he not make friends acquainted 
with his methods of preparing 
these feasts literarum—Sarda- 
napalian word banquets? 
Verily yea. Know then that 
TavuroLoeus hath little sack 
full of assorted epithets, quo- 
tations—not too hackneyed— 
from classics, slightest sprink- 
ling, or minumum quantity, of 
definite article, plentifulsupply 
of dashes, brackets, commas 
(inverted), notes of interroga- 
tion and eke exclamation. 





dients he produceth essay not, 
he hopeth, unworthy his Elian 
p-edecessor. 
: unassisted in his labours at the 
sign of *‘ The Wares.” Mrs. T. discourseth not seldom, with delicate 
fascinating touch of lettered feminine hand, upon world-absorbing 
topics such as ‘* Chickens and Hens,’’ ‘* Geese and Foxes,”’ ** Dacks,’ 
‘*Socks,” ‘* Silk,” and ‘‘ Slippers.” ’Tis no idle flattery to pro- 
noucce her ¢ffasions not second to those of your obedient, obsequious 
serjant himself. Revert we now to title of present article, *' Break- 
fast at a Coffee-Stall.” O, thou Shrove-tide reveller! homewards 
wending upon Shanksian steed—the city, just ere rosy-fingered dawn 
foetonrene ‘Ews) makes first appearance, being cabless—despise not 
e unassuming vendor of irreproachable Mocha, comfortably en- 
sconced in ben trovato indentation of a house’s wall, or in cleverly- 
chosen cul-de-sac. Stay rather to comers fumes of thy nocturnal 
debauch in steaming cup (poculum) filled from huge throbbing urn 
situated at the dexter extremity of immaculate linoleum-covered 
counter. Drink the comforting beverage as ‘‘piping-hot” (pot 
bouille) as throat will bear. Then, if impaired digestion permit and 
TavToLocus’s advice be followed, let the palate be tempted by 
dainty, intidious sardine, deftly served upon crisp, crackling square of 
toast. Neither, upon this exquisite plat, neglect to pistutla purple, 
rigaeat powder—the product of distant Cayenne. 
ow is apparent the full force of Tatitryrann’s truism—or 
Barttat Savanin’s was it?— D’appétit vient en_mangeant.” 
Order, therefore, pomme Irlandaise—th> apple of Hibernia, the 
potato—roasted, and not divested of its jacket. Cat in halves and 
lubricate its mealy interior with judicious quantity of margarine, 
which the amiable caterer provideth upon application. Shun, wi'h 
this dish, sardine-suitable Cayenne, flavouring instead with black 
pepper and a soupcon of salt only. Hunger’s pangs appeased, a 
second copious draught of the coffee-berry’s decoction may not be 
amiss. Day now dawneth, the horny-handed one hurrieth along 


Nor is Tavtotocus altogether 
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the crocus in early spring| 


Stirring up these main ingre- | Wh 
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the street to diurnal duties, and thou—top-hatted, brazenly-belated 
scion of Society—art an incongruous object on the awakening town- 
scape. Retire then, rapidly, to thy domicilium, not forgetting to 
purchase from the all-provi ing matutinal restaurateur—fumi sacra 
Sumes !—a fragrant Denarian weed of genuine home-grown Havana. 
Bid him a courteous ‘* Vale,” and proceed, refreshed, upon th 
—now no longer tortuous nor encumbered by multiplicity of 
posts. Thou hast broken thy fast like a king—at a coffee-stall ! 


way 
mp- 


ALFRED TO ALFRED. 
(A very Up-to-date Song from the Shades.) 


O ALFRED, ALFRED, ALFRED! Since you also bear my name, 

You might have more respected both my feelings and my fame; 

For copy-book moralities, piped forth as by a starling, ; 

Will not make England venerate the memory of her ** Darling.” 

I do not love that name, ALFRED ; it does not match with mine ; 

It savours of suburban ‘* spoons,’’ or rustic ‘* Valentine,” 

1’m told by those who know, ALFRED, when bourgeois sweethearts 


meet, 
They doat, like you, on ‘* darling,” dwell, like you, on ‘* Sweet! 
Sweet! Sweet!” ark, 
Which may do for amorous Hampstead, or for Cockney Clapham 
Or for AncEtova * walking-out’’ with Epwry, her new spark ; 
But for Epwy and Epatva, quite another sort of pair [the air,” 
(Though the latter’s name “soared into space, and summered all 
As you credibly inform us,)—well, I don’t wish to be harsh, 
But two Anglo-Saxon lovers, in a damp, ‘‘ low-lying marsh,” 
ardly talked such twiddle-twaddle, when we had to fight the Dane, 
As a couple of canoodlers in a Cockney Lovers’ Lane. 
There’s a want of ‘local colour,” my dear ALFRED, in your lay, 
For we did not war, or wanton, in your mild suburban way. 
There is too much sugar-candy in your peas of such themes, 
And your Muse—if I may say so—is too fond of chocolate-creams. 
You know I touched the harp myself, but, on your Laureate-lyre, 
You twiddle in a fashion which had roused grim GuTHRUM'S ire, 
And Celt and Briton, Angle, Frisian, Saxon, Norseman too, 
Would have seized their ‘‘shrilling weapors,” and at once have 
gone for you! 
I was quite a moral model, as king’s go, I am aware ; 
Bat I don’t remember eae such a go-to-n esting air 
As your virtuous ‘* England’s Yum-yum’’—I mean “ Darling ”— 


seems fo sport. 
And as to “* forehead questioning the sky ’’—0, cut it short ! 
I’d a *‘ virile love of country,’’ or at least I hope I had, 
Bat thrasonic = about it would have made me feel quite mad. 
In dear old ‘' foam-fenced England” I should feel myself at home, 
But not among the Jingoes who are also given to ‘* foam,’”’— 
Foam at the mouth, my ALFRED, like mad dogs and men in fits. 
There be ‘* patriots” and ‘* poets,” my dear ALFRED, wits and cits, 
o the muzzle and strait-jacket seem, at seasons, to require. 
‘* ALFRED shall have this England ”’—as a theme for his new lyre ; 
It seems rather hard cn England, so the earlier ALFRED thinks, 
An idea from which my “ practical imagination” shrinks, 
Still, I wouldn’t mind so much if ALFRED limited his odes 
To preans upon JAMESON, and dithyrambs on Ru#opzs. 
But it sets the shades a-sniggering and old Cerberus a-snarling 
To think of Saxon Aoween belae shrined in—England’s Darling !!! 


RURALITIES, 


Srr,—I am sure you will be glad to hear how unusually mild the 
season is with usin the country. Asa proof of the fact, the follow- 
ing may be of interest. The other day Mr. SmpEspLitrer, a local 
gentleman, was acoused by a lady friend of having cut her in the 
street. He replied—‘ It was such a little cut, that it might almost 
be called a cus‘let /”? Can you imagine anything milder than that ? 

A ResimpEnt AT SPARKLINGTON. 


Srr,— Our venerated old clergyman met my boy TEppy (aged six) 
yesterday, and asked him when he was going to school, and if he was 
going to be a boarder. TEppy prompt y retorted that ‘‘ he didn’t 
intend to go to a board school.’’ This is another instance of how 
extremely furward we are in the country this season ! 

Provup PATER, 


im RE precocity of the vegetation for the time of year is truly 
remarkable. A lad of mine has just come in from the garden, and 
tells me he found a rose out! I have not seen it myself, but the boy 
is incapable of an untruth, and I think the unparalleled event (for 
January) deserves a notice in your columns. 

Darwin CuvIER JONES. 


P.S.—I find it was the watering-pot rose that the lad found. Still 
the fact remains that the watering-pot itself was out at a period of 
the year earlier than I ever remember. 
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FOOTMAN. 


‘On, Mumuy! IJsy’t JoHN A Daring!" 








“NAVAL ESTIMATES.” 


‘‘We must be prepared. 
the supremacy of 


next year you will see furtber increase.” 
Sir Michael Hicks- Beach at Leeds. 


John Bull loquitur :— 


Att right, Sir Micnati! Fire away! 
Ba sure you will not me grudging. 
To my last penny I will pay 
For safety. But no Jingo fudging! 
No wanton waste in headlong haste | 
No upward rush like a mad rocket! 
Pocket comes second, to my taste, 
But there are limits e’en to pocket. 


We must never lose Great Czsar and his fortune! ” 
the sea....itis vital to our | 


very existence....I do not think I shall be di- | 
vulging Cabinet secrets if I tell you that the, 
Government are not going to slacken exertion, and | 
that large as this year’s Naval Estimates have been, 


Like Cxsar to the pilot, I 


Say, ‘Forward, and "fear nought! Thou 


carriest 
,_ Why, 
The — may swell e’en whilst thou tar- 
ri 
My fleet ’s my fortune, well I know, 
And though strong foes the seas should 
To my Brundasium* I must go [ cover, 
amonee storm-winds howl and storm-clouds 
over. 


And winds and clouds, I must admit, 
jeem beating up as though for battle. 

In insular confidence to sit 

Till hurricanes roar and thunders rattle 

* “Though the sea was covered with the enemy’s 
fleets, he resolved to embark in a vessel of twelve 
oars, without acquainting any person with hi 
intention, and sail to Brundusium.” 

Pxiutarcu's Life of Cesar. 


Were corer fate-inviting, mad. 
You’re rig t, my eet must be ready. 
But—song another refrain had 

In good old days,—‘‘ Steady, boys, steady! ’ 


Steady’s the word! ’Twere too absurd 
For Butt to show mere boyish flurry. 
I ao ee ’s too pas bird 
o fall a pre urry-scurry. 
The Eagles, with one head or two, 
Like roosters scared may crow and cackle ; 
But ’tisn’t loud hullaballoo 
That is the toughest thing to tackle. 
Itjisn’t crying ‘‘ Shoo!” or ‘* Whu-ush |” 
ike an old’ Durden to her Parilets, 
Will scare my chicks to a mad rush. 
Not Davisgs nor ASHMEAD-BARTLETTS 
Will rule the roost this side or that. 
Kaisers and Dr. BurnsivEs bluster ; 
But when I put my foot down flat 
It won’t be frightened up by fiuster. 


Who hints the City Fathers might _ 
Prove patriot zeal, as in old centuries, 
By arming England for the fight 3 
With extra ironclads? The venture is 
Exceeding bold. = But hoarded gold 
Is apt to hold mere sentiment gammon., 
I put my trust, now, as of old, 
Manhood than 


uch more in in Mammon. 


Yet if ’twixt Wealth and Commonwealth 
Sach proof of patriot kinshi Rrotiees, 
’Twill be fair sign of England’s health, 
And make us prouder of our ccffers. 
** Lay on, Hicks-Bgracu |!” our Jingoes cry, 
** Give GoscHEN whatsoe’er he ‘axes ’!”’ 
But patriots true but poor must sigh 
At prospect of yet heavier taxes, 


Dives," who hath huge hoards at stake, 
Is'most *‘ Britannia-rule-the-wavy,” 
ane rT prove ais pee make ; 
y—adding 8 country’s navy 
What a wild cheer that volunteer 
From the whole Empire would elicit ! ! ! 
Saint George! I should be proud to hear 
Of the first million down! Where is it? 


A SOMETHING OF A DIFFICULTY. 


In Napoleon’s Last Voyages, published by 
FisHER Unwin, JoHN WOLSELRY, serving on 
board the Superb when NapoLron surren- 
dered, says, ‘‘On Sunday NaPoLEon came 
on board. ** He is very short and very fat, 
and was, consequently, much maar Peng 

em 


walking up and down the ladders.”’ 
. et our 


Very short and very fat,” and 
Henry Irvine, who is tall and very lean, is, 
it is said, to appear as the Great NaPpoLron. 
Sach an objection is not insuperable. 
taken at all, it must equally apply to Sir 
Henzy Invine’s playing the of Hamlet, 
who, on his own mother’s showing, was a 
short, stout party (vide Hamlet, Act V., 
Sc. 2), who would soon get ‘‘ bellows to 
mend” in a fight, or in any such exertion as 
is implied in ‘‘ such a gettin’ up stairs.” Sir 
Henky, by his breadth of style, will have to 
reduce his own height to the Napoleonic 
inches, But, indeed, not so very long ago 
one of our clever artist-boys in Mr. Punch’s 
Annual showed how the trick might be done. 


Lirerary Gossip (from the‘' Austineum”’). 
—Weunderstand that theauthor of England's 


Darling has in p tion two new volumes, 
which will eee e published, Their titles 
will be Scotland's Poppett(RoBERTTHE BRUCE), 


and Jreland’s Diddums (Brian Borv). 


MICHAEL AND HIS Fouwp AncEL. — The 
CHANCELLOR OF THE EXCHEQUER and his 


his | Surplus. 


A LAUREATE OF Metre.—The Gas Collector. 
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“PRETTY DICK!” 


“ J should look forward with ont to the possibility of the Stars and Stripes and the Union| “The time mustjcome, when some one, 
a common eause sanctioned by humanity and by ee sident Monrog, will lay down the doctrine that between nn ples war is impossile.”’ 
, January 25. Mr. Balfour at Manchester, January 15. 


ck floating together in defence 
Sa ng Mr. Chamberlain at Birming 
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He, ‘‘I 8EE YOUR FRIEND, Mrs, OVERTON, HAS WRITTEN A Society Novag.’ 
She. ‘‘OH DEAR !—AND I ALWAYS THOUGHT SHE WAS SUCH A NWICE-MINDED WoMAN |’ 





Gone 4 DaGREE BETT#R.—In the Athe-| ‘Honest my Lonp ?”—Last Saturday the 
naum it was recently said that *‘ The Oxford | Daily News gave in its list of distinguished 
movement in favour of granting the B.A. | Parliamentarians staying at Cannes the name 
d to qualified women seems to have|of ‘‘ Lord BurGHELERE, one known as 

a new impetus,” and the petition will, | Mr. Hznserr GARDNER.” hat is the 
probably, be by the Vice-Chancellor, | correct way of pronouncing this title? Is 
one e Proctors, and other university | it ‘* Bur-ghe-le-re” or ‘‘ Burghe-le-re” or 
lights and leaders. But how can ladies, Pag rs. ére’’?P Take it how you will, can it 
married or unmarried, ever be ‘‘ Bachelors’’? | be looked upon as a rise in life for a man 
Why not a new and special es for them? | who was once a worthy and honest Gard’ner 
We have Maids of Honour, Bride’s- Maids, | to have become a Burg’ lar, or to be connected 
House-Maids, and so forth, Why not, for| in any way with Burg-la-ree? 
the unmarried, ‘' L M.,” which serve for 
“ Learned (or Lovable) Maid.” She will wear 2 
a becoming cap, showy gown, and a hood.| ‘‘ ALADDIN’s UNCLE, 08 Proressor ROnT- 

If married, the letters L.M. will stand for|crw anp H1s Discovery.” —Great song by 
‘| “Learned Matron,” with bonnet, gown, | the Herr Professor, ‘‘ New Lights for 
streamers and hood of another cut and colour, | Ones.” ‘‘Ah!” sighs our Bilious Contri- 
a distinction between Maiden- | butor ; ‘if he could only for ‘lights’ substitute 
hood and Wife-hood, ‘livers’! What a business he would do!!” 





A SOMERSET VALENTINE, 


I no reckon ’morrow be proper day, 

Zo warr’nt I’ll spell ee out a line, 
An’ poistman ’ll gie’t ee soon as ma 

e marnin’—’tes zart o’ Valentine, 

I’ve a zummat to tell ee, shart an’ zwit, 

An’ might ’ve a-telled it ee long ago— 
But there, like tartus as vair a-bit 

Wold hare. I be tarr’ble sure an’ slow. 
~~ sure an’ slow, an’ poor an’ plain, 

ut tidden great volk do veel the mos’; 
An’—’morrow marnin’ I’! be down lane 
‘Gin Varmer VELLACOT?’s archard-close. 


I beiint no scholard, as you do know, 
I worn’t a one vor books to school, 
An’ ha’ n’t done much to’t zince, like Joze— 
He’ve a sight o’ larnin’ an’ I be vool. 
Hows’ ever, las’ ploughin’ down to Ling’s 
(Doeemind ?) virst prize wer’ a-judged to I— 
Do zim there do be a power o’ things 
As books oiint do vor ee more’n fly. 
An’ a heart, I count, ’tes better ’n brain— 
I’ve a-loved ee zince I do mind amos’; 
Zo come, dear, do ee—I’ll bide down lane 
’Gin Varmer VELLACcoTT?’s archard-close. 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE, 


Mr, WELLs's Wonderful Visit would have 
been all the better for compression. We are 
delighted to welcome the strange visitor; bat 
a visit may be prolonged till the caller be- 
cymes a nuisance, This particular District 
Visitor ha to be an angel—not exactly 
an angel of the Old or New Testament, the 
author is careful to tell us, so as to guard 
himself against any charge of irreverence, 
or of being classed among those who ruth in 
where angels fear to tread; but an angel of a 
lower zone, an amiable kind of being, some- 
‘thing between a boy and a bird, not unlike a 
Peri or an overgrown fairy. 

The Vicar of the parish, who is a collector 
of strange ens, wings him with his 
gun, brings down, and take him home. 
S» perhaps the story originated with the old 
Yankee joke about the who, hear- 
ing others 1 about their wondrous shots, 
topped them all with—‘* Waal, guess one day 
[ was out shooting, and I winged a cherub. 
We kept him hopping about the garden, and 
made quite a pet him, until one day, 
when——’”’ He paused. His hearers breath- 
lessly inquired, What happened?” ‘* Waal, 
a say, the cat eat him.” 

‘“‘ winged” angel becomes rather 
tedious, and at last, having won the affec- 
tions of a housemaid, both disappear in 
smoke, And this is in brief the story of 
** the el in the house’”’—not by Co- 
VENTRY PATMORE, 

Mr, AntHoNYy Hopr’s Comedies of Court- 
ship are excellent light reading. Several 
tales in a single volume, ‘* Pick ’em where 
you like,”’ good, and recommended by 

THE Bakon. 


AN ACCRA-WAITING SITUATION, 


Prince ATCHEREBOANDA, the claimant to the 
Golden Stool, is still at Accra.) 


O Prince, whose name suggests a sneeze 
Combined with some weird, goorelike wheeze, 
oe claim that Golden Btool ? 
Would not a biscuit-box befit 
Your dignity, or must you sit 
On what supports no golden rule ? 
Dark ATCHEREBOANDA, stay | 


Old | Think on poor PReEMPEH’s wilful way, 


And cur ya proud ambition, 
Or else you’ ll occupy some day 
His stool of sad contrition ! 
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He, ‘I SEE YOUR FRIEND, Mrs, OvgRTON, HAS WRITTEN A Society Novel. ’ 
She, ‘‘OH DEAR !—AND I ALWAYS THOUGHT SHE WAS SUCH A WICE-MINDED WoMAN |!’ 








Gorne A DzeGREE BETTER.—In the Athe- 
neum it was recently said that ‘* The Oxford 
movement in favour of granting the B.A. 

to qualified women seems to have 

a new eee and the petition will, 
probably, be y the Vice-Chancellor, 
one of the Proctors, other university 
lights and leaders. But how can ladies, 
married or unmarried, ever be ‘* Bachelors’ ? 
Why not a new and special for them ? 
We have Maids of Honour, Bride’s- Maids, 
House-Maids, and so forth, Why not, for 
the unmarried, * L M.,”’ which serve for 
“* Learned (or Lovable) Maid.” ee 
a becoming cap, showy gown, a hood, 
If married, the letters LM. will stand for 
**Learned Matron,” with bonnet 


7 streamers and hood of another cut and colour, 


symbolising the distinction between Maiden- 
hood and Wife-hood. 


‘*Honzst my Lorp ?”’—Last Saturday the 
Daily News gave in its list of distinguished 
Parliamentarians staying at Cannes the name 
of ‘‘ Lord BuRGHELERE, known as 
Mr. HERBERT GARDNER,” hat is the 
correct way of pronouncing this title? Is 
it ** Bur-ghe-le-re” or ‘* Burghe-le-re” or 
arn iow ere”? Take it how you will, can it 
be looked upon as a rise in life for a man 
who was once a worthy and honest Gard’ner 
to have become a Burg’ lar, or to be connected 
in any way with Burg-la-ree? 


** ALADDIN’s UNCLE, 0B PRroFressor RONT- 
GEN AND HIS Discovery.’”’—Great song b 
the Herr Professor, ‘“‘ New Lights for O 

-’ “Ah!” sighs our Bilious Contri- 
butor ; ‘‘if he could only for ‘lights’ substitute 
‘livers’! What a business he would do!!” 
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A SOMERSET VALENTINE, 


I po reckon ’morrow be proper day, 
Zo warr’nt I’ll spell ee out a line, 
An’ poistman ’Il gie’t ee soon as may 
e marnin’—’ tes zart o’ Valentine, 


I’ve a zummat to tell ee, shart an’ zwit, 
An’ might ’ve a-telled it ee long ago— 
But there, like tartus as vair a-bit 
Wold hare. I be tarr’ble sure an’ slow. 
Aye, sure an’ slow, an’ poor an’ plai 
ut tidden great volk do veel the mos’; 
An’—’morrow marnin’ I’I] be down lane 
‘Gin Varmer VELLACoT?’s archard-close, 
[ befint no scholard, as you do know, 
I worn’t a one vor books to school, 
An’ ha’ n’t done much to’t zince, like Joz— 
He’ve a sight o’ larnin’ an’ I be vool. 
Hows’ ever, las’ ploughin’ down to ane 
(Doeemind ?) virst prizewer’ a-judged to I— 
Do zim there do be a power o’ things 
As books ofint do vor ee more’n fly. 
An’ a heart, I count, ’tes better ’n brain— 
I’ve a-loved ee zince I do mind a’mos’; 


Zo come, dear, do ee—I’ll bide down lane 
’Gin Varmer VELLACOTT?’sS -close. 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE, 


Mr. WELLs's Wonderful Visit would have 
been all the better for compression. We are 
delighted to welcome the strange visitor; bat 
a visit may be prolonged till the caller be- 
cymes a nuisance, This particular District 
Visitor oe to be an angel—not exactly 
an angel of the Old or New Testament, the 
author is careful to tell ur, so as to guard 
himself against any charge of irreverence, 
or of being classed among those who ruth in 
where angels fear to tread; but an angel of a 
lower zone, an amiable kind of being, some- 
thing between a boy and a bird, not unlike a 
Peri or an overgrown fairy. 

The Vicar of the parish, who is a collector 
of strange ens, wings him with bis, 
eun, brings him down, and take him home. 
S» perhaps the story originated with the old 
Yankee joke about the sportsman who, hear- 
ing others lying about their wondrous shots, 
topped them all with—‘‘ Waal, guess one day 
[ was out shooting, and I winged a cherub. 
We kept him hopping about the garden, and 
made quite a pet him, until one day, 
when——’”’ He paused. His hearers breath- 
lessly inquired, What happened?” ** Waal, 
rorry to say, the cat eat him.” 

e ‘‘ winged’ angel becomes rather 
tedious, and at last, having won the affec- 
tions of a housemaid, both disappear in 
smoke. And this is in brief the story of 
‘*the angel in the house”—not by Co- 
VENTRY PATMORE, 

Mr, ANTHONY Hopr’s Comedies of Court- 
ship are excellent light reading. Several 
tales in a single volume, ‘‘ Pick ’em where 
you like,” good, and recommended by 

THE Bakon. 


AN ACCRA-WAITING SITUATION, 


Prince ATCHEREBOANDA, the claimant to the 
Golden Stool, is still at Accra.) 


O Prince, whose name suggests a eneeze 
Combined with some weird, goorelike wheeze, . 
Why claim that Golden Stool ? 
Would not a biscuit-box befit 
Your dignity, or must you sit 
On what supports no golden rule? 
Dark ATCHEREBOANDA, stay! 
Think on poor Premprn’s wilful way, 
And cur — proud ambition. 
Or else you’ ll occupy some day 
His stool of sad contrition ! 
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PUNCH, OR THE LONDON 


CHARIVARI. [Fesruary 8, 1896. 





Our Gallant Colonel. ‘Your DAUGHTERS, MY DEAR Mrs, TYMPANUM, ARE LOOKING DELIGHTFUL TO-NIGHT—SIMPLY DELIGHTFUL |” 
Mrs. Tympanum (rather hard of hearing, and very intent on a roti of ducklings), ‘Yes, AREN’T THEY! I’ve HAD THEM STUFFED 


WITH SAGE AND ONIonNs !” 








ROUNDABOUT READINGS, 


ADMIRAL THUNDER, 


Not long ago I received a letter from my old friend Admiral 
THunpEr. That is not his name, but it is the name by which 
he was universally known throughout the service while he was still 
on the active list, and it still clings to him in his retirement. Origi- 
nally due to the old sea dog’s inveterate habit of expressing! himself 
in the strongest language whenever his anger or his interest was 
aroused. it has lost none of its applicability now that the Admiral no 
longer directs the movements of a squadron, or keeps his clear blue 
eye on the signs of the weather in mid ocean. Indeed, advancing 

ears, far from mitigating the matchless ferocity of the Admiral’s 
guage, have, if anything, rather increased its force and copious- 
ness. The causes that provoke the dear old sailor’s outbursts are 
necessarily more trivial in the pleasant little Hamp-hire house where 
he is en he has, for six years at least. called the last few 
days of his life, than they were on board a battleship; but this 
makes no difference to the Admiral. Ido not mean to say that the 
Admiral is a habitual or even a frequent swearer of oaths. Here 
and there one of these short. crisp little words, will pop out, but set 
as it isin one of the Admiral’s flaming sentences, its appearance is 
oe noticed as would be the crack of a toy pistol in the midst of 
a tornado, 


I spoke just now of the Admiral’s advancing years. I must not 
be misunderstood. He is still well on the fair-weather side of 
seventy ; his eye is undimmed, his step is elastic, his figure is erect, 
his noble chest is not yet shrunk from the broad expanse on which, 
in former days, a brilliant array of medals used to glitter, and his 
voice, though it merely shakes the rafters of his country home, or 
echoes through the woods, is not less resonant than when it used to 
strike obedience into his crew. His thick and stubborn hair is grey, 
but in his crisp beard the dark is still the ruling colour. He has 
seen much war-service from the day when, as one of Pret’s lion- 
hearts, he first heard a shot fired in anger in the Crimea, and won 
the admiration of all his comrades, not merely by his constant and 
cheerful performance of his regular duties, but by the almost 
un leled act of heroism by which he saved the life of a fellow- 

ilor, and earned for himself three severe wounds and the Victoria 

And his sea knowledge, his power of handling his ship under 


the severest stress of weather, his masterly disposition of a squadron, 
were always of the kind that are exercised only by the few sailors 
who combine with a love of their profession and a mastery of all its 
details, undaunted courage, prompt resolution, and an instinctive 
grip of every situation in which they find themselves, 


Tue Admiral has never been married. He passed safely, if not 
entirely unscathed, from a youth which, if rumour may be ‘ 
had its gay and dashing complications, through a not unsusceptible 
middle age, and to into the bachelor bliss of his veteranship. He 
did, I be’ieve, make one proposal of marriage, but his language in 
the excitement of this unusual moment was so violent that the lady, 
naturally of a timid disposition, having summoned up all the courage 
she could command, shuddered out a harsh ‘* No,’’ and fled in terrorfrom 
the room. The Admiral looked uvon the incident as a warning, and 
never repeated the experiment. Bunt he bore no malice, and in time 
grew to treat the matter as one for jocular allusion, speaking of it as 

‘perhaps the one cecasion, Sir, in a long and stormy career, when a 
woman, yes, a woman, by the immortal Jingo, showed herself wiser, 
ten thousand everlasting million times wiser, than this old hulk 
here ; may his one-horse-power engines burst into blue blazes if ever 
he gives another woman a chance,” The decision was a wise one: 
the Admiral was not made for matrimony, and no doubt he was 
happier living, as he did, at Rodney Lodge, not far from the New 
Forest, under the care of his two admiring maiden sisters, than he 
would have been with a wi‘e to check his outgeings and keep watch 
over his incomings, 


Sucu, then, was and isAdmiral THunDER. His two sisters, ‘‘ ihe 
girls,” as he calls them, mere chits of sixty and sixty-two, keep 
house for him, admire him, recite his exploits, disr his furious 
explosions, and coddle and cosset him to his heart’s content whenever 
he is seized with one of those colds which, according to the Admiral, 
are the sure heralds of that galloping consumption which is 
eventually to bring him to his grave. For the Admiral is, if the 
truth must be told, inclined, like many vigorous and healthy men, 
to ify the extent and the danger of his little ailments, From 
a passing twinge in his chest he has been known to infer a long- 
standing fatty degeneration of the heart; a red patch on his neck 
convinces him that blood poiso , in an aggravated form, has set 
in at last; and a fall from his bicycle, for which simple natural 
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causes might be assigned, made it an article of faith with him for a 
whole wane that his doom would come through creeping paralysis. 
All these dreadful threatenings, it must be said, do not much affect 
the Admiral’s cheerful spirits. He is much more likely, in fact, to 
be rendered morose if anyone should dare to hint a doubt as to the 
necessarily fatal issue of his complaint. Yet the Admiral never calls 
in a doctor ; he is attended to by the girls and by his faithful old 
body servant, a former A.B., who now makes himself useful about 
the house in a hundred little ways as only a sailor can. These three 
between them, have brought the Admiral through every mortal 
illness known to medical science, 


Kwowrne my old friend’s peculiarities I was not much alarmed 
therefore, when I received from him a letter in which he informed 
me that what he had long expected had now come about, that 
phthisis in its most acute form had attacked him, that he had a 
racking, hacking cough calculated by its own unaided efforts to sweep 
away a whole ship’s company, that death, which he did not in the 
least fear, had come within easy signalling distance, and that if I 
wanted to see him again alive I was to come as soon as possible, I 
concluded, as was indeed the case, that the Admiral had a bad cold, 
and that, being confined to the house, he would be glad of a slight 
change of ca? So I packed my bag acd shortly found 
myeelf at ey Lodge. The girls received me in the morning 
room. ‘* We are glad you have come,’ said Miss Etspeta, the elder, 
‘* for the Admiral has so looking for you. We donot anticipate 
his immediate demise, but there is great danger, very great danger.”’ 
‘* Shall I go to him at once?” I asked, ‘‘ Perhaps that would be 
best,” said Miss Acnrs. ‘‘ He is in his study; it is a warmer room 
than his bedroom, and being on the ground-floor we can more 
quickly and easily attend to his wants. But, I fear, you will find 
him sadly changed.” As I approached the study I became conscious 
that, in voice at any rate, and in fury, the Admiral was still his old 
self. It was booming through the door and along the passage like a 
broadside from a three-decker. ‘‘May heaven forgive me,” he was 

ing, ‘‘if that is not the most astounding, immoral, and incom- 
parable act of double-distilled folly that ever you, abandoned worm 
as you are, have ever committed in the course of your misspent 
life. Why, you hoary, old Japanese mask, you, I told you not more 
than an hour ago—an hour? it wasn’t half-an-hour by all the 
immortal powers——” At this point I entered the room. The 
Admiral, who was sitting in his armchair, a rug wrapped round his 
knees, a thick woollen comforter round his throat, and a cloth cap on 
his head, never pa for a moment in the torrent that he was 
pouring on the imperturbable head of bis servant. ‘‘ Here,” he 
continued, ‘‘is a friend who will bear witness to what I say. This 
man, Sir, has the effrontery, I can call it nothing else, by gad, he 
has the unparalleled effrontery to bring me my white wine whey 
now, when he knows that I cannot by any re le concatenation of 
circumstances want it for another hour. hy, curse you, you’re 
grinning.” (Amos had, it must be admitted, winked at me.) ‘I’ll 
break every——’ Bat what the Admiral would have threatened 
must remain a subject for conjecture, for at ere a violent fit of 
sneezing came upon him, and when he recovered from it his anger 
had vanished like a summer cloud, and he not only greeted me 
warmly, but accepted a dry handkerchief from the hands of the 
attentive Amos and took his white wine whey without another 
thought as to its premature appearance. He then assured me that 
his will was made, all his affairs were in order, death might be 
expected at any moment, and he hoped I should be able to stay for 
at least a week. Personally he would have preferred a month, but 
he couldn't expect that from me. 


In two days he was as right as a trivet. On the third day he came 
up to town with me, gave me a first-rate dinner at his club, and 
visited 7rilby afterwards. ‘‘ By the y, Sir,” he said, as 
we came out, ‘‘I could hardly contain myself from springing on to 
the stage and throttling that greasy, dirty, swab-faced villain 
Svengali. The man tainted the air, Sir, he poisoned it by his foul 

sence. May I be fed for ever on bilge-water if he oughtn’t to 

ve a thousand dozen.” Here he suddenly in 
** What ’s up, Admiral?’ I asked. ‘A pain, Sir, a red-hot demon 
of pain in my leg. I know what itis. 1 have - hip-disease.” I 
recommended oysters and stout as the best remedy applicable at the 
moment, and I have reason to believe that it was thoroughly success- 
ful, for I met the old fellow yesterday walking through the Park at 
the rate of about five miles to the hour. 


A Chevalieresque Conundrum. 


Coster Bill (to’ Arriet). I sil When is your young man like a fish | 


out of water ? 
’ Arriet. On, Fong: Give ’t up. 
Coster Bill, Why, when ’e’s a witin’ round the corner. 
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THIS TREACHEROUS WEATHER! 


Jones and Robinson are so muffkd up they can't utter a sound, and 
have ] 


to make signs, 
Jones, ‘‘ Witt you Lunca wItH ME To-pay?” 
Robinson. ‘‘AT wHaT o’CLock? Two?” 
Jones, ‘‘YxEs.’ Robinson, ‘‘ ALL RIGHT.” [Exeuns, 


“ REMEMBER!”—A JACOBITE CAROL. 
(Sung to a Well-known Air, January 30.) 


REMEMBER, remember, each scatterbrain member 
Of Leagues for Legitimist rot, 

That now is the season for amateur treason 
And playing at piffle and plot! 


At three in the ererahs the powers-that-be scorning, 
Tarn up at Whitehall in full force, ; 

And there with doffed hat you must worship the statue, 
And pay your respects to his horse. 


With excursions, alarums, bring lilies and arums 
For brutal police to remove ; ; 

And, for this year’s display, lick the record with Gaelic 
Inscriptions, your ardour to prove, 


Then, Jacobites, sally from out the Thames Valley 
By sixes and sevens to the Tryst; 

White cockaders, stand ready! St. Germain’s be steady ! 
With danger the cause is well spiced! 


For if you ’re too bold, Sirs, you ’]l doubtless catch cold, Sirs, 
And people will laugh at your pranks, 

And at self-advertising and Stuakt uprising, 
And freaks of our latterday cranks, 


ar CHARLIE THE SECOND, we’re sure, would have reckoned 

These tricks as a comedy rare; 

Nor will Punch to-day smile less at humours so guileless, 
Shown off in Trafalgar Square! 


SENTIMENT BY OUR JRREPRESSIBLE JOKER (to Mr. Cook, the new 


[Short encounter, and exeunt severally. | Editor of the ‘‘ Daily News”’),—May you be a Top Soyer! 





70 





EN 
ee EE 


. Y ~ 


oa 
Fy a 
, bo ; 
‘ ‘ 
GMAT FF 
Z . 
Me. 
4 * : = 
a rs 
5 {ra 
@: 
P. 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON 





Our Gallant Colonel, ‘Your DAUGHTERS, MY DEAR Mrs, TyMPANUM, ARE LOOKING DELIGHTFUL TO-NIGHT—SIMPLY DELIGHTFUL |!” 
Mrs Tympanum (rather hard of hearing, and very intent on a roti of ducklings). ‘‘ YES, AREN'T THEY! I’ve HAD THEM STUFFED 


WITH SAGE AND Onrons !” 








ROUNDABOUT READINGS. 
ADMIRAL THUNDER, 


Not long ago I received a letter from my old friend Admiral 
THunper. That is not his real name, but it is the name by which 
he was universally known throughout the service while he was still 
on the active list, and it still clings to him in his retirement. Origi- 
nally due to the old sea dog’s inveterate habit of expressing | himself 
in the strongest language whenever his anger or his interest was 
aroused. it has lost none of its applicability now that the Admiral no 
longer directs the movements of a squadron, or keeps his clear blue 
eye on the signs of the weather in mid ocean. Indeed, advancing 

ears, far from mitigating the matchless ferocity of the Admiral’s 
guage, have, if anything, rather increased its force and copious- 
ness. The causes that provoke the dear old sailor’s outbursts are 
necessarily more trivial in the pleasant little Hamp-hire house where 
he is spending what he has, for six years at least. called the last few 
days of his life, than they were on board a battleship; but this 
makes no difference to the Admiral. I do not mean to eay that the 
Admiral is a habitual or even a frequent swearer of oaths. Here 
and there one of these short. crisp little words, will pop out, but set 
as it isin one of the Admiral’s flaming sentences, its appearance is 
as Pane noticed as would be the crack of a toy pistol in the midst of 
a tornado, 


I spoke jast now of the Admiral’s advancing years. I must not 
be misunderstood. He is still well on the fair-weather side of 
seventy ; his eye is undimmed, his step is elastic, his figure is erect, 
his noble chest is not yet shrunk from the broad expanse on which, 
in former days, a brilliant array of medals used to glitter, and his 
voice, though it merely shakes the rafters of his country home, or 
echoes through the woods, is not less resonant than when it used to 
strike obedience into his crew. His thick and stubborn hair is grey, 
but in his crisp beard the dark is still the ruling colour. He has 
seen much war-service from the day when, as one of PEEt’s lion- 


hearts, he first heard a shot fired in anger in the Crimea, and won’ 
the admiration of all his comrades, not merely by his constant and | to 


cheerful performance of his r r duties, but by the almost 
un leled act of heroism by which he saved the life of a fellow- 
ilor, and earned for himself three severe wounds and the Victoria 
And his sea knowledge, his power of handling his ship under 


the severest stress of weather, his masterly disposition of a squadron, 
were always of the kind that are exercised only by the few sailors 
who combine with a love of their profession and a mastery of all its 
details, undaunted courage, prompt resolution, and an instinctive 
grip of every situation in which they find themselves, 


Tue Admiral has never been married. He passed safely, if not 
entirely unscathed, from a youth which, if rumour may be trusted, 
had its gay and dashing complications, ees a not unsusceptible 
middle age, and fo into the bachelor bliss of his veteranship. He 
did, I be’ieve, make one proposal of marriage, but his language in 
the excitement of this unusual moment was so violent that the lady, 
naturally of a timid disposition, having summoned up all the courage 
she could command, shuddered out a harsh ‘* No,” and fled in terrorfrom 
the room. The Admiral looked uvon the incident as a warning, and 
never repeated the experiment. But he bore no malice, and in time 
grew to treat the matter as one for jocular allusion, speaking of it as 

‘perhaps the one cccasion, Sir, in a long and stormy career, when a 
woman, yes, a woman, by the immortal Jingo, showed herself wiser, 
ten thousand everlasting million times wiser, than this old hulk 
here ; may his one-horse-power engines burst into blue blazes if ever 
he gives another woman a chance,”’ The decision was a wise one: 
the Admiral was not made for matrimony, and no doubt he was 
happier living, as he did, at Rodney Lodge, not far from the New 
Forest, under the care of his two admiring maiden sisters, than he 
would have been with a wi‘e to check his outgcings and keep watch 
over his incomings, 


Sucu, then, was and isAdmiral THunDER. His two sisters, ‘‘ the 
girls,” as he calls them, mere chits of sixty and sixty-two, keep 
house for him, admire him, recite his exploits, disregard his furious 
explosions, and coddle and cosset him to his heart’s content whenever 
he is seized with one of those colds which, according to the Admiral, 
are the sure heralds of that galloping consumption which is 
eventually to bring him to his grave. For the Admiral is, if the 
truth must be told, inclined, like many rare and healthy men, 

the extent and the danger of his little ailments. From 


a passing twinge in his chest he has been known to infer a long- 
standing fatty Restnaratian of the heart; a red patch on his neck 
convinces him that blood poisoning, in an aggravated form, has set 


in at last; and a fall from his bicycle, for which simple natural 
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causes might be assigned, made it an article of faith with him for a 
whole week that his doom would come through creeping ysis, 
All these dreadful threatenings, it must be said, do not much affect 
the Admiral’s cheerful spirits. He is much more likely, in fact, to 
be rendered morose if anyone should dare to hint a doubt as to the 
necessarily fatal issue of his complaint. Yet the Admiral never 

in a doctor; he is attended to by the girls and by his faithful old 
body servant, a former A.B., who now makes himself useful about 
the house in a hundred little ways as only a sailor can. These three 
between them, have brought the Admiral through every m 
illness known to medical science, 


Kwowrye my old friend’s peculiarities I was not much alarmed, 
therefore, when I received from him a letter in which he informed 
me that what he had long expected had now come about, that 
phthisis in its most acute form had attacked him, that he had a 
racking, hacking cough calculated by its own unaided efforts to sweep 
away a whole ship’s company, that death, which he did not in the 
least fear, had come within easy signalling distance, and that if I 
wanted to see him again alive I was to come as soon as possible, I 
concluded, as was indeed the case, that the Admiral had a bad cold, 
and that, being confined to the house, he would be a of a slight 
change of cape e S» I packed my bag and shortly found 
myerelf at ey Lodge. The girls received me in the morning 
room. ‘* We are glad you have come,” said Miss EispErH, the elder, 
‘* for the Admiral has been so looking for you. We donot anticipate 
his immediate demise, but there is great danger, very great danger.”’ 
‘* Shall I go to him at once?” I asked, ‘‘ Perhaps that would be 
best,”’ said Miss Acnxrs. ‘‘ He is in his study; it is a warmer room 
than his bedroom, and being on the ground-floor we can more 
quickly and easily attend to his wants. But, I fear, you will find 
him sadly changed.” As I approached the study I became conscious 
that, in voice at any rate, and in fury, the Admiral was still his old 
self, It was booming through the door and along the passage like a 
broadside from a three-decker. ‘‘ May heaven forgive me,’ he was 
roaring, ‘‘if that is not the most astounding, immoral, and incom- 
parable act of double-distilled folly that ever you, abandoned worm 
as you are, have ever committed in the course of ~~ misspent 
life. ny you hoary, old Japanese mask, you, I told you not more 

an hour ago—an hour? it wasn’t half-an-hour by all the 
immortal powers——” At this point I entered the room. The 
Admiral, who was sitting in his armchair, a rug wrapped round his 
knees, a thick woollen comforter round his throat, and a cloth cap on 
his head, never paused for a moment in the torrent that he was 
pouring on the imperturbable head of his servant. ‘‘ Here,” he 
continued, ‘‘ is a friend who will bear witness to what I say. This 
man, Sir, has the effrontery, I can call it nothing else, by gad, he 
has the aaeral ee effrontery to bring me my white wine whey 
now, when he knows that I cannot by any possible concatenation of 
circumstances want it for another hour. hy, curse you, you’re 
grinning.’’ (Amos had, it must be admitted, winked at me.) ‘I’ll 
break every——”’ Bat what the Admiral would have threatened 
must remain a subject for conjecture, for at this point a violent fit of 
sneezing came upon him, and when he recovered from it his anger 
had vanished like a summer cloud, and he not only greeted me 
warmly, but accepted a dry handkerchief from the hands of the 
attentive Amos and took his white wine whey without another 
thought as to its premature appearance. He then assured me that 
his will was made, all his affairs were in order, death might be 
expected at any moment, and he hoped I should be able to stay for 
at least a week. Personally he would have preferred a month, but 
he couldn’t expect that from me. 


Ix two days he was as right as a trivet. On the third day he came 
up to town with me, gave me a first-rate dinner at his club, and 
visited 7rilby afterwards. ‘‘ By the Lord Harry, Sir,’’ he said, as 
we came out, ‘‘I could hardly contain myself from springing on to 
the stage and throttling that greasy, dirty, swab-faced villai 
Svengali. The man tainted the air, Sir, he poisoned it by his fo 

resence. May I be fed for ever on bilge-water if he oughtn’t to 

ve a thousand dozen.”’ Here he stopped suddenly in his walk. 
** What ’s up, Admiral?” I asked. ‘A pain, Sir, a red-hot demon 
of pain in my leg. I know what itis. 1 have got hip-disease.” I 
recommended oysters and stout as the best remedy applicable at the 
moment, and I have reason to believe that it was thoroughly success- 
ful, for I met the old fellow yesterday walking through the Park at 
the rate of about five miles to the hour. 


A Chevalieresque Conundrum. 


Coster on (to’Arriet). Isil Whenis your young man like a fish 7 


out of water 
’Arriet. Od, g’long: Give ’t up. 
Coster Bill, Why, when ’e’s a witin’ round the corner. 
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THIS TREACHEROUS WEATHER! 


Jones and Robinson are so muffkd up they can’t utter a sound, and 
have to make signs, 
Jones. ‘‘ Witt you Lunca& witH ME To-pay?” 
Robinson. ‘‘ AT wHAT o’CLock? Two?” 
Jones, **Yxs,’ Robinson, ‘‘ ALL RIGHT.” [Euceunt, 


* REMEMBER!”—A JACOBITE CAROL. 
(Sung toa Well-known Air, January 30.) 


REMEMBER, remember, each scatterbrain member 
Leagues for Legitimist rot, 
That now is the season for amateur treason 
And playing at piffle and plot ! 


At three in the morning, the powers-that-be scorning, 
Tarn up at Whitehall in fall force, 

And there with doffed hat you must worship the statue, 
And pay your respects to his horse. 


With excursions, alarums, bring lilies and arums 
For brutal police to remove ; : : 
And, for this year’s display, lick the record with Gaelic 
Inscriptions, your ardour to prove. 


Then, Jacobites, sally from out the Thames Valley 
By sixes and sevens to the Tryst; , 

White cockaders, stand ready! St. Germain’s be steady ! 
With danger the cause is well spiced! 

For if you’re too bold, Sirs, you ll doubtless catch cold, Sirs, 
And people will laugh at your pranks, 

And at self-advertising and Stuakt uprising, 
And freaks of our latterday cranks, 


King CHARLIE THE SECOND, we’re sure, would have reckoned 
These tricks as a comedy rare; 

Nor will Punch to-day smile less at humours so guileless, 
Shown off in Trafalgar Square! 


SENTIMENT BY OUR JRREPRESSIBLE JOKER (to Mr. Cook, the new 


[Short encounter, and exeunt severally, | Editor of the ‘‘ Daily News’’),—May you be a Top Soyer! 














THE DUTCHMAN'S WEE DOG, 


President (with a wink) pipes :— 


Ox vhere, und oh vhere, is dat leetel 
», , wee 


Oh, vhere, oh vhere can he be ? ges ons see eae 3st 


Mit his tail cut short, und his ears Co ia TOR 
cut long, Seas 
Oh vhere, oh vhere is he ? 


He came, und he barked, and he 
licked mine big boots, 
Oh vhere, oh vhere can he be ? 
I fear dat I gif him a sortof a 


shnub., 
Has he fled back to Ger-ma-nie P 
h vhere, &c, 


He come und I fancy he vanted to 


sthop, 
For aie is a bootiful air; 
Bat de Portugee stiff at de door of 


is shop, 
Said he vasn’t vant Teuton tykes 
ere | 
Oh vhere, &3. 
Den I tink dat I ses dat lestel wee 


og, 
Drop his tail ’twixt his legs mit 


a vince; 
Und he flew vat you call to de 
midst of next veek, 
Und I’ve not heard von yap from 
him since! 
Oh vhere, <e, 


Sausage is goot, ‘‘ Small Germans” 
is goot,— 
Oh vhere, oh vhere can he be? 
Dey makes dem of horse, und dey 
makes dem of dog, 
I hope dey not make dem of he ! 
Oh vhere, &e, 


CONDENSED CONFIDENCE. (For Ladies only.) 


Dearest EtrHetinpa,—It was with trembling Trilbys (we never 
spesk of valgar fee¢ now) that I was ushered into the dressing-room 
ot Miss Goosre Ganper, the charming young cantatrice (she pleads 
to eighteen years’ of the Mansion House Theatre of Varieties. I was 

i soon chez mot, when Goostz (she 

*g ged me familiar as 
soon as I had introduced my- 
relf) asked me to take a chair, 
and join her ina ‘‘ Tom Cat” 
(a mixture of gin aud brandy), 
and a cigarette. Her courtesy 
gave me time to look round 
this dainty little den of refined 
dissipation. Thefurniture was 
what I would style rococo, and 
the pictures were mainly por- 
traits of my hostess from fa- 
vourite weekly papers, fastened 
to the unromantic wall-paper 
with hair-pins. Of course I 
noted, amid the abandon of dis- 
carded chevelure and necessary 
cosméliques, quite a little pile of 
correspondence—many of the 
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Sartt: 


fr aed 
letters wth curonets on the envelopes —flanked by bouquets of orchids 
and roses, and sundry little morocco cases, which, were I in ever- 


beautifal Paris, [ should suggest contained Jes bijoux de la reine. 
I observed, too, that the old cheval mirror was severely cracked in 
several places (could it have been by reason of Goostk's lightning 
lances? Quten sabe? as the say in Cuba), and that my hostess’s 
avourite face-powder was Folle-Farine, the delicate violet requisite 
just evolved from the laboratory of Tartine & Co. of Bond Street. 
GoosrE, happily for fearsome Me, opened the ball, ‘* How,’’ she 
asked, with her winsome Whitechapel accent, which I will not 
attempt to reproduce, ‘‘do you like my togs? They’re up to snuff 
I take it.” Ireplied that her garments, though, perhaps, deficient 
in warmth, were quite capable of carrying several pounds of crushed 
tobacco. ‘* Now don’t get on that lay,” she snorted, with a piercing 
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I dink dat he like der Pretoria town 
TE nee Or even goot old Amsterdam | 
eM Ne aN aa eT, See But I fear he is made into beef or 
See coe ei cians to pork, 
he Se ctrieeARe ee Unless he is chicken und ham! 
Seria aus Oh vhere, &c. 
LR he Yet, perhaps all is vell mit dat 
fo ST eee Teuton wee dog 
ote Who at Berlin lays low, und 
SOF Sp keeps dark ; 
ay Perhaps in his kennel dey ’ve 
$5 chained him safeup, | 
ta But—vat haf dey done mit his 
aR bark ? 


5s tS Morat (adorning a tail), 
pac Vhen a leetle stray dog come und 
vi 


e 
I guess as he vishes for prog. 
I von't vistle him back, bot vould 


e to know 
| < ’s become of dat wee German 
. aye : te. Og. 


Oh vhere, oh vhere is dat leetle dog 
one, 
oF vhere, oh vhere can he be ? 
Mit his ears hanging down und his 
tail ’twixt his legs, 
Oh vhere, oh vhere is he? 


STRANGE MISAPPREHENSION CoR- 
RECTED.—The Moor, not the Boer, 
is bringing Mr. Crcm Ruopes to 
Englan 


Witnovur Presopickr.—A Ger- 
man Company occupies St. George’s 
Hall. e should have preferred a 
German-Reed equivalent. 





flash from her great emerald eyes. ‘‘ Don’t try spoof with me.” 1 
earnestly disclaimed any attempt to indulge in a sport which I had 
heard of as tant sott peu chic. Goostr smiled languidly, the sort of 
risible separation of two red lips, which the favourite of the SuLtan 
might give when the Commander of the Faithful declares his 
ignorance of European politics. ‘* How do you like your profession P ”’ 
Iasked wanting to mak ecopy. ‘‘Oh, blowtheprofession,” sheanswered, 
lightly sending the smoke of the exquisite Dabec tobocco through her 
gazelle-like nostrils. ‘‘ Do you not like your career?” I inquired, 
anxiously. ‘‘1’d far sooner be mangling,” she answered, taking a 
drink of ‘‘Tom Cat.’”? ‘‘Hearts?” I interrogated roguishly. ‘‘No— 
washing, you stupid,’’ she replied, with a chuckle ben trovato; ‘* you 
seem to be a bit balmy on the crumpet.” ‘‘ I never eat the delicacy,” 
I responded. ‘‘I represent the staff of social life, the Press.” | 

Goostx raised herself from the azure velvet cushion on which she 
was reporting. ‘* Look here,” ehe ejacalated. ‘‘if you imagine I care 
one and ninepence three-farthings for the Press, 7s ’re jolly well 
mistaken. I can cut my capers, sing my songs, and do my patter to 
the tune of a hundred quid a week, and do you think J mind what 
some starving bloke with thirty bob salary says about me? Not 
much, I’m a lady, and the managers know it.” ‘'I’m sure I did 
not wish to excite so talented an arziste,’’ I cried, repentantly ; ** but 
I notice that you always advertise favourable newspaper criticism.” 
“*Oh! that’s my azent’s business,” she retorted, fli ing @ peach- 
stone at the mirrcr (peaches in January, ma chére /); *‘he’sa regular 
sniffer after black and white, and much good may it do him.” 

At this moment an elderly female, who might have been an arch- 
deacon’s sister, appeared, and exclaimed, ‘*‘Hurry up! You’re 
called, Goosix, dear.’”’ ‘'Oh! bother!” cried la belle chanteuse 
flinging the end of her cigarette into the water-jug. ‘* What do I 
start with?” ‘** The Flatcatcher and the Bird,’” replied the duenna, 
standing ready with a hare’s foot — véritable pied de hevre — 
anointed with some delicate pink bloom. ‘* Dead cats to the con- 
ductor!’ said Goosrg, pettis ye **T told him that I wanted to try 
*‘ Tripe and Onions @ la mode,’ and my brother and his pals are in 
the gallery ready to give a friendly lead.” So saying, the disap- 
peared, and so did I, much impressed with the nonchalance of this 
mueic-hall humming-bird. treacle and rum (BooMERANG'S 
best), beaten up with new-laid eggs, for your cold. 


Ever, dear, Your loving cousin, Kans, 
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DEGENERACY. 


‘‘SHURE AN YOUR HoNoUR, IT’S THINGS AS WAS MIGHTY DIF- 
FRUNT IN THE OULD DAYS WHEN THE GINTHRY B&’S A CUMMIN’ TO 
THE Partifs! ‘Tis AS MUCH AS THREE PouND I’D BE TAKIN’ OF 
A NienT$ BUT NOW—WHY, DIVIL A BIT BEYANT A FEW COPPERS 
EVER 1 sBES AT ALL! MIND YOU, THIS EVENIN’ I PUTS A DECOY 
HALF-CROWN ON THE PLATE MYSELF, AND BEDAD IF THEY DIDN'T 
TAKE IT OV ME! Bur wait—I ’LL DO THEM THE NEXT TIME, FOR 
BEGOBRA I ’LU HAVE IT GLUED TO THE PLATs!” 


ROUNDABOUT READINGS. 
On Map Doos, 


I GATHER from the usual sources of information that we are now 
in the midst of an epidemic of terror inspired by mad dogs. There 
has been a leading article in the Times, and the great army of letter- 
writers, each with his own special tale of horror, and his own patent 
remedy, has invaded the solemn columns of the daily Press, ‘‘ One 
who Loves his Fellow-Men”’ has been joined in a muzzling crusade by 
‘* Prevention is Better than Cure,” and ‘‘A Dog-Lover of Long 
Standing ’’ has demanded in tones of menace that members of the 
tail-wagging fraternity shall be either confined constantly within 
their kennels, or shot or bludgeoned at sight if they venture to 
stray abroad in pursuit of thoss innocent but seemingly important 
arte that form so atte a part in the life of a dog. County 
Councils have taken action. The sages who control the affairs of 
London, having declined to impose a covering on their own baldness, 
have decided, by way of compensation, that the heads of all dogs in 
their enlightened juriediction shall be confined in cages; and dull 
men in every part of England, who have hitherto been content to 
grumble at the rates, and to pay their butchers’ bills with decent 
regularity, are now swelling proudly with the new-born inspiration 
of a muzzling mission. 


‘' Tris is a dreadful business,” said my friend BroapBEAM to me 
the other day, in a tone of the deepest gloom, ‘‘ a dreadful business, 
I don’t know why the Government delay to take action.” 

" Heavens,” said I, for I had not yet seen my evening papers, 
and I thought that possibly some new and totally unexpected crisis 
had arisen for the benefit of Mr. ALFRED AUSTIN and the music-halls, 
**Good Heavens! what has happened? Has Venezuela broken loose 
again and burnt Mr. Gorge Cuazon and Sir Extis AsSHMEAD 


BARTLETT in effigy? Or has President Krieger demanded the head W. 


of Mr. Cectz RHopxs on a charger? Do not keep me in suspense, 
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BroapBEAM ; tell me what has happened, for I love my country, and | 
wish to know the worst.” 

**'What!’’ asked BroapsEam, his whole being shaking like a |. 
restive blanc-mange with suppressed fear; ‘‘ do you mean to say you |: 
haven’t seen all the articles in the papers about rabies? yi 
the whole place is full of mad dogs, and we shall all be bitten in our } 
beds.” BroapBgeam, I should explain, has a certain fondness for | 
expressing himself melodramatically, but not always with strict - 
appropriateness. No doubt he had read somewhere about people 
being murdered in their beds. 


I TRIED to soothe my unfortunate friend, but the effort, though 
well meant, was a ailure. He refused to be comforted, | 
and went off in a hansom, Being a nervous man, he is not, as a | 
rule, addicted to hansoms; but, in his present state of terror, the 
word ‘‘ growler” was too fearfully suggestive, and the comfortable | 
customaly four-wheeler was abandoned. I have reason to believe | 
that the letter signed ‘‘A Conservative, but a Patriot,’ which | 
appeared: in a morning paper shortly afterwards, was from Broap- 
BEAM’S indignant pen. e writer, it will be remembered, declared, | 
with a fine sarcasm, that Lord Sarispury might possibly manage to | 
spare a moment or two from the miseries of the Armenians for the |) 
sufferings of the English people at home. What was the object of | 
writin ae to the Suttan when law-abiding Englishmen | 
were allowed to be made the victims of thousands of mad and prowl- |. 


ing dogs? Had not the Sutran a crushing retort ready to his hand? 
“*This question,’’ the writer concluded, “‘ obliterates distinctions |. 


of party. I have been a loyal supporter of the present Government, 
but there are necessary limits even to party-loyalty, and, in my 
case, these limits have been reached.” 


Havine digested this portentous declaration, I turned to the 
sixty-nioth letter of ‘‘A Citizen of the World” by Otiver Gorp- 
sMITH. It was entitled “* The Fear of Mad Dogs Ridiculed,” and 
gives a humorous account of the epidemic terror through which the 
population of these islands was — some handred and thirty 
years ago. “*A dread of mad dogs,” he says, ‘‘is the epidemic 
terror which now prevails; and the whole nation is at present 
actually groaning under the malignity of its influence. The people 
eally from their houses with that circumspection which is prudent in 
such as expect a mad dog at every turning. The physician publishes 
his prescription, the e prepares his halter, and a few of unusual 
bravery arm themselves with boots and buff gloves, in order to face 
the enemy if he should offer to attack them. In short, the whole 
people stand bravely upon their defence, and seem, by their present 
spirit, to show a resolution of not being tamely bit by mad dogs an 
longer.... The terror at first feebly enters with a disregarde 
story of a little dog, that had gone through a neighbouring village, 
that was thought to be mad by several who had seen him. The next 
account comes that a mastiff ran through a certain town, and had 
bit five geese, which immediately ran mad, foamed at the bill, and 
died in great agonies soon after.... This relation only prepares 
the way for another still more hideous, as how the master of a family, 
with seven small children, were all bit by a mad lap-dog; and how 
the poor father first perceived the infection by calling for a draught 
of water, when he saw the lap-dog swimming in the cup.... My 
landlady, a good-nat woman, but a little credulous, waked me 
some mornings ago before the usual hour with horror and astoniesh- 
ment in her looks,... A mad dog down in the country, she assured me, 
had bit a farmer, who, soon becoming mad, ran into his own yard 
and bit a fine brindled cow; the cow quickly became as mad as the 
man, began to foam at the mouth, and raising her up walked 
about on her hind legs, sometimes barking like a dog, and sometimes 
attempting to talk like the farmer. Upon examining the grounds of 
this story, I found my landlady had it from one neighbour, who had 
it from another neighbour, who had it from very good authority.” 


Wirs all our statistics, our sanitary inspectors, our County 
Councils, and our wire muzzlings, I believe we are every whit as 
foolish, as credulous, as liable to blind panic as were our forefathers 
in GotpsmiTH's day. In any case, I am certain that of all possible 
remedies the cage-muzzle is the most absurd, in that it defeats its 
object, and is stain bly calculated to promote the disease against 
which it is to guard us, But I have my consolations. In another 
month or two the country gentlemen of England will be sending up 
deputations, and announcing in the public prints that they are 
roms ree Lec against a Government which has basely allowed dogs 

muzzled, 


THEATRICAL On Dit.—In consequence of the success of The Sign 
of the Cross, the temporary manager of the Lyric, following the 
example of Mr. William Stumps, as recorded in Pickwick, has now 
adopted the following signature, ‘* W1Lson BaBretT: HIs MARK X.” 
. may have been a long time in ‘‘ making his mark,’’ but he has 
done it at last. 
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THE DUTCHMAN'S WEE DOG, 


President (with a wink) pipes :— 
Ox vhere, und oh vhere, is dat leetel 


wee dog, 
Oh, whee. oh vhere can he be? 
Mit his tail cut short, und his ears 


cut long, 
Oh vhere, oh vhere is he ? 
He came, und he barked, and he 
licked mine big boots 


Oh vhere, oh vhere can he be ? 
I fear dat I gif him a sortof a 


shnub, 
Has he fied back to Ger-ma-nie ? 
Oh vhere, &e. 


He come und I fancy he vanted to 
sthop, 
For ours is a bootiful air ; 
Bat de Portugee stiff at de door of 


his shop, 
vasn’t vant Teuton tykes 


Said he 
ere ! 
Oh vhere, &3. 
Den I tink dat I ses dat lestel wee 


dog, 
Drop his tail ’twixt his legs mit 


a vince; 
Und he flew vat you call to de 
midst of next veek, 
Und I’venot heard yon yap from 
him since | 
Oh vhere, eo, 


Sausage is goot, ‘‘ Small Germans”’ 


is goot,— 
Oh vhere, oh vhere can he be P 
Dey makes dem of horse, und dey 
makes dem of dog, 
I hope dey not make dem of he / 
Oh vhere, &e. 


CONDENSED CONFIDENCE. (For Ladies only.) 


Dearest ETHEtINDA,—It was with trembling Trilbys (we never 
spesk of valgar feet now) that I was ushered into the dressing-room 
ot Miss Goosre Ganper, the charming young cantatrice (she pleads 
to eighteen years’ of the Mansion House Theatre of Varieties. I was 

Zp. soon chez mot, when GoostE (she 
begged me to be familiar as 
soon as I had introduced my- 
relf) asked me to take a chair, 
and join her ina ‘* Tom Cat” 
(a mixture of gin aud brandy), 
and a cigarette. Her courtesy 
gave me time to look round 
this dainty little den of refined 
dissipation. Thefurniture was 
what I would style rococo, and 
the pictures were mainly por- 
traits of my hostess from fa- 
vourite weekly papers, fastened 
to the unromantic wall-paper 
with hair-pins, Of course I 
noted, amid the abandon of dis- 
carded chevelure and necessary 
cosméliques, quite a little pile of 
correspondence—many of the 
letters with curonets on the envelopes —flanked by bouquets of orchids 
and roses, and sundry little morocco cases, which, were I in ever- 
beautiful Paris, I should suggest contained Jes bijour de la reine. 
I observed, too, that the old cheval mirror was severely cracked in 
several places (could it have been by reason of Goosre's lightning 

lances? Quten sabe? as “er say in Cuba), and that my hostess’s 
avourite face-powder was Folle-Farine, the delicate violet requisite 
just evolved from the laboratory of TartinE & Co. of Bond Street. 

Goosrz, happily for fearsome Me, opened the ball, ‘* How,” she 
asked, with her winsome Whitechapel accent, which I will not 
attempt to reproduce, ‘‘do you like my ae They’re up to snuff 

take it.’”’ I replied that her garments, though, perhaps, deficient 
in warmth, were Po eapable of carrying several pounds of crushed 
tobacco, ‘* Now don’t get on that lay,’”’ she snorted, with a piercing 
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(TRANSVAAL VERSION.) 


I dink dat he like der Pretoria town | 


Or even old Amsterdam |! 
But I fear he is made into beef or 


to pork, 
Unless he is chicken und ham! 
Oh vhere, &c. 
Yet, perhaps all is vell mit dat 
Teuton wee 
Who at Berlin 
keeps dark ; 
Perhaps in his kennel dey ’ve 
chained him safe up, cae 
But—vat haf dey done mit his 
bark ? 


Oh vhere, &o, 
Morat (adorning a tail). 


Vhen a leetle stray dog come und 


vaggle his tail 
I guess as he vishes for prog. 
I von’t vistle him back, but I vould 


like to know 
be become of dat wee German 
og. 


Oh vhere, oh vhere is dat leetle dog 


gone, 
Oh vhere, oh vhere can he be ? 
Mit his ears hanging down und his 
tail ’twixt his legs, 
Oh vhere, oh vhere is he? 
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STRANGE MISAPPREHENSION CoR- 
RECTED.—The Moor, not the Boer, 
is bringing Mr. Crcm RuHopEs to 
England. 


————.  - —- 


ee PREJ ee Ger- 
man Com occupies St. George’s 
Hall, We ould faye yectauel-e 
German-Reed equivalent. 


lays low, und 





** Don’t try spoof with me.” I 


flash from her great emerald eyes. 
e in a sport which I had 


earnestly disclaimed any attempt to ind 
heard of as tant sott peu chic. Goostr smiled ee , the sort of 
risible separation of two red lips, which the favourite of the SuLTan 
might give when the Commander the Faithful declares his 
ignorance of European politics, ‘* How do you like your oe Ee 
Iasked, wanting to mak ecopy. ‘‘Oh, blowtheprofession,” sheanswered, 
lightly sending the smoke of the exquisite Dabec tobocco through her 
gazelle-like nostrils. ‘‘ Do you not like your career?’ I inquired, 
anxiously, ‘‘1’d far sooner be mangling,” she answered, taking a 
drink of ‘‘Tom Cat.” ‘‘Hearts?” I interrogated roguishly. ‘‘No— 
washing, you stupid,” she replied, with a chuckle ben trovato; ** you 
seem to be a bit balmy on the crumpet.”’ *‘ I never eat the delicacy,” 
I responded. ‘‘I represent the staff of social life, the Press.” | 

Goose raised herself from the azure velvet cushion on which she 
was r¢ potiag, ‘* Look here,” she ejacalated, ‘‘ if you imagine I care 
one and ninepence three-farthings for the Press, bie ’re jolly well 
mistaken, I can cut my capers, sing = songs, and do my patter to 
the tune of a hundred quid a week, do you think J mind what 
some starving bloke with thirty bob salary says about me? Not 
much, I’m a lady, and the managers know it.” ‘'I’m sure I did 
not wish to excite so talented an artiste,’’ I cried, repentantly ; ** but 
I notice that you always advertise favourable newspaper criticism.” 
‘*Oh! that’s my arent’s business,” she retorted, flic ing & peach- 
stone at the mirrcr (peaches in January, ma chere /); *‘he'sa regular 
sniffer after black and white, and much good may it do him.” 

At this moment an elderly female, who might have been an arch- 
deacon’s sister, appeared, and exclaimed, ‘*Hurrv up! You’re 
called, Goosix, dear.”’ ‘*'Oh! bother!” cried Ja belle chanteuse 
flinging the end of her cigarette into the water-jug. ‘‘ What do 
start with?” ‘** The Flatcatcher and the Bird,’” replied the ducnna, 
standing ready with a hare’s foot — véritable pied de hevre — 
anointed with some delicate oat bloom. ‘* Dead cats to the con- 
ductor!” said Goose, pettis ye ‘‘T told him that I wanted to try 
‘ Tripe and Onions a la mode,’ and my brother and his pals are in 
the gallery ready to give a friendly lead.” So saying, the disap- 
peared, and so did I, much impressed with the nonchalance of this 
music-hall humming-bird. ry treacle and rum (BooMERANG'S 
best), beaten up with new-laid eggs, for your cold. 


Ever, dear, Your loving cousin, Kans. 





Frsrauary 15, 1896.] 
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DEGENERACY. 


‘‘SHURE AN youR Honour, IT’S THINGS AS WAS MIGHTY DIF- 
FRUNT IN THE OULD DAYS WHEN THE GINTHRY B&’S A CUMMIN’ TO 
THE Parties! ‘Tis AS MUCH AS THREE PouND I’D BE TAKIN’ OF 
A NIicHT$ BUT NOW—WHY, DIVIL A BIT BEYANT A FEW CoPPERS 
EVER 1 sBES AT ALL! MIND YOU, THIS EVENIN’ [ PUTS A DECOY 
HALF-CROWN ON THE PLATE MYSELF, AND BEDAD IF THEY DIDN'T 
TAKE IT OV ME! Bur wAir—lI ’LL DO THEM THE NEXT TIME, FOR 
BEGORRA I ’LU HAVE IT GLUED TO THE PLATa!” 


ROUNDABOUT READINGS. 
On Map Doas, 


I GATHER from the usual sources of information that we are now 
in the midst of an epidemic of terror inspired by mad dogs. There 
been a leading article in the Times, and the great army of letter- 
writers, each with his own special tale of horror, and his own patent 
remedy, has invaded the solemn columns of the daily Press, ‘‘ One 
who Loves his Fellow-Men” has been joined in a muzzling crusade by 
‘* Prevention is Better than Cure,” and ‘* A Dog-Lover of 
Standing ’’ has demanded in tones of menace that members of the 
tail-wagging fraternity shall be either confined constantly within 
their kennels, or shot or bludgeoned at sight if they venture to 
stray abroad in pursuit of thos innocent but seemingly important 
a ee ee e a part in the life of adog. County 
Councils have taken action. sages who control the affairs of 
London, having declined to impose a covering on their own baldness, 
have decided, by way of compensation, that the heads of all dogs in 
their enlightened juriediction shall be confined in cages; and dull 
men in every part of England, who have hitherto been content to 
grumble at the rates, and to pay their butchers’ bills with decent 
regularity, are now swelling proudly with the new-born inspiration 
of a muzzling mission, 


‘' Tris is a dreadful business,” said my friend BroapBEAM to me 
the other day, in a tone of the deepest gloom, *‘ a dreadful business. 
I don’t know why the Government ney to take action.” 

** Good Heavens,” said I, for I had not yet seen my ev apers, 
and I th t that possibly some new and totally un ed crisis 
had arisen for the benefit of Mr. ALFRED AvstTIN and the music-halls, 
‘* Good Heavens! what has happened P Has Venezuela broken loose 
again and burnt Mr. Grorce Cuszon and Sir Eris AsHMEAD- 
BaRgttett in effigy? Or has President KnvieeR demanded the head 
of Mr. Cectn RuopEs on acharger? Do not keep me in suspense, 
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BroapBEAM; tell me what has happened, for I love my country, and 
wish to know the worst.” 

‘* What!’’ asked Broapspeam, his whole being shaking like a 
restive blanc-mange with suppressed fear; ‘‘do you mean to say you 
hayen’t seen all the articles in the papers about rabies? Why 
the whole place is full of mad dogs, and we shall all be bitten in our 
beds.” BroapBeam, I should explain, has a certain fondness for 
expressing himself melodramatically, but not always with strict: 
appropriateness. No doubt he had read somewhere about people 
being murdered in their beds. 


I TRIED to soothe my unfortunate friend, but the effort, though 
well meant, was a wretched failure. He refused to be comforted, 
and went off in a hansom, Being a nervous man, he is not, as a 
tule, addicted to hansoms; but, in his present state of terror, the 
word ‘‘ growler” was too fearfully suggestive, and the comfortable 
customary four-wheeler was abandoned. I have reason to believe 
that the letter signed ‘‘A Conservative, but a Patriot,’’ which 
appeared in a morning paper shortly afterwards, was from Baroap- 
BEAM’S indignant pen. The writer, it will be remembered, declared, 
with a fine sarcasm, that Lord Sarispury might possibly manage to 
spare a moment or two from the miseries of the enians for the 
sufferings of the English people at home. What was the object of 
writing re to the Surtan when law-abiding Englishmen 
were allowed to be made the victims of thousands of mad and prowl- 
ing dogs? Had not the Sutran a crushing retort ready to his hand? 
‘“*This question,’ the writer concluded, ** obliterates distinctions 
of party. I have been a loyal supporter of the present Government, 
but there are apes limits even to party-loyalty, and, in my 
case, these limits have been reached.” 


Havine digested this portentous declaration, I turned to the 
sixty-ninoth letter of ‘‘A Citizen of the World” by OLiver GoLp- 
sMITH. It was entitled ‘‘ The Fear of Mad Dogs Ridiculed,’’ and 
gives a humorous account of the epidemic terror through which the 
population of these islands was passing some hundred and thirty 
years ago, “‘A dread of mad dogs,” he says, ‘‘is the epidemse 
ot which now eae “cr ite — ; wr hese is ~ eels 
actually groaning under the malignity of its influence. e e 
eally from Gale kecaae with that circumspection which is rudeat in 
such as expect « mad dog at every turning. The physician publishes 
his prescription, the e pacers his halter, and a few of unusual 
bravery arm themselves with boots and buff gloves, in order to face 
the enemy if he should offer to attack them. In short, the whole 
people stand bravely upon their defence, and seem, by their present 
spirit, to show a resolution of not being tamely bit by mad dogs an 
longer.... The terror at first feebly enters with a disregard 
story of a little dog, that had gone through a neighbouring village 
that was thought to be mad by several who had seen him. The nex 
account comes that a mastiff ran through a certain town, and had 
bit five geese, which immediately ran mad, foamed at the bill, and 
died in great agonies soon after.... This relation only prepares 
the way for another still more hideous, as how the master of a family, 
with seven small children, were all bit by a mad lap-dog; and how 
the poor father first perceived the infection by calling for a ous 
of water, when he saw the lap-dog swimming in the cup.... My 
landlady, a good-natured woman, but a little credulous, waked me 
some mornings ago before the usual hour with horror and astonish- 
ment in her looks.... A mad dog down in the country, she assured me, 
had bit a farmer, who, soon becoming mad, ran into his own yard 
and bit a fine brindled cow; the cow quickly became as mad as the 
man, to foam at the mouth, and raising herself up walked 
abeut on her hind legs, sometimes barking like a dog, and sometimes 
attempting to talk like the farmer. Upon exami the grounds of 
this story, I found my landlady had it from one neighbour, who had 
it from another neighbour, who had it from very good authority.” 


Wirs all our statistics, our sani inspectors, our County 
Councils, and our wire muzzlings, I believe we are every whit as 
foolish, as credulous, as liable to blind panic as were our forefathers 
in GotpsmitH’s day. In any case, I am certain that of all ible 
remedies the sega manss is the most absurd, in that it defeats its 
object, and is irably calculated to promote the disease against 
which itis to guard us, But I have my consolations. In another 
month or two the country gentlemen of England will be sending up 
deputations, and announcing in the public prints that they are 
reevee —— against a Government which has basely allowed dogs 

muzzled, 


THEATRICAL On Dit.—In consequence of the success of Zhe Sign 
of the Cross, the temporary manager of the Lyric, following the 
example of Mr. William Stumps, as recorded in Pickwick, has now 
adopted the following signature, ‘* WILson BaBRETT: HIS MARK X.” 
W. B. mane ere been a long time in ‘‘ making his mark,’’ but he has 
done it at last. 
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““‘MY CAREER IS ONLY BEGINNING!” 
(See Report of Mr. Rhodes’s brief speech before leaving South Africa, Jan, 1896.) 
Performer (loq.}, ‘‘ THINK I WILL POSTPONE APPEARANCE IN PUBLIC AND GO BACK AGAIN.” 
“Mr, Rxoves will immediately return to South Africa. ... Curiosity will probably be whetted rather than allayed by this intimation.” —TZimes, Feb. 8. 
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UNCERTAIN--VERY. 


Sportsman (having been knocked over by Breaker on bolting Sour-year-old), "Hr! you rool! WHERE THE DEUCE ARE YOU GOING jis , 
Horse-breaker, ‘‘THaT’s JUST WHAT I sEz TO THE CoLT, SiR!” 








. As thrift high salaries must treat, A cutting one! .... The old tree fell. 
Pen oo aoe S» I must cut you down,” . One ie had cut him short. 
amatic Poem for recitation, 
To him the Oak, ‘* Old friends ne'er cut. The a i cet ee ee ee 
“p oodman, My f by a load 
ea ORS AE ee I ete woodm ne mex “Tat ¢ tut! 1 Bath Joking Oak aa ‘Woodman hush’d ! 
Thy cruel axe I see. The Woodman paused,—‘ I'll ax him, They ’ve gone across the Styx. 
st—since you’ vemarked mefi or yourown— SSeS 
To some re-marks from me. “joo et, a jane “HOW ART THOU TRANSLATED!” 
ust answer Sor . 
The Woodman said, in tone abrupt, | The Oak seniiod; e ‘Excuse the joke, S1z,—In a letter, gs in French to the 
we that spesks should be-— I’m full of verbum sap.” | Times last. week, read aloud to me by a 
But here the Oak Toh interrupt,— toi who flatters himself as much on the 
‘No, I’m not BEERBOHM Tree. ae on Taek Sad to tell, _ | correctness of his er I = dpe’ on 
“Too feeble for a lark I grow re a | peered in my hearing by un edusated 


ch on after dark. 
My bite you do not a een 
You do care for my bar 


Parisian, I noticed the words ** Palais Moral.,’’ 
A year and a half, I regret to say, 

since last I visited. the gay city, and then 
the Oe atte rea e Palais Royal was, 


The Woodman c:ies, in much surprise, 
wane like 13 beta knew | i Tey j French, you know | ah 
1 my ears eyes. i. possible that our ga * Palais ” 
Wiis ‘ek Oak that spoke was Yeo! ‘as the many ther ; Le plus hewreus des Deere 
**’Twas I indeed,” the Oak replied. tagged et ot niga fg pe 
PP Se “a? not oe iooy ai is tere Sis Maral set up in Moral 
Could uld not you me re-leaye ?” Sa Coe eee 


Yours, ‘Un Qor Sart.” 
ing to the letter, we find that the expres- 
sion used was the ‘“‘ palais moral.” Espérons 
notre “un qui sait’’ aurait toujours * le is 


| " That ’s not my trade,” the Woodman said, | 
“You queer cuss of a quercus. 
Re-lieving « flicer! Not paid 





Am I by Parish Work’us. fin.” —Ep.] 
** With critic’s eye I will not meet LARGELY PATRONISED BY Sporting HEADS 
‘ Your leaves, or green, or brown ; gust Now.—The Spring Handi-caps. 
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““MY CAREER IS ONLY BEGINNING!” 
(See Report of Mr, Rhodes's brief speech before leaving South Africa, Jan, 1896.) 


Performer (loq.}, ‘‘THink I WILL POSTPONE APPEARANCE IN PUBLIC AND GO BACK AGAIN.” 
“Mr, Ruopes will immediately return to South Africa, ... Curiosity will probably be whetted rather than allayed by this intimation.” — Times, Feb. 8. 
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Horse-breaker, ‘‘THaT’s JU8ST WHAT I szz TO THE CoLT, SiR!” 


THE JOKING OAK, 
(A Dramatic Poem for recitation. ) 


‘*PausE, Woodman, pause! My fate is 
known. 
‘Thy cruel axe I see. 
List—since you ‘vemarked mefi or yourown— 
To some re-marks from me. 


The Wocdman said, in tone abrupt, 
‘* A tree that speaks should be—— 
But here the Oak did in terupt— 

** No, I’m not BEERBOHM 


i: ag feeble for a Jark I grow 
perch on after dark. 
Met bite you do not dread, nee 
ou do care for my bark. 


The Woodman c:ies, in much surprise, 
** The like I never knew! 
Wars oan I trust my ears and ey 
that spoke was Yen! i 


***Twas I indeed,” the Oak replied. 
** Your ears not deceive. 
he are sparse, my fibre’s dried, 
uld not you me re-leaye ?” 


= That ’s not my trade,” the Woodman ssid, | 
“You queer cuss of a quercus. 
Re-lieving « flicer! Not paid 
Am I by Parish Work'us. 


“With critic’s eye I will not meet 
Your leaves, or green, or brown ; 


As thrift high salaries must treat, 
S» I must cut you down,” 


To him the Oak, ‘* Old ne ve} er cut. 
Be that the woodman’s max 

I could a tele unfold.” ‘* Tat, ¢ tut! 1” 
The Woodman paused,—‘‘ Ill ax him. 


** How is it you ’re a Talking Oak ?P 
Just eaaaen that, old chap.” 

The Oak replied, ‘* Excuse the joke, 
I’m full of verdum sap.”’ 


The Woodman staggered. Sad to tell, 
He knew but one retort, 
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A cutting one!.... The old tree fell. 
One blow had cut him short. 


The Woodman by the fall was crush’d 
As by a load of bricks! 

Both J oking Oak and Woodman! hush’d! 
They ’ve gone across the Styx. 


‘““HOW ART THOU TRANSLATED!” 


Srr,—In a letter, written in French to the 
Times last week, read aloud to me by a 
friend who flatters ‘himself as much on the 
correctness of his accent as I pride myself on 
my compeneneen of the language when 
pronounced ay hearing b an educated 
Parisian, I noticed the words“ tals Moral: e 
A year and a half, I regret to say, has ela 
since last I visited. a gay city, and then 
the entertainment at the Palais = was, 
as ever, broadly Sse, and, lish 


ladies gay, ‘‘ Oh so F am Tn yon know | Is 
it possible that our gay < old ** Palais Royal, 
the home of Le plus heu bee des were 


many other irresistibly funn babili te, 
has been converted into a 1 Palbte Moral 
Or is there a Palais Moral set up in Masel”? 
tion to the Palais Royal ? 
Yours, ‘Uw Quoi Sart.” 

[Referring to the letter, we find = the — 
sion used was the ‘‘ palais mor 
notre “un qui sait’? aurait toujours “a epee 
fin.””—Ep.} 





LARGELY PATRONISED BY SPORTING HEapDs 
yust now.—The Spring Handi-caps. 
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““‘MY CAREER IS ONLY BEGINNING!” 
(See Report of Mr, Rhodes’s brief speech before leaving South Africa, Jan, 1896.) 
Performer (Zoq.}, ‘‘THrnk I WILL POSTPONE APPEARANCE IN PUBLIC AND GO BACK AGAIN,” 
“Mr, Ruopes will immediately return to South Africa. ... Curiosity will probably be whetted rather than allayed by this intimation.”— Times, Fed. 8. 
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UNCERTAIN--VERY. 


Sportsman (having been knocked over by Breaker on bolting four-year-old). ‘Hr! you FooL! WHERE THE DEUCE ARE rou GOING ?” 
Horse-breaker, ‘‘THaT’s JUST WHAT I skZ TO THE CoLT, SiR!” 











Tt . As thrift high salaries must treat, A cutting one! .... The old tree fell. 
THE JOKING OAK. SI must cut you down.” _ One blow had cut him short. 
e . oe eae te ia) Tiyhim the Oak, “Old friends ne'er cut, Te eee 
eae — y I aoald wap: weedeat Tat, € tut!” Both J oking Oak and ones: hush’d ! 
Thy cruel axe I see. The Woodman paused,—‘' Ill ax him. They ’ve gone across the 8 
List—since you'vemarked mef< oryourown—| ,, 
To some re-marks from me.” How is it you ’re a Talking Oak ? “HOW ART THOU TRANSLATED!” 
Just answer that, old chap.” . 
The Woodman said, in tone abrupt, The Oak replied, ** Excuse fie joke, Srz,—In a letter, written in French to the 
‘* A tree that epeaks should be——” I’m full of verbum sap.” Times last. week, read aloud to me by a 
But here the Oak did in t,— friend who flatters himself as much on the 
‘No, I’m not BEERBOHM ki The Woodman staggered. Sadtotell, | correctness of his accent as I pride myself on 
He knew but one retort, ~ (my somapesliention of the language when 
a ag feeble aoe Be a ag ne I grow - .| pronounced in hearing an educated 
ch on afte , Parisian, I notice the nim By alais Moral.” 
My ‘bite you do not Heal, although A year and a half, I regret to say, has ala 
Yous a care for my bark.” since last I ated. the gay city, an en 
the entertainment at the sot = Swe 
The Woodman c:ies, in much surprise, as ever, broadly farcical 
The like I never knew! ladies say, ‘‘ Oh so Fren you Sane! Is 


bal , if I trust my ears and eyes. 
eO lake that ocho was Yau?” 


“> Twas I indeed,” the Oak replied. 
wenn ears did not ore aed: 
y leaves are sparse, my fibre’s drie 

Could not you me ne Pp? 


‘‘ That’s not my trade,” the Woodman said, 
‘You queer cuss of a quer cus, 


it possib e that our gay < * Palais Royal, 
the an of Le pine ag tne des aoe = 
other irresis ly funny m, 
has beer converted into a Palais Moral” ? 
Oe is there a Palais Moral set up in opposi- 
tion to the Palais Royal ? 
Yours, ‘Un Qui Sart.” 
[Referring to the letter, we find — the _——e- 
sion used was the ‘‘ palais moral.” oe oe 





Re-Jieving « flicer ot paid notre “un qui sait’” aurait toujours of le pa 

Am I by Parish Oo Wark'oe. PE aiid 

‘* With critic’s eye I will not meet LARGELY PATRONISED BY SpoRTING HEADS 
Your leaves, or green, or brown ; yust Now.—The Spring Handi-caps. 
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SOMEBODY’S LETTER. 


ScenE—A Study. Greatly Esteemed Statesman discovered hanging 
up a senaedonible damaged hat and a little used shillelagh. 


_Greatly Esteemed Statesman perewg his desk, wpon which 
rests an all but completed letter). There! Now that I have put back 
my emblems of service and authority, I can resume my literary 
studies. How delightful it is to be once again amongst my books | 
No longer provoked and worried! No longer almost infused to give 
@ severely irritating opponent a good hard knock! No longer de- 
nounced by half the Press of my native country, and contemptuously 
bullied by the remainder. Able at last to sit down in an easy-chair 
with the comforting dignity of a scholar and a gentleman. Why I 
do believe that I shall be able to drink a cu tea in peace ! No 
more shoutings and yuna, and all sorts of hideous interruptions! 
Siok te rious! the taaaalil clanaato of lusiscpoedeiet aloe 
resume the pleasure of justly-appreciated author- 
ship.. But let me read, for the last time, my letter, to see if I have 
forgotten anything I wish to be remembered. (Peruses his epistie.) 
Yes, I give in my resignation plainly enough! But what an 
omission! (Writes, and then reads.) ‘‘I need not tell you with 

what regret [ make this announcement.” No, I needn’t! 
[Greatly Esteemed Statesman smiles as the scene closes in upon 

. @ tableau of intense felicity: 


“GOING TWO BETTER!” 


Goop news for those whom business, or pleasure, or a combination 
of both, takes to France per L. C. and D. night-boats. The Dover 
having eee pee her examination on the Clyde (the 
exam is a pretty one), is to be followed by The Calais, and 
these two will supersede the Continental travellers’ old friends, The 
Foam and The Wave. What need now of any Channel Tunnel, 
when no passenger need fear sea-sickness ; for how can there be an 

mal-de-mer in the absence of Wave and Foam? They are to trave 
at the rate of ‘‘ eighteen knots per hour,” which is ‘‘ three knots in 
excess of old rate.” Consequently the sooner will the trajet be 
over. But will this gain give any extra time for a petit souper, en 
route, at the celebrated Calais buffet of the Gare Maritime? May 
this be so, since, at that ‘‘ very witching time of night,” there is 
nothing so susta to the vacuus viator as the comforting 
bouillon, served just hot enough, and not too hot, for immediate 
eee, accompanied by a glass of ‘‘ the erous,” at one 
franc the half bottle. To be compelled to travel to Paris as ‘‘an 
empty” is poor fun, false economy, and a bad start, whether for 
pleasure or business, 


MIsTaKEN JpENTITY.—‘' During bis visit to Constantinople, Mr. 
Herbert Giapstone has been persistently followed by five of the 
SULTAN’S spies,” 


MILD McCARTHY. 
A Lay or A Lost LEADER 
Arr—"‘ Enniscorthy.” 

YE may thravel over Europe, yes, and the U-nited States 
Ye may meet wid many leaders wid sound hearts and level pates, 
But the pride of snug tea-parties and the glory of his mates, 

Was “‘ dear Justin,” mild, m imous McCarTay. 
It was early he tuk breakfast, it was late he wint to bed, — 
He never ceased his labours hard—or leastway—so ’twas said— 
And the praise of patriotism was a laurel for his head, 

And its light was like a nimbus round McCarTHy, 


Chorus :— 


Home Rule he was a tower in, 
Debate he was a power in, 
The pride of Oireland’s pathriotic Parthy. 
en shillelaghs all went whacking, 
And the skulls of Pats were cracking, 
The fairest chance of peace was in McCartTHy, 


But in spite of Justrn’s gintleness, some disperate rows arose, 

McCartuy did his best for to conciliate the foes ; 

But stick would clash wid cudgel, yes and fist encounter nose, 
It was that which played the mischief wid McCarruy. 


For y REDMoND did his best to knock Tr Hearty down, 
The fought wid one another, ’stead o’ foightin’ ’gin the Crown, 
And Ditton, Sexton, Davitt—all rare warriors of renewn— 


dancin’ like divils round McCarty. 
Chorus :—Home Rule he was a tower in, &c, 


Now, Justin was a ve bhoy, who loved romance and rhymes, 
And likeways wished to finish off a History of his Times,— 
Which had been exceeding rough ones, amidst quarrels, rows, and 


crimes— 
So he gave up tryin’ to lead the Oirish rene: : 
or McCartnry, “* s to Providence, my at last is done! 
I ’Il git back to my books again, and have some peace and fun!” 
Bat if they wish their ae Parthies welded into one, 


They ’ll scarce find a fitter leader than McCarrtuy |! 
Chorus :— 
Home Rale he still may tower in, 


Parliament be a power in; 

Bat, faix! Auld Oireland’s shamrock-sporting Parthy, 
‘When the sticks again are whacking, 
And the skulls once more are cracking, 

May miss dear, mild, magnanimous McCarruy! 


THE NEW SPORT OF “THANKFULLY RECEIVED.” 
Rules of the Game, 
1, Any number of players can take part in this pastime. 


2. The players consist of a limited number of conductors and 
any amount of distinguished contributors. 
3. When all is y to begin, the conductor writes out a number 


of questions of a miscellaneous c , such as ** What is your 
ee upon street music?” ** Why do you or do you not patronise 

e Stores P”’ or ‘*‘ What are your favourite books, and why do you 
prefer them ?”’ ; : 

4, The conductor then distributes the written questions amongst 
the distinguished contributors, and waits for the answers, which, 
when received, count as ‘* copy.” 

5. If the conductor gets a reply to some such question as ‘‘ Should 
the clergy visit theatres ?”’ from the Archbishop of CanTERBURY, he 
scores one on account of the quality of the copy. 

6, Should a question remain unanswered by a player, the conductor 
passes it on to the most Jikely distinguished contributor, and the 
non-answerer becomes a non-contributor, and ceases to have an 
interest in the game. 4 

7. Should a distinguished contributor require payment for his 
answer, considering it copy, the conductor withdraws the question 
and sends it to someone of the non-contributor’s ession and 
standing unlikely to demand remuneration. When the conductor 
receives & gratuitous reply he scores again. , 

8, When the conductor uses a contributor to obtain answers toa 
series of questions (called an ‘‘interview”’) from a second player, 
then the chosen contributor may ask to divide the profits of the 
interview with the conductor. Should the chosen contributor 
succeed in his application he marks one, but the second player, 
however distingu having served his purpose in providing the 
materials of the interview, does not count. — ; die 

9, A conductor who sends out scores of circulars without eliciting 
a wany a said to ‘* miss his tip,” and is consequently ‘* put out.” 

10, The winner of the game is he who obtains the best copy at the 
least cost, after allowing thes marks to quantity than to quality. 
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SPORTIVE SONGS. 


THE COMPASSIONATE PUNTER TO | 
THE LUCK-FORSAKEN DAMSEL. 

'Twas all my fault, I know you'll | 

say 

I led your innocence astray : 

At Epsom, when I said I’d lay 
Long odds against Sir Visto, 

And so to make it real fun 

I ask’d {In fivers P” You cried 


And when I paid you what you’d 
won, 
Declared I was ‘‘ Mephisto!” 


SS 
ww 
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SS 
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You’ ve lost your pridein Fashion’s 
ty race, 
tas And rarely face the starter. 


Is it too late to bid you leave - 
The course that ever must deceive? 
Your losses you may yet retrieve 
And make up all your misses, 
I’ve such a tip!—a splendid thing! 
A match that must good fortune 


brip 
Say, will try another ring, 
hal bet with me in kieses 


roa 


‘‘ Nursery Erudition” in a 
Nutshell. 


n 


2 —# 

F tH FA 
aot 
ye 





eee ae win Site — Z yr > A < “ALrREpD’s name, and the tales 
oS hs a+} > ae fae Z ° 
No longer merry, fancy free, 4 <A ae \ \" EA ee” = aa wediiline naga Caer 
Only too glad a race to see, af Ege \\ \ 22 EZ * GSE erudition.”— Mr. Austin’s Preface to 
i a 
The ‘‘La Betting” —wondrous —<——— Pee a, eee 
wise— . . 
You know when this or that horse - ‘“*England’s Darling” erst was 
ies, = raised 
And love the ‘* bookies” shout- Se = = By Poet Laureate Prx. 


Deeming the course was open, 


ing. iS | vas ( 
iH H. I. M. the Sultan (reading to himself from his presentation copy o Austin the same did sing, 
ae _— time not ne ago | Mr. William Watson's sonnets)— - . oy: Was not that a shocking fate 
In chiffon, fil ot rSorwi yes wns © THOU WITH THE BRIGHTEST OF HELL'S AUREOLES For the great Saxon e 
‘Tine woaana soak’ ba anariée OST SHINE SUPREME, INCOMPARABLY CROWNED —+—- 
No more I note that dainty grace, IMMORTALLY, BRYOND ALL MOBTALS, DAMNED! Toe Rear ‘INTOLERABLE 
That symphony in silk and lace; ‘Writ, I’m——! I mEAN, BismrLuan!” Srrain,’’—Street organs. 








THE INCOMPLETE LONDON LETTER, 
(To be filled up by those ‘in the know.’’) 


Worp of ee. New feature. Brevity order of the day. Light 
touch. Light come, Light go. Give outline, Shading su mous, 
Last idea of the artists—very clever. ‘‘ Why dot youri’s?” ‘* Why 
cross your t’s?’’ Leave something to the imagination. Do it now 
instead of later. Saving at any rate in legacy duty. 


Hontine story. A man an 
Took the dogs home, ‘* Congratulations.” 


origin—Berlin, 


Leap Year. Women eager: ev. here. Man never knows 
when he may lose si ity. One fellow reads first column daily. 
Says he must ss eye on ‘‘the marriages,” If he didn’t, might 
miss his own wedding 


Frew points. He heard it at the Club. Fan found in the private 
box. ith the menu. But she needn’t have lost her temper. For 
it wasn’t the fault of the spaniel, They wondered at the Stock 
Exchange. Not that it affected the conservatory. For he was 
wearing a blue domino. And she threw up the part at the last 
moment, However, it kept the congregation waiting. The pew- 
opener suggested a key. ut it didn’t matter much, as the mail- 
boat was not ae So she said she preferred Olympia. Which 
certainly astonished her mother. Hitherto a most indulgent parent. 
But what can be done when the coac flatly refuses to bring out 
the horses? It y was frosty weather, and the bracelet had 
gone to be mended. But ¢hat needn’t snes De off the lecture. For, 
after all, the Royal Institution 7s the Royal Institution. Especiall 
when diamonds are trumps three times running. th orebmred 
to stay at Nice instead of Monte Carlo. At the suggestion of the 
curate, Atl that was the tale told pane Squire at the hunting 
breakfast. But it was injudicious to about their meeting at 
Niagara, You can skate on thin ice anywhere, So said the Duke, 
when they asked his Grace’s opinion. But they shouldn’t have 
turned out the guard, for in spite of his riband he wasn’t a field 
officer. And it was thoughtless at four o’clock in the morning. So 
ior observed at the War Office. And they ought to know. Not 
that it wasn’t annoying after they had ordered the table @héte 
luncheon.. Extenuating circumstances was the verdict. But they 
are all wondering how it will end. For the dog-cart was smashed to 
atoms, and no one could find the lost certificate. 


Anp now I have referred to all the stories “‘ going the rounds.” At 
least, so says the Judge of the High Court. | 


Femate Darrnition or Leap Yzax,—Miss Understood. 


. Another man angry too. Language. 
Office of telegram’s 


THE INFANT REFORMED. 


(A Dialogue Dedicated, with Mr. Punch's Compliments, to those who 
rely upon Figures.) 


ey of Statistics. Now, my little man, I presume you are 
uite w: 
" Child between five and ten, Yes, tank Fi me bery well. 

Compiler. Never had a day’s illness, eh f 

Child. Never dat me knows of. . 

Compiler, That’s right, and have you been told that, taking the 
years oF to 1860, the death-rate of children under five years old 
was 71'2 

hep oo has, and dat between years 1886 to 1890 death-rate 
only 61°9, | ; 

Compiler. Certainly, my dear; you are accurate to a decimal 
point, And can you now tell me what has been the death-rate for 
the same periods for children like yourself, between five and ten? 

Child. Me thinks 9'3 and 4:9, Am me right? 

Compiler, Quite right. You area very gocd little boy, indeed ; 
and now tell me, is not this decrease attributable to improved 
sanitary arrangements ? 


Child, Bery ible. Me likes the boofal green fields and great 
big playgroun Me likes ’em bery much, indeed ! 
Compiler. O£ course you do! very natural, too! But don’t you 


think it probable that the abstention from alcohol during the later 
period has had something to do with it? , 
Child. Yes, yes. Me live longer dan the oder ickle boys and | 

i = the sie ickle boys and girls were naughty ickle boys and 


gir : 
Compiler. I am glad to hear you say so, although, perhaps, it was | 
not entirely their fault. But why do you think the children who |. 
preceded you were naughty? 
Child. ’Cos dey all took to drinking ! ce 
Compiler. A most intelligent response! and, to mark my apprecia- |, 
tion of your replies to my aeoe I beg to present you with | 
twopence. What will you buy with it P | 
hild. Me will buy nice sweeties. 
Compiler. But you will avoid brandy-balls ? 
Child. Acourse me will, Me buy sugar-stick, not brandy-balls. | 
Why me not buy brandy-balls? ’Cos me am total abstainer ! 
[ Exeunt severally. 


A LINE FOR LAUREATES, 


Me. for all future patriotic Odes :— 
The old ‘* Path of Empire” now should be its RuopEs! 


New Name For THE Present AGE,—The German Sauce-age! 
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SOMEBODY’S LETTER. 


Scenze—A Study. Greatly Esteemed Statesman discovered hanging 
up a considerably damaged hat and a little used shillelagh. 


_Greatly Esteemed Statesman (returning to his desk, wpon which 
rests an all but completed letter). There! Now that I have put back 
my emblems of service and authority, I can resume my literary 
studies. How delightful it is to he once again amongst my books ! 
No longer provoked and worried! No longer almost induced to give 
a severely irritating opponent a gocd hard knock! No longer de- 
nounced. ie half the Press of my native country, and contemptuously 
bullied by the remainder. Able at last to sit down in an easy-chair 
with the ee eee of a scholar and a gentleman, Wh I 
do believe that I s be able to drink a cup of tea in peace | No 
more shoutings and ypuaeee, and all sorts of hideous interruptions ! 
; aoe from we toil and a and eee of pe Aged 

st, to resume the peaceful pleasure of justly-appreciated author- 
ship.. But let me read, for the last time, my letter, to see if I have 

0 anything I to be remem (Peruses his epistie.) 
Yes, I 9 in my resignation plainly enough! But what an 
omission! (Writes, and then reads.) ‘*I need not tell you with 
what regret [ make this announcement.” No, I needn’t! 

[Greatly Esteemed Statesman smiles as the scene closes in upon 
a tableau of intense felicity: 


“GOING TWO BETTER!” 


Goop news for those whom business, or pleasure, or a combination 
of both, takes to France per L. ©. and D. night-boats, The Dover 
having satisfactorily d her examination on the Clyde (the 
exam is a pretty stiff one), is to be followed by Zhe Calais, and 
these two will supersede the Continental travellers’ old friends, The 
Foam and The Wave. What need now of any Channel Tunnel, 
when no passenger need fear sea-sickness ; for how can there be an 
mal-de-mer in the absence of Wave and Foam? They are to trav 
at the rate of ** eighteen knots per hour,” which is ‘three knots in 
excess of old rate,” Consequently the sooner will the trajet be 
over. But will this gain give any extra time for a petit souper, en 
route, at the celebrated Calais buffet of the Gare Maritime? Ma 
this be so, since, at that ‘‘ very witching time of night,” there is 
nothing so susta to the vacuus viator as the comforting 
bouillon, served just hot enough, and not too hot, for immediate 
a accompanied by a glass of ‘‘ the erous,” at one 
franc the half bottle. To be compelled to travel to Paris as ‘‘an 
empty” is poor fun, false economy, and a bad start, whether for 
pleasure or business, 


MIsTaAKEN IDENTITY.—“‘ During bis visit to Constantinople, Mr. 
HrBekt GLADSTONE has been persistently followed by five of the 
SULTAN’S spies,”’ 


MILD McCARTHY. 


A Lay or A Lost LEADER, 


Arr—‘' Enniscorthy.” 

YE may thravel over Europe, yes, and the U-nited States 
Ye may meet wid many leaders wid sound hearts and level pates, 
But the pride of snug tea-parties and the glory of his mates, 

Was ‘‘ dear Justin,” mild, magnanimous McCarrTay. 
It was early he tuk breakfast, it was late he wint to bed, _ 
He never ceased his labours hard—or leastway—so ’twas said— 
And the praise of patriotism was a laurel for his head, 

And its light was like a nimbus round McCarry. 


Chorus :— 


Home Rale he was a tower in, 
Debate he was a power in, 
The pride of Oireland’s pathriotic Parthy. 
en shillelaghs all went whacking, 
And the skulls of Pats were cracking, 
The fairest chance of peace was in McCarTHy, 


But in spite of Justrn’s | aghgaveg some disperate rows arose, 
McCartuy did his best for to conciliate the foes ; 
But stick would clash wid cudgel, yes and fist encounter nose, 
It was that which played the mischief wid McCarry. 
For raspy REDMOND did his best to knock Tra Hearty down, 
The fought wid one another, ’stead o’ foightin’ ’gin the Crown, 
And Dron, Sexton, Davitt—all rare warriors of renewn— 
ed dancin’ like mad divils round McCarruy. 


Chorus :—Home Rule he was a tower in, o, 


Now, Justin was a gentle bhoy, who loved romance and rhymes, 
And likeways wished to finish off a History of his Times,— 
Which had been exceeding rough ones, amidst quarrels, rows, and 
crimes— 

So he gave up tryin’ to lead the Oirish degiee\§ 
a he McCartuy, s to Providence, my at last is done! 
I ’ll git back to my books again, and have some peace and fun!” 
Bat if they wish their eh Parthies welded into one, 

They ’ll scarce find a fitter leader than McCarrur |! 


Chorus :— 
Home Rale he still may tower in, 
Parliament be a power in; 
Bat, faix! Auld Oireland’s shamrock-sporting Parthy, 
‘When the sticks again are whacking, 
And the skulls once more are c g, 
May miss dear, mild, magnanimous McCarruy ! 


THE NEW SPORT OF “THANKFULLY RECEIVED.” 
Rules of the Game, 


1, Any number of players can take part in this pastime. 

2, The players shall consist of a limited number of conductors and 
any amount of eee contributors. 

3. When all is y to begin, the conductor writes out a number 
of questions of a mi eous ¢ , such as ‘‘ What is your 
opinion upon street music?” ‘* Why do you or do you not patronise 
oe — P or ‘* What are your favourite books, and why do you 

er them 

4, The conductor then distributes the written questions amongst 
the distinguished contributors, and waits for the answers, which, 
when received, count as ‘‘ copy.” : 

5. If the conductor gets a reply to some such question as ‘* Should 
the clergy visit theatres ?”’ from the Archbishop of CANTERBURY, he 
scores one on account of the quality of the copy. 

6. Should a question remain unanswered by a player, the conductor 
passes it on to the most Jikely distinguished contributor, and the 
non-answerer becomes a non-contributor, and ceases to have an 
interest in the game. ; 4 

7. Should a distinguished contributor require payment for his 
answer, considering it copy, the conductor withdraws the question 
and sends it to someone of the non-contributor’s profession and 
standing unlikely to demand remuneration. When the conductor 


8, When the conductor uses a contributor to obtain answers to a 
series of questions (called an ‘‘interview”’) from a second player, 
then the chosen contributor may ask to divide the profits of the 
interview with the conductor. Should the chosen contributor 
succeed in his application he marks one, but the second player, 
however distin , having served his purpose in providing the 
materials of the interview, does not count. : ae 

9, A conductor who sends out scores of circulars without eliciting 
a reply is said to ‘* miss his tip,” and is consequently “* put out.” 

10, The winner of the game is he who obtains the best copy at the 
least cost, after slidwitie \lahae marks to quantity than to quality. 


YY | receives a gratuitous reply he scores again. 


Fesruary 15, 1896.] 


SPORTIVE SONGS. 


THE COMPASSIONATE PUNTER TO | 
THE LUCK-FORSAKEN DAMSEL, 


’Twas all my fault, I know you'll ] 
ga 


¥ 
I led your innocence astray 
At Epsom, when I said I’d lay 
ng odds against Sir Visto, 
And so to make it real fun 
I ask’d “In fivers ?” You cried 


And when I paid you what you’d 
won, 

Declared I was ‘‘ Mephisto! ”’ 
ae _ chang’d you seem 
No longer merry, fancy free, 
Only too glad a race de see, 

Just to enjoy an outing. 


For now you scan with eager eyes 
The ‘‘ Latest Betting’’—wondrous 
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You’ ve lost your pridein Fashion’s 


race, 
And rarely face the starter. 


Is it too late to bid you leave 

The course that ever must deceive? 

Your losses you may yet retrieve 
And make up all your misses. 

I’ve such a tip!—a splendid thing! 

A er must good fortune 

ring !— 

Say, will you try another ring, 

And bet with me in kieses 


‘‘ Nursery Erudition” in a 
Nutshell. 
[“*ALFRED's name, and the tales 
that clustered round it, formed the 
most enthralling pages of nursery 
erudition.”—Mr. Austin’s Preface to 
*“* England’s Darling.’’] 


Sine a song of ALFRED ! 


a 


one del 


eg: 


44 
4 


wise— Rhymester’s all a . 
You now when this or that horse ‘““England’s Darling” erst was 
‘ tries, raised 
And love the “* bookies” shout- By Poet Laureate Prz. 
ing. . ; Deeming the course was open, 
Th : H, I. M. the Sultan (reading to himself from his presentation copy of Austin the same did sing, 
Were wee —— paid rp Mr, William Watson's sonnets)— Was not that a shocking fate 
fo chiffon fail bed Scheie wm ‘(THOU WITH THE BRIGHTEST OF HELL’s AUREOLES For the great Saxon King 
Than you none could be smarter DosT SHINE SUPREME, INCOMPARABLY CROWNED a 
No more I note that dain : IMMORTALLY, BEYOND ALL MORTALS, DAMNED!’ Tae Rea ‘INTOLERABLE 
That symphony in silk at ane ‘Writ, I’m——! I meAN, BismMILtuan!” Srrarin.’’—Street organs. 








THE INCOMPLETE LONDON LETTER, 
(To be filled up by those ‘in the know.’’) 


Worp of preface. New feature. Brevity order of the day. Light 
touch. Light come, Light go. Give outline, Shading su mous, 
Last idea of the artists—very clever. ‘* Why dot your i’s?”’ ‘‘ Why 
cross your t’s?” Leave something to the imagination, Do it now 
instead of later. Saving at any rate in legacy duty. 


Hontine@ story. A manan 
Took the dogs home. ‘* Congratulations.” 
origin—Berlin. 


Leap Year. Women proposin ag ev here. Man never knows 
when he may lose singularity. One fellow reads first column daily. 
Says he must nee es eye on ‘‘the marriages,”’ If he didn’t, might 
miss his own wedding. 


Frew prnte He heard it at the Club. Fan found in the private 
box. With the menu. But she needn’t have lost her — ._ For 
it wasn’t the fault of the spaniel. They wondered at the Stock 
Exchange. Not that it affected the conservatory. For he was 
wearing a blue domino. And she threw up the at the last 
moment, However, it kept the congregation waiting. The pew- 
opener suggested a key. ut it didn’t matter much, as the mail- 
ee ee So she said she preferred Olympia. Which 
certainly astonished her mother. Hitherto a most indulgent parent. 
But what can be done when the coac flatly refuses to bring out 
the horses? It certainly was frosty weather, and the bracelet had 
gone to be mended. But ‘hat needn’t exe vot off the lecture. For, 
after all, the Royal Institution ‘s the Royal Institution. Especiall 
when diamonds are trumps three times Fanning. So oe. stehatred 
to stay at Nice instead of Monte Carlo. At the suggestion of the 
curate, Atl that was the tale told by the Squire at the hunting 
breakfast. But it was injudicious to about their meeting at 
Niagara, You can skate on thin ice anywhere. So said the Duke, 
when they asked his Grace’s opinion. But they shouldn’t have 
turned out the guard, for in spite of his riband he wasn’t a field 
officer. And it was thoughtless at four o’clock in the morning. So 
they observed at the War Office. And they ought to know. Not 
that it wasn’t annoying after they had ordered the table @hote 
luncheon.. Extenuating circumstances was the verdict. But they 
are all wondering how it will end. For the dog-cart was smashed to 
atoms, and no one could find the lost certificate. 


Awp now I have referred to all the stories “‘ going the rounds.” At 
least, so rays the Judge of the High Court. 


Femate DgrrnitIon oF Leap YEAk,—Miss Understood. 


. Another man angry eg Language. 
ce of telegram’s 


THE INFANT REFORMED. 


(A Dialogue Dedicated, with Mr. Punch’s Compliments, to those who 
rely upon Figures.) | 

Compiler of Statistics. Now, my little man, I presume you are 
quite well? | 

Child between five and ten, Yes, tank you me bery well. 
tler, Never had a day’s illness, eh ? | 
. Never dat me knows of. ; | 
Compiler, That’s right, and have you been told that, taking the | 
ae ae to 1860, the death-rate of children under five years old | 
was 71'°2 

Child. Me has, and dat between years 1886 to 1890 death-rate | 


Com 
Chi 


only 61°9, » : 
Compiler. Certainly, my dear; you are accurate to a decimal 
int. can you now tell me what has been the death-rate for 


e same periods for children like yourself, between five and ten? 

Child. Me thinks 9'3 and 4°9, Am me right ; 

Compiler, Quite right. You area very gocd little boy, indeed ; 
and now tell me, is not this decrease attributable to improved 


sani arrangements ? 
Child, Bery possible. Me likes the booful ee fields and great 
in 


big playgroun Me likes ’em bery much, 
Compuler. Of course you do! very natural, too! But don’t you 
think it probable that the abstention from alcohol during the later 


period has had something to do with it ? 
Child. Yes, yes. Me live longer dan the oder ickle boys and 
rie, the oder ickle boys and girls were naughty ickle boys and 


Compiler. I am glad to hear you say so, although, perhaps, it was 
not entirely their fault, But why do you think the en who- 
preceded you were naughty? 

Child. ’Cos dey all took to drinking ! eat 

Compiler. A most intelligent response! and, to mark my apprecia- 
tion of your replies to my questions, I beg to present you with 
twopence. What will you buy with it ? 

hild. Me will buy nice sweeties. 

Compiler, But you will avoid brandy-balls ? | 
id, Acourse me will. Me buy sugar-stick, not brandy-balls. 
Why me not buy brandy-balls? ’Cos me am total abstainer! 

[ Exeunt severally. 


A LINE FOR LAUREATES, 


Mem. for all future patriotic Odes :— 
The old ** Path of Empire”? now should be its RuopEs! 





New Name For THE Present AGE.—The German Sauce-age! 
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ALL IS IN A NAME, 


‘‘ WELL, DARLING, YOU HAVE GOT A SWAGGER FROCK ON, THIS TIME!” 
‘It’s nor a Frock, Hewry.” ‘‘WHy, WHAT Is IT, THEN?” 
‘'THe NEWSPAPERS CALL IT A CREATION OF MADAME ALDEGONDE’s !” 











RY’ NE A noble course right nobly run, and since 
Ree CORNER, Noblesse oben, his maniee matched his 
ONDAY, Fesrvuary 3, 1896. 


Art. 

[“‘ He may beeome as eminent as he pleases.”— | Fine painter-skill, the bearing of a prince, 
Hiram Pourrs, “ LeicutTon has painted mavy CrIcHTON’saccomplishments,—inevery part 
noble ictur but his life is more noble than His life was of a piece, crowned with a death 
Seeeyi tad prick ayucke bel hasdicdd Digparar onic cgh cod evi wreaths 

’ were right; ement’s malign an ish brea 

And here to-day, beneath St. Paul’s grey ere may not ionic nor venom kill 

_. dome, : : The fame which is the fruit of cultured days, 
History contirms the sculptor sforecast bright,| Ripening despite the canker and the blight 

And the great painter's tribute. He’s at| Of ilent thi in whom all " 

home ve of their hobby-idol s, genders spite : 
Here, with the genial genius, courtly roul, | Great if not quite amon ener here 
-— Art-friend, Sir Josnua. Here| A noble aetak, of a noble life, 
€ 


Rests, with a fame that lives, and needs not 


Near Reyro rps is a royal fate, a goal fear 
Detraction, or the hour’s ephemeral strife. 


At once g praise and prophecy, 





TO A CAUTIOUS STOCKBROKER. 


You recommerd Consols, the one 
Investment absolutely round; 

Home Rails perhaps I need not shun, 
If nothing better can be found. 

For comfort has more charms than wealth ; 

_Let esse with placid calm combine, 
Since sleepless nights the best of health 
Will undermine. 


Consols? Bless me, I can’t sfford 
To live on one or two per cent. | 

The workhouse then must give me board 
And So from rates and rent. 

I caome—I’m hanged, ie ’ve made me shy! 
My brightest hopes I half resign. 

What you think of me if I 

Suggest a mine? 


You frown. I know what hh will say— 

That aarp nights will be my lot, 
That I shall pine and fade away 

And die a pauper, shall I not? 
To — ore it is too late, 

ough cent. per cent, sourds very fine, 
Or ruin is the certain fate 
Of me and mine, 


I,know you’re right, I’m quite ashamed ; 
To avarice there should be bounds ; 
And yet the sum I have not named, 
I only meant a hundred pounds. 
Now mines are low it seems no sin 
To risk a rise. You won’t decline 
To buy ten shares—I shock you P—in 
The Bunkum Mine, 


THE PROGRESSIVE PHOTOGRAPH. 
(From a Matter-of-Coming-Fact Romance. ) 


‘You are greatly changed,”’ said ADOLPHUS 
to his friend, after a pause. ‘‘ I have not seen 
you for a year. When we last met you were 
the merriest of the merry. What have become 
of your quaint quips—your comic cranks ?”’ 

MB ny all gone,” returned Horatio, 
gloomily. 

“Your company is certainly depressing,” 
the other continued. ‘‘ When we baie each 
other adieu, twelve months s‘nce, it was with 
a pleasing jest, and a mirth-compelling anec- 
dote. I remember how you made me laugh at 
the story of Snooxs’ infatuation for photo- 

raphy. He had learned how to reproduce the 

itherto hidden bones of the living hand.” 

** Speak not of Snooxs,’’ Horatio muttered 
in a tone suggestive of apprehension, ** Would 
that I had never met him.” 

‘*And yet he was a man of intellect. He 
never seemed tired of making experiments.” 

‘* It was that love of investigation that has 
proved my curee,’’ cried the hapless Horatio. 
** He was not satisfied with merely photo- 
graphing the human frame as he found it in 
the breathing body. He extended his opera- 
tions until now I am ey in his power!” 

‘**T do not understand you!” 

** Who would?” queried the grief-stricken 
victim, wearily; ‘‘and yet what I say is true. 
Snooxs is in the possession of a secret I 
thought tafe from all the world. He knows 
what I had hoped had been buried in the 
never-to-be-remembered past,” 

‘*You are more mysterious than ever! 
Pray explain y - 
** It is the curse of the camera! ”’ 
Apo.ruus glanced at his friend uneasily, 
A icion had entered his mind. 

‘*No,” said Horatio, sadly, ‘‘I am not 
mad, ith the assistance of peegreney 
Snooxs has discovered something that fills me 
Sop fear.” Pc iy was a pause, Wie ok came 

e explanation in a terror-inspired whisper. 

** He has succeeded—it is true after many 
failures—in taking a carte of the skeleton in 
the cupboard ! ”’ 
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“JUST A-GOIN’ TO BEGIN!” 


‘NOW, MY SPORTIN’ GENTS, ’ERE’S THE ’ATFIELD PET AND THE BRUMMAGEM 
BRUISER—WHO’LL HAVE ’EM ON WITH EITHER OF ’EM?” 


ProFessor §-L-sp-ry (P.P.R.). 
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ALL IS IN A NAME, 


‘‘ WELL, DARLING, YOU HAVE GOT A SWAGGER FROcK ON, THIS TIME!” 
‘It’s xor A Frock, Henny.” ‘*WHy, WHAT IS IT, THEN?” 
‘' THE NEWSPAPERS CALL IT A CREATION OF MADAME ALDEGONDE’s |” 











A noble course right nobly run, and since 
Noblesse oblige, his manners matched his 


Fine painter-skill, the bearing of a prince, 
CrIcHTON’saccomplishments,—inevery part 
than | His life was of a piece, crowned with a death 
Painful but y patient,—noble still ! 
ent’s malign and peevish breath 
ere may not penetrate, nor venom kill 
The fame which is the fruit of cultured days, 
Ripening despite the canker and the blight 
Of ent things, in whom all praise, 
ve of their hobby-idols, genders spite : 
Great if not quite mee the greatest, here 
A noble artist, of a noble life, 
Rests, — a fame that lives, and needs not 


ear 
Detraction, or the hour’s ephemeral strife. 


IN PAINTERS’ CORNER, 


MonpDAY, Fesrvuary 3, 1896. 

[‘* He may become as eminent as he pleases.””— 
Hiram Powers, “ LeicutTon has painted many 
noble pictures, but his life is more noble 
them all.”—Mr. G. F. Watts.) - 

PRoPpHET and praise-awarder, both were right; | D 
= to-day, beneath St, Paul’s grey 
ome 
History con firms the eculptor's forecast bright 
And — great painter's tribute. He’s at 


ome 
Here, with the genial genius, courtly coul 
And, true aa , Sir Josnua. Here 
e 


Near REYNOxpDs is a royal fate, a goal 
| At once g praise and prophecy, | 








TO A CAUTIOUS STOCKBROKER. 


You recommerd Consols, the one 
Investment absolutely sound ; 
Home Rails perhaps I need not shun, 
If nothing better can be found. 
For comfort has more charms than wealth ; 
_Let esse with placid calm combine, 
Since sleepless minute the best of health 


ill undermine. 
Console? Bless me, I can’t efford 
Tv live on one or two per cent. | | 
The workhouse then must give me board 
And mates. free from rates and rent. 
a 


Se igi bon aloe 
y ori opes ° 
What will you think of mo ft I i 
Suggest a mine? 
You frown. I know what will say— 
That sleepless nights will be my lot, 
Aad low teeper ula? 
16a T, not 
To pause beheee 16 fs too late, 


ough cent. per cent. sourds very fine, 
Or ruin is the certain fate 
Of me and mine. 
I,know you’re right, I’m quite ashamed ; 
‘0 avarice there should be bounds ; 
And yet the sum I have not named, 
I only meant a hundred pounds, 
Now mines are low it seems no sin 
To risk a rise. You won’t decline 
To buy ten shares—I shock you P—in 
The Bunkum Mine, 


THE PROGRESSIVE PHOTOGRAPH. 
(From a Matter-of. Coming-Fact Romance. ) 


‘You are greatly changed,’’ said ADOLPHUS 
to his friend, after a pause, ‘‘ I have not seen 
you for a year. When we last met you were 
the merriest of themerry. What have become 
of your quaint quips—your comic cranks ?’’ 

**Gone, all gone,” returned Horatio, 
gloomily. 

““Your company is certainly depressing,” 
the other continued. ‘‘ When we baie each 
other adieu, twelve months s‘nce, it was with 
a pleasing jest, and a mirth-compelling anec- 
dote. I remember how you made me laugh at 
the story of Snooxs’ infatuation for photo- 
graphy. He had learned how to reproduce the 
hitherto hidden bones of the living hand.” 

** Speak not of Snooxs,’”’ Horatio muttered 
in a tone suggestive of apprehension. ** Would 
that I had never met him.”’ 

‘*And yet he was a man of intellect. He 
never seemed tired of making experiments.”’ 

‘* It was that love of investigation that has 
proved my curre,” cried the hapless Horatio. 
** He was not satisfied with merely photo- 
graphing the human frame as he found it in 
the breathing body. He extended his opera- 
tions until now I am completely in his power!” 

‘*I do not understand you!” _ 

** Who would?” queried the grief-stricken 
victim, wearily; ‘‘and yet what I say is true. 
Snooxs is in the possession of a secret I 
thought tafe from all the world, He knows 
what I had hoped had been buried in the 
never-to-be-remembered past.” 

‘“You are more mysterious than ever! 
Pray explain yourself.’”’ 

‘** It is the curse of the camera! ” 

Apotruus glanced at his friend uneasily. 
A suspicion had entered his mind. 

**No,”’ said Horatio, sadly, ‘‘I am not 
mad, ith the assistance of nr 
Snooxs has discovered something that fills me 
with fear.” There wasa pause. Then came 
the explanation in a terror-inspired whisper. 

** He has succeeded—it is true after many 

ailures—in taking a carte of the skeleton in 
the cupboard ! ”’ 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI.— Fesrvary 15, 1896. 


WEST MINS T a 


j ib ») ” 
Pe 7 7 ; f | " *< fy >I , sy 
‘ \~ . = P ' " 1 4 ‘ 
2 =f 7s aa . a - 
. e ’ - if {//} 4 . Ni 1 ‘ A } fj 
- \ . J =. yi J " : . j i , / 
_ ~ o J ’ Ti > \ , 
ay SS — Jy N it 4 } YJ ito 
E- Sh || 1 Wy, \ 
SN T : hg j ' i oy 
Sh i ey | ae i | 
j ’ J HH 
‘ M | a 
" 4 4 
/ | / ax LH y Ml i) 
e if 
‘ | WA Pe 
aS \ hy . hl : W 
| " aia 
a " Ay | | 
\ , ae | “St anh } 
‘i if ~~, | : ia if} 
‘ \ " —— tT i ] 
+P x \ J » 4 ' y 
i iy _- C Sy \ A s i . H 
ha } . _ a \ 7 \ / j 
Mh Ce ||| . = fh | Wa i 
| Hi / ; . . = - i ie ' j wy ' 
| " J . i | I ‘i / 
Vf 7 | | 
. 7, } 
iT Le 


5 4 p 


iN we 1 


need aaah 


Fi | Lif 


He a rk sy 4 a ] 
: ay i 
Ni iy go a 
WOR 


wwe 


Ye ss ot = 
ij Soh — nan = 





wa 


“JUST A-GOIN’ TO BEGIN!” 


Proressor §-i-sp-ry (P.P.R.). ““ NOW, MY SPORTIN’ GENTS, ’ERE’S THE ’ATFIELD PET AND THE BRUMMAGEM 
BRUISER—WHO’LL HAVE ’EM ON WITH EITHER OF ’EMP” 
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SONG OF THE NEW NOVEL- 
READER. 


Atr—‘'T cannot sing the old songs.” 


I cannot read the old books! 
They always bore me so. 

I never read the old books, . 
They are so dull and slow. 

Dickens and Scort are awful rot, 
Lytton ’s pure fiddlededee. 

I cannot read the old ao 
They give the hump to Me! 


I cannot read the old books | 
Just think of Rasselas ! 
BrrRELt calls Jonnson hero, 
I call him an old ass. ; 
GoLpsmira and Burke I always 
shirk, 
DRYDEN and Porg I flee, 
I cannot read the old books, 
They ’re far too ‘‘ dry” for Me! 


I cannot read the old books! 
DICKENS is ee : 

I once could laugh o’er Pickwick, 
But that was long ago. 

I tried a bit of Chuzzlewit 
The other day, to see. 

But I cannot read the old ** Boz,” 
Sam JWeller sickens M3! 


I cannot read the old books ! 
I’m forced to skip and dodge. 
THACKERAY ’s such a 
And Scotr’s af stodg 


e. 
Di Vernon is old-fashioned **‘ biz,” 


KG 


¢ 
Ned 


G 


And Becky, so is she. SSS 

I cannot stand those old “7 crocks,” | MN | \ MAI | 4 HN I} \\| 
They have no charm for Me! My WY NM HN il IN 

I cannot read the old books! Ln er UA 


They ’ve neither style nor chic, 
Their men are so provincial, 





NTA 





DOLLY’S CLASSICS 


They ’re not ‘‘sincere,” and of 


small beer 
Their chronicles all be, 
I cannot stand their old **s 8,” 
Their bleat just sickens Me! 


I cannot dear the old books! 
hey make me squirm and 


blench. 
They ’ve no dusk touch of Nor- 
way, 
They ’ve no sharp dash of 
French, 


ren 
Nay, you will miss ‘' analysis,” 
ith which the Yank’s so free, 
I cannot stand the ‘*‘ old gang,” 
They ’ve no phil-os-o-phy ! 


I cannot read the old books! 
You see I’m up-to-date! 
My cult is of the new gods, 
aun-Passion, Fury-Fate. 
The great god Pan to Mod 


ern 
Is chief eee 
I cannot bow to old gods, 
They ’re fetish frumps to Me! 


I will not read the old books ! 

ar Sneed Gs tae Orenty pend 
ey grove e Grundy- 8 
Thet virile readers vex, 

They ’re non-erotic, crass, chaotic, 

s earliest A B C. 

No, no! JZread the New Books. 

They thrill and tickle Me! 


On nis ‘* Cunzonany” Rr- 
MARKS.—A propos of Mr. Curzon 
and his burg us simile, M. 
FRANcIs DE Pressensé, Foreign 
Editor of Ze Temps, wrote a 
thoroughly Press-sensé-ble to the 








Their maids so milky meek. ‘'TaEe Laocoon,” Times Friday. 
FROM THE DIARY OF A LAUREATE. Meee A mad Bee hae te ee ein Tice ate 


Hana it! Wish some other fellow hadn’t written ‘‘ Rule, 
Britannia,” It would come in now admirably. Wonder if any- 
body knows anything more of it than the chorus? Let me see— 
how did first verse commence P 

“ When Britain first at Heaven’s command 
Arose from out the azure main.”’ 
Capital! just exactly what I was of! bother it! It’s the 
idea! Can’t get it out of my appy T. —I see— 
** Britain first” is the keynote, ‘‘ First”: bariunias at the begin- 
ning—good,—that ’s it—must make a start somehow. 
“In the beginning when——” 
Ahem! sounds scriptural, Um. Well, why not? Iwill. Hap 
Thought.— Develop idea of Britain ‘‘in the beginning — when, : 
what? Go back a little. What is comprised in the word “ Britain” ? 
Island: water—sea—shore—shingle—(bravo! note down ‘‘ shingle’’) 
—beach—fields—woods—fastnesses! Whoop! Lovely word ** fast- 
nesses,” Can’t fit it in. Pity! What colour ‘‘fastnesses”? Grey! 
Splendid!! And fields—what colour fields? Depends on time of 


year, Happy Thought.—Any time of year will do. Poetry, not for 
any parti season, butforall time, Say ‘‘ green’ forchoice. Got 
it! ‘Grey fastnesses and green fields.” No, no; common-place ; 


and ‘* fastnesses ”— beautiful word—but can’t fit it into metre. 

Query—Change metre? No: I’m strung up for this jerky put- 
’em-together-anyhow-chaotic-sort-of-pre-creation-of-world metre. 
Must stick to it. It’s original. And what I like is Originality, if 


one can only get it! I’ve got it; and [’ll keep it. ** Grey 
1 Se fee" pemeen, ’ By Jingo! that’s it! Omit the 
“fast”! Lovely!! Here :— 


* Grey-green nesses,” 
Bravo! bravissimo! Aninspiration. Whatare ‘‘ nesses”? Doesn’t 
matter ; if Jdon’t know, nobody else will. Note it down for use when 
wanted, Sure to come in somewhere, Wish I could think of some- 
thing new about the sea! Should like to call it ‘‘ the azure main,” 
but the chap who wrote ‘‘ Rule, Britannia’”’ did that, hang him! 
me sea—no, I mean ‘‘see’’ (no levity). What’s in the sea? 
"XS rae ea Whales! Hooray! Whales! England and 
Whales! that is ‘‘ Britain.” Oh dear! No, I mustn’t joke. I must 


main” !) Mariner ‘ploughs sea.” Why not ‘‘whale” instead of 
“* mariner”? P Pisashing the land? Ploughing the water? Triumph! 


Another line! 
** And whale-ploughed water.” 


Bee-autiful! That will do for to-night. Bring in shingle, valleys, 
and mists to-morrow. Good night! Ido wish that idiot, whoever 
he was, had never written ‘‘ , Britannia.’ Deuced hard on me. 


An Appeal, when in Distress, to my Aunt. 
(By a modest Nephew.) 
Sweer Aunt, I’ve lov’d you as I should, 
And never ask’d you for a stiver. 
I’min a mess I must confess, 
Will you, as dear old Uncle would, 
Upon my watch advance a “‘ fiver’ ? 


A MUSICAL HINT. 


At St. James’s Hall Ballad Concerts the Meistersingers gave 
Gorman’s “Whene’er I Gaze.” This was announced in the 
papers everywhere. Of course Gaze deserves this publicity. We 
are not ‘‘a deniging of it.” But wouldn’t it be fair and square 
towards the other and elder firm of tourists’ agents if the same sweet 
warblers were, alternately with this, to give a madrigal entitled, 
‘** Whene’er I Cook” ? We are not aware of the existence of such 
a concerted piece, but surely it might be at once written, composed, 
and ormed, Then one verse, as an ensemble, would do justice 
to both these estimable and useful Travelling houses, As 
Whene’er I Gaze on amounts 
For travels, reduced they be; 
Whene’er I Cook my accounts 
I'm saving my &. 8. d. 

This verse is just given gratis, as a mere suggestion, by our own 
Private Laureate—not ALFREDO caro—and may be applied, 
and developed, by the Meistersinger-in-Chief, for the public benefit, 
and his own, whenever he takes it. 


thus :— 
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SONG OF THE NEW NOVEL- 
READER. 


Atr—‘'I cannot sing the old songs,” 


I cannot read the old books! 

They always bore me so. 

I never read the old books, 

They are so dull and slow. 
Dickens and Scort are awful rot, 
é aaah ts 8 ee 

canno noes 

They give the naa to 


I cannot read the old books ! 
Just think of Rasselas ! 
BrrRELt calls Jonnson hero, 
J call him an old ass, 
sage 8 and Burke I always 
8 
DRYDEN and Pork I flee. 
I cannot read the old books, 
They ’re far too ‘‘ dry” for Me! 


I cannot read the old books! 
DICKENS is cow : 

I once could laugh o’er Pickwick, 
But that was long ago 

I tried a bit of Chuzzlewit 
The other day, to see 

But I cannot read the old ** Boz,” 
Sam Weller sickens Ms! 


I cannot read the old books ! 
I’m orced to skip and dodge. 
eehareeie s such a 
And Scotr’s af 
Di Vernon is old-fashioned - biz, ” 
And Becky, so is she. 
I cannot stand those old “' crocks,” 
They have no charm for Me! 


I cannot read the old books! 
They ’ve neither style nor chic, 

Their men are so provincial, 
Their maids so milky meek, 





DOLLY'S CLAssics. 


‘'THE Laocoon.” 


They ’re not ‘‘sincere,” and of 


small beer 
Their chronicles ali be, 
I cannot stand their old **s 8,” 
Their bleat just sickens Me! 


I cannot dear the old books! 
They make me squirm and 


blench. 
They ’ve no dusk touch of Nor- 
way, 
They ’ve no sharp dash of 
French. 


ren 
Nay, you will miss ‘' analy 
With which the Yank a 80 
I cannot stand the ‘‘ old gang,” 
They ’ve no phil-os-o0-p 


I cannot read the old books! 
You see I’m up-to-date! 
a cult i - of the new gods, 
: aun-Passion, Fury-Fate. 
The eres god Pan to Modern 


Is chiet renee 
I cannot bow to old gods, 
They ’re fetish frumps to Me! 


I a not read the old books ! 
They ’re so unsound on 
ae ore to the Grundy-bonds 
readers Vex, 
They ’re non-erotic, crass, chaotic, 
s earliest 
No, no! Jread the New Books, 
They thrill and tickle Me! 


On unis ‘* Cunzonany” Rr- 
MARKS.—4 propo oot Mr, Curzon 
and his burg mile, M, 
FRANCIS DE Puneet, Foreign 
Editor of Le Temps, wrote a 








FROM THE DIARY OF A LAUREATE, 


Hane it! Wish some other fellow hadn’t written ‘‘ Rule, 
Britannia.” It would come in now admirably. Wonder if any- 
body knows anything more of it than the chorus? Let me see— 
how did first verse commence P 

“When Britain first at Heaven’s command 
Arose from out the azure main,”’ 


See ah just exactly what I was of! bother it! It’s the 
idea! Can’t get it out of my head. Happy ae at —I see— 
** Britain first’’ is the keynote, * the begin- 


iime--aend thas? s it—must make a aa iamakae 
“In the beginning when——” 


Ahem! sounds scriptural, Um. Well why not? I will. Happy 
Thought. ee idea of Britain ‘‘in the beginnin — when,’ 
what? Go back a little. What is comprised in the word “Britain” ? 
Island: water—sea—shore—shingle—(brayo! note down “‘ shingle”’) 
—beach—fields—woods—fastnesses! Whoop! Lovely word ‘** fast- 
nesses,” Can’t fit it in. Pity! What colour ‘‘fastnesses’”? Grey! 
Splendid!! And fields—what colour fields? Depends on time of 
year, Happy Thought.—Any time of year will do. Poetry, not for 
say agree ss season, butforall time, Say ‘‘ green” forchoice, Got 
*“‘ Grey fastnesses and green fields.” No, no; common-place ; 
a ‘* fastnesses ”— beautiful word—but can’t fit it into metre. 
Query—Change metre? No: I’m strung up for this jerky put- 
’em-together-an yhow-chaotic-sort-of-pre-creation-of-world metre. 
Must stick toit. It’s original. And what I like is eens if 


one can ~y, get it! I’ve got it; and I'll ll keep it ** Grey 
- —** fast ’’—“‘ nesses,” By Jingo! that’s it! Omit the 
**fast”’! Lovely!! Here :— 


“ Grey-green nesses,” 

Bravo! bravissimo! Aninspiration. Whatare ‘‘ nesses”? Doesn’t 

matter ; if I don’t know, nobody else will. Note it down for use when 

wanted, Sure to come in somewhere. Wish I could of some- 
thing new about the sea! Should like to call it ‘the azure main,” 

but the chap who wrote ‘‘ Rule, Britannia” did that, hang him! 

me ees I mean ‘‘see”’ "(no levity). What’s in the sea? 

! Hooray! Whales! England and 


that is Britein” 
Whales! that is ‘ Britain,” Oh dear! No, I mustn’t joke, I must 


thoroughly Press-sensé-ble to the 
mes Friday. 
curb my Pegasus! I must use my Pegasus as a cart-horse. | Cart. 
teed In field. Sea ane in ‘* azare ae ” (Dash ‘azure 
ain’’!) Mariner ‘‘ plo sea.” Why ‘* whale” geen of 
“ mariner” P Ploug nee the lend land ? Plonghine’ the water? Triumph! 
Another line! 


** And whale-ploughed water.” 


Bee-autiful! That mal a for to-night. Bring in shingle, valleys, 
and mists to-morrow. ot Es I do wish that idiot, whoever 
he was, had never ees ** Rule, Britannia.’’ Deuced hard on me. 


Anu Appeal, when in Distress, to my Aunt. 
(By a modest Nephew.) 
Swaer Aunt, I’ve lov’d you as I should, 
And never ask’d you for a stiver. 
I’min a mess I must confess, 
Will you, as dear old Uncle would, 
Upon my watch advance a “‘ fiver’’ ? 


A MUSICAL HINT. 
At St. James’s Hall Ballad Concerts the Meistersingers eave 


Gorman’s ‘ eee ‘i nae was tis pabliaty.| we 

everywhere. course Gaze deserves this publici e 
are iat “a deni of it.” But wouldn’t it be fair and square 
towards the other and elder firm of tourists’ agents if the same sweet 


warblers were, aiternatel with this, to give a madrigal entitled, 
** Whene’er I Cook” ? e are not aware of the existence of such 
a concerted piece, but surely it might be at once written, composed 
and ormed. Then one verse, as an ensemble, would do justice 
to both these estimable and useful Travelling houses, As thus :— 
Whene’er I Gaze on amounts 
For travels, reduced they be; 
Whene’er I Cook yA oa 
I'm saving my £, 8 
This verse is just given gratis, as a mere — b pot 


ere ee aioe oh a a 
y the er-in- or the public 
and his own, whenever ho thait 
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EH? I sovent Ten Pounpds 


Brown, ‘*‘ WHAT A LOT YOU MUST HAVE GOT!” 


THE FALL OF FOGSON. 


Focson had been absent for more than a 
year from the meetings of our — phic 
club, and most of us would have borne the loss 
with some fortitude if he had never returned 
atall. It was undeniable that Fogson took 
better pheeertons than the rest of us, bat 
this fact did not justify the disparaging and 
offensive criticisms which he used to utter 
about the work of his fellow-members, In 
his capacity as President, he had even had the 
effrontery to bestow the annual gold medal 
er himself, while declining to award the 

ver and bronze ones ‘‘on account of the 
exceedingly low standard attained by the 
exhibitors.” 

So it was not with unmixed sorrow that one 
day we learnt jrom Fogson his intention of 
making a tour round the world, _ 

~~.) return,” he said, ‘‘ with such a 
collection of pictures as you incompetent 

inners cannot even imagine,” 

omebody suggested that his lu e would 
be rather heavy, if it was to include all his 
apperatue, 

‘Not at all,” he replied, triumphantly. 
** I shall take only one detective-camera, sp2- 
cially titted with a film long enough to take 
five hundred pictures. That will be abso- 
lutely all.’’ 

Someone else regretted that space couldn’t 
he found for at least'one clean collar. But 
Foason took no notice of the irreverent sug- 
gestion, and shortly afterwards went away to 
obtain his new ‘‘ Dokak’’ from the shop, as 
he was to leave England on the following day. 

We got on very well in his absence. A 
the pictures at our annual exhibition were 20 


good that year that we decided to award 
twenty-four gold medals. Our club has just 
two dozen members, not including Foasoy. 

One evening, about thirteen months later, 
our President suddenly re appeared in our 
midst. We asked if his tour had been suc- 
cessful. ‘‘Successful!’’ he exclaimed, ‘‘It 
has been magnificent! My dear friends, you 
may congratulate me. I have taken such a 
series of photographs as will give me world- 
wide fame. I have undergone the most un- 
heard-of dangers and privations; I have 
clim to the most inaccessible parts of the 
earth; I have been lowered in diver’s dress, 
with my camera, to the bottom of the Pacific ; 
I have photographed a voleano in full eruption 
from the edge of the crater, I——”  __ 

We interrapted his eloquence to inquire 


when the results of his journey would be 
visible. 
** Almost at once,” he replied. “I sent on 


my ‘ Dokak’ in edvance to Messrs, LENS AND 
Hypo’s, telling them to onree my pictures, 
and to send the prints here. They may arrive 
at any time,” 

At this moment a page entered the room 
with a note, which he handed to Foason, 

**Ah, this is from the shop,” he said, 
quickly tearing it open: ** now we'll see... 
why... good heavens!”” He suddenly became 
deadly pale, and staggered backwards into a 


chair. For a moment we thought that he 1 


was about to have a fit. . 

** Read it!” he said, in a faint voice, drop- 
ping the letter to the ground. The secretary 
picked it up, and read aloud as follows :— 


** Deak Srz,— Your camera is duly to hand. 


We see to say, however, that through an 
oversight—doubtless due to the haste with 


which your order had to be executed—no roll 
of sensitized ger eriged rg inside it. ' Thus, 
although the rest the mechanism is in 
perfect order, there is, of course, no record of 
any of the scenes which you imagined your- 
self to be photographing, as the interior of 
the camera is absolutely empty.” 


The Presidentship was declared vacant next 
day, and Foason has not been heard of since. 


THE PLEA OF PILGARLIC. 
(The Impecunious Income-tax Payer to the Jingo 
Patriot.) 


** PAY up like a man, and don't grudge it!” 
_That’s grand patriotic advice. 
Sie MicHaxt projecting his Budget, 
No doubt feels exceedingly nice : 
But oh! when I have to make payment 
Of eightpence—or more—in the pound, 
ay running short of new raiment, 
ill not look so nice, 1’ll be bound. 
The last three years’ average, verily, 
Makes me feel sad and look glum. 
Patriots perorate merrily, 
I—pay my tax and am dumb. 
But oh! Creveranp, Kriierr, Ruores, 
WILI-I-aM 
And backers of Jaweson’s raid, 
Can you guess how alarmed at the bill I am, 
Or with what sore effort ’tis paid P 
When one a limited income 
A falling one, thoughts will obtrude ; 
Wild wondering whence will the tin‘come ; 
And oh! tax-collectors are rude! 
With a rather exacting Exchequer, 
nr pee ereens and curt, 
isn’t easy eep up one’s pecker, 
Or even to keep in one’s shirt. 
When a big tax is claimed in a lump, it 
mes on a purse that is small, 
I fear I shall ‘* go off my crumpet ‘ 
As taxes arise, and“‘ screws” fall. 
Some ‘‘ returns’’ are far less than receivings, 
But mine, I admit it, are more. 
Both dodges, no doubt, are deceivings, 
But oh! to be sniffed at as poor 
To tradesmen and such may spell ruin. 
And somehow things wil/ get about. 
Five hundred! There’s little that’s true in 
My income’s return I much doubt. 
Bat if I put less they might fancy 
My business was going to pot. 
[ try to explain this to Nancy, 
But she—wanting bonnets—says ‘‘ rot!” 
She’d give it two hundred and fifty, 
And storm if they deemed that too small ; 
For women, though shifty and thrifty, 
Have no *‘ point of honour” at all. 
But when young thrasonical Ji 
Will shout ** We’ve the money!” I wish 
The spouters of patriot lingo, 
Who at my “‘ tightfistedness”’ rish, 
Could but know how confoundedly trying 
’Tis sometimes to ‘‘ scrape up” the tax, 
When creditors all round are crying, 
And current expenses so wax, 
I don’t—when I’ve got some cash—grudge it 
To pay for our Navy—oh, no / 
Bat still , 1 do hope the next Budget 
May knock off a penny or so! 


‘** Kort Victor.” — Prince CHRISTIAN 
Victor of Schleswig- Holstein will of couree 
reside in a Kofi Palace on his retarn to Eng- 
and, 


MipWay IN THE Footsatt CoMPERrTITION, 
—** Half a League onward,” 


Surraste Name Yor THE Rap, — The 
Caledonian Boer-Hunt. 
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LONG AGO LEGENDS. 


Y® PROUDE OITTIE MAN, Y® BYSSHOP AND Y® 
SPECULATORE, 


A CERTAYNE cittie man was in converse wythe a bysshop, He 


was a proude cittie man, ffor he had a fayre resydaunce in Kensyng- 
tone, and hys wyfe and daughters were fyne 
everie monthe 


ladyes, and one daye in 
ey woulde be atte home to theyre ffryendes, and 
woulde gyve each 
herself ayres 
when they dyd 
go @ shoppynge. 
And w ; tks they 
were a talkynge 
who shoulde come 
that waye but 
ToMKYNGES, y* 
grett dealer in 
golde and dya- 
monde mynes, in 
jg ryche tyre, con- 
nynglie browded, 
wyth jewellis 
upone hys es 
and raymente, 
¢fand who had a 
grett house in 
Pickadilla, wyth 
servantes and 
horses wythoute 
_finumbere. And 
_ ffy* proude cittie 





as e 
bysshop shoulis 
see he dyd knowe y* famouse man; and s00 stood alerte toe catch 
hys iye that he myghte nodde and smyle upon hym. But Tom- 
KYNGES went hys waye with hys nose in y* ayre and tooke no notyce 
ever 80 lyttle. 

Te popinjay 1 cryed y* proude cittie man, who coulde not 
restrayne hys ire; “‘ why, my lorde, I dyd knowe that man when he 
hed not a jyrkyne toe hys back, and walked x 

or 


ttere callynge 
: xees and bones ! . A ryghte goode callynge, si i 
cnc reproofe ; ‘contra bonos 


e was but rags 
and bones hymeelfe. , 
** Nay,” sayd y* bysshop, wvthe 
mores. ‘not ill of olde ffryen 
. Y* proude cittie man toke hys leave wythe thoughte upone hys 

rowe, 


INGOLDSBY AND SHAKSPEARE. 


signee won’t—won’t he? Then bring me my boots!’ said the 
avon,” 

Now this quotation is from the tale of Grey Dolphin, which, as 
everybody knows who reads, or has read, anything, is one of the prose 
stories included in the Ingoldsby Legends written by the Rey. RicHakp 
Hargis Barnam. Les —< esprits se rencontrent occasionally, 
and in this matter of ‘‘ boots” SHAKsPEARE anticipated Ingoldsby. 
Turn to Richard the Second, Act V., Sc. 2. I give it compressed :— 


** Duke of York, Give me my boots, I say! 
a2 : [Exit servant for boots, 
Duchess. What is the matter ? 
** York, Bring me my boots.” (This he must shout loudly as the 
servant, according to stage direction above, has gone for them.) ‘I 
g. 


will unto the kin 
** Re-enter servant with boots, 
; sane (to servant), Hence, villain! never mora come in my 


[Jt was a nice family to live in. Duchess is now preventing servant 
from handing boots to Duke, while their son AUMERLE i8 
standing by. Pretty domestic scene in High life ! 

** York (naturally irritated), Give me my boots, I say!” 


But the Duchess won’t let him have his boots. During the 
remainder of the scene, while the servant, who remains on the stage, 
must be dodging about trying his best to give the Duke his boots, 
and AUMERLE 18 arding the scene quietly, the Duchess, now 
Has nor onahig kia, ie partake onoaiing ie ue oe 

, now c , is perpe y preven e Duke from 
f ting on his boota, Finally. utterly 


sitting down rtey and putti 
exasperated, the Duke exclaims :— 
**Make way, unruly woman!” and flinging her aside rushes off 
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violently, followed, of course. by “‘ servant with boots.” SHAKSPEARE, 
hose genius never disdained trifles, makes far more out of the Duke’s 

than does Ingoldsby of the Baron’s. : 
Shou!d Mr. Forsges Rospeatson well and wisely determine on 

reviviog this play of SHAKsPEARR’s, himself taking the part of the 


unhappy King Richard the Second, with whom the audience must 
always bein sympathy, may ieee that he will give due prominence 
to this particular rcene, and will take great care that the property 


boots be effective? The Duke of York should be played by Mr, 
TERRISS, specially Sones He can *‘ make-up elderly ” ; and then 
how finely would he thunder forth ‘‘ Give me my boots!’ For the 
Duchess, who has to implore him on her knees, let the part be confided 
to Mrs. Parrick CAMPBELL, Mr. ALEXANDER should play Aumerle ; 
and the part of the servant, who brings in the boots, on whore 
business with the Duke and Duchess, and on whose facial expression 
the entire effect of the scene depends, might be safely entrusted to 
Mr. PENnLEY, whore performance in dumb show, when, with the big 
boots in his hand, he tries to dodge the Duchess, would attract the 
whole of London. Mr. Forses Rospertson will do well to consider 
this friendly hint from A. P. 


FASHIONABLE ARRANGEMENTS (UP TO DATE). 


THE Court at Osborne. 

The German Emperor at or near Berlin. 

The Patwe Minister at Downing Street and Hatfield. 

The Duchess of WINKLESEA’s bazaar in aid of the West African 
ae Boot Fund. 

r, A. J. Batrour at Golf after meeting Parliament. 
_ The P. P. C. Club attend a meeting of the ‘‘ Au Revoir” Associa- 

tion at Farewell Lodge. 

Mrs, TINWHISTLE’S Small and Early. Carriages at 4 a.m. 

Courts open at Bow Street, Marlborough Street, Westminster, &c. 


Der Bortss, 


t| Sitting magistrates.in attendance. 


St. Paul’s ‘re Gallerv), Madame Tussaup’s (NAPoLEon’s 
Carriage). Tower (Crown Jewels), British Museum (mummies), |. 

Constant trains from Waterloo, Victoria, Charing Cross, London 
Bridge, Paddington, Liverpool Street, and other stations (punctuality 
not guaranteed), u eat 

Hanwell.—Entertainment to unemployed patients. 

Company Meetings.—Bunkum Railro ad (10), Salt Cellars Limited 
(11,30), Pigskin Pavement (11.45), Far-above-Boobies Mine (12), 
Ashanti Food Supply (12.15), Thames Mud Recovery (1), Robberi- | 
Jobberi Gem Mines (1.15), 

Professor Fr1zEtLE introduces the Salubrikon shaving soap at 
St. Barbe’s Hall, W. 

Tue Back Kitcurn. Etruscan Hall, diner dla Macédoine, accom- 
panied by comic songs, 3s. 6d. Tripe and larks’ feet suppers in the 
Scandinavian recess. Fried fish in the Jerusalem Chamber. 

RESTAURANT SPAGHETTI. Specialities: Frogs legs and oysters @ /a 
Piedmontaise ; Tutti frutti d la Ghetto, Private rooms for public 
parties. ‘Suppers during the theatres, _ 

Inauguration of the skatka Boarding Houre, Bloomsbury, by 
the Rey. Ginces Por. Refection at 5. By cards of invitation only. 

Great sale of wall-papers and window-blinds at Messrs, S1ucco 
AND LaTuHR, 19, Great Capa briige Siroet, W.C. 

Eaormous sacrifice of Irish iskey Tonic at Messrs. O Bocos 
AND SNARK’s, 1008, St. Bee’s Lane, E.C, 

Hairpins, curlers, tongs, &c., amounting to £55,347 5s. 2d., at 
Tourgt’s, Chevaline House, Conqueror Street, W. _ 

At Banacuer’s, Crimpside (the only house established 1895). two 
million rabbit and rat-skin pelisses, Note—BanacuHer’s, None 
other genuine. , 
- Madame FritevsE, Massage Japonais daily, 11 to 5. Open on 

andays. ‘ 

Unicycling. The Bike Emporium, Ratford Road, W. 
Corn cutting. Chez un professeur Francais, No, 1279, Gambetta 
Street, W.C. Strict secrecy. 

paines-rig, Bull and Bear Show. Stock Exchange Hall, E.C, 

Racing. maneewn Steeplechases (first day). 

See ominoes, and Draughts, Great matches (8), Ping 
Pong Club, Seven-Dials. 

Gadabout Theatre. Twenty-fourth edition of Paul Pry in Petti- 
coats, New songs, new dances, ‘‘ new wheezes,” new management, 
new authors. new call-boy. 

Vanito’s Varieties, Signor Porco the Pigman at 10, nightly. 
The Mac F rasa has returned, 


‘CARO NOME DEL MIO LI-cOR”’; OR, ‘‘ VERO ED BEN TROVATO.” 
A meeting of the Executive Committee of the Aberdeen Association for 
the Control of the Liquor Traffic was presided over by ——Dr. Beverineg!] |’ 
~ Wirnovt doubt, ‘‘ for the throat” is this medical seer, 
Whose name sounds especially ‘‘ jolly.” 
But he’d ‘* doc’”’—k the poor man of his beverage—beer, — 
~ And this sounds like absolute folly. ; 
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WHAT OUR NOVELIST HAS TO PUT UP WITH. 


His little Grandson is made to write (under dictation) to unknown 
enthusiastic American admirer of his works :—‘‘ Dean Mapau,— 


GRANDPAPA. WISHES ME TO WRITE AND THANK YOU FOR YOUR]; 


PHOTOGRAPH, AND FOR YOUR KIND LETTER TO HIM, IN WHICH YOU 
SAY YOU WOULD &s0 LIKE TO OROSS THE ATLANTIC AND MAKE HI8 
ACQUAINTANCE, SO THAT WHAT IS DIVINE IN YOU MAY HAVE AN OPPOR- 
TUNITY OF MINGLING WITH WHAT IS DIVINE IN GRANDPAPA, 

‘*GRANDPAPA THINKS IT WOULD BE VERY NICE INDEED, ONLY 
HE'S VERY BUSY JUST NOW; AND BESIDES, HE’S AFRAID GRAND- 
MAMMA MIGHT OBJECT, So, PERHAPS, YOU ’D BETIER NOT. 

‘* YouRS TRULY, JACK BooMER, 

‘*P.S.—GRANDPAPA CAN’T SEND YOU HIS PHOTOGRAPH, AS HE 

HASN'T BEEN TAKEN FOR THIRTY-FIVE YEARS,” 


ROUNDABOUT READINGS. 
On CoLps, 


Prior, I believe, tells us that— 
‘* Each changing season does its eo bring ; 
Rheums chill the winter, agues blast the spring.”’ 
Or, as CALVERLEY puts it, in words even more forcible, the winter 
s the season when— 
** M’s and n’s are mostl 
Pronounced like b’s and d’s.”” 


With me a cold does not take precisely that form, but it is, even 
without these mispronunciations, a serious and melancholy catas- 
trophe ; and, while it lasts, takes from life all that ordinarily makes 
life pleasant. I do not wish to intrude my own personal sorrows 
upon the reading public, but after all in matter, as I take it 
the pene and discomforts through which I struggle by the aid of 
hot drinks, handkerchiefs, and the other infernal paraphernalia 
of this minor fever. have been endured to an equal extent by the 
public at large. Now, nothing more consoles an invalid than to 
recount his desperate woes to his friends, and to assure himself of 
their sympathy by allowing them in turn—not at the same length, 
of course: no man’s illness is ever so serious as one’s own—to com- 
municate their distressing symptoms to him. Let me, therefore, 
put myself in an entirely impartial ag and imagine that in 
reciting my own experiences | am really listening to those of a very 
dear and intimate friend—which is, indeed, the case. 
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THE beginnings, then, of the colds to which my friend is occasion- 
ally a martyr, are invariably sudden and explosive. At one moment 
he walks erect, proud in the consciousness of perfect health. His 
eye is undi , his mind is clear, his muscles are firmly braced, 
his voice is resonant. Then, without a warning, three terrible deto- 
nations shake the house in quick succession, There comes a pause, 
and then two more rend the rafters. He has sneezed five times— 
the number five is fatal to him—and he knows that a cold has him 
in its clutches. At these well-known and terrific sounds the estab- 
lishment is convulsed. ‘“‘ He’s got it,” the butler remarks to the 
cook, ‘‘ Yes, and it’s a bad one. He’s managed to keep it off a 
good long time this season, but I knew it had got to come. Y, 
put his blue shawl in his bed, make up his fire, and don’t forget the 
hot-water bottle.”” At these words from the mistress of the kitchen, 
the housemaid bustles away to make the customary preparations, 
and the butler nave pl his master's slippers by the fire, imme- 
diately busies himself with the brew of a jorum of port-wine negus 
or mulled claret, specifics sanctified by a long h ld tradition as 
the first line of defence, the domestic navy, against the treacherous 
attacks of the cold-fiend. 


THE five sneezes have been the signal for the mobilisation of the 
home army. No further orders are required from the unfortunate 
master, even if he were capable of giving any. But as for him, the 
well-cushioned seat of his arm-chair receives him. There he reclines, 
huddled, a mere semblance of a man, now racked with despair, now 
tortured with illusive hope, and the walls re-echo with the trumpet 
sounds of his affliction. Not otherwise an eagle, borne aloft upon the 
invincible power of sp wings, beholds upon the plain below 
a kid, sporting in the meadows. Downward he starts from the upper 
heights, his fierce spirit aflame with the desire of prey, ruftled as to 
his haughty plumage, and, with rending beak and greedy talons 
seizes the soft offspring of the mother-goat. In vain its bleatings fill 
the air; in vain its sorrowing parents and the flocks of the shepherds 
pour forth lamentations, and witness each departure with black 

ief gnawing at their hearts. Up, and ever up, soars the kingly 

ird, depositing his prize, at length, in his eyrie, a feast not unap- 
nse by the partner of his throne and her soft-plumaged brood. 

ut, below, the mother-goat is desolate, nor do the rich pastures 
give her comfort. So a cold—— Well, in fact, to finish with the 
simile, the cold is as an eagle, the cold’s victim is as the kid; and 
beyond a general resemblance, it is never possible to press a simile 
in the classic form. 


But, as I said, the sufferer lies in his armchair, and at first he 
ho A cold! pooh, the notion is absurd. The weather is warm 
and spring-like; he has not been conscious of damp socks or sitting 
in draughts, or any other rashness, It can’t be areal cold; merely 
a fit of sneezing which will pass away and leave no trace. So he 
thinks, but all the time there are little creeping shivers, the demon’s 
antenne, playing up and down his spine; his skin turns to that of 
a goose; he shifts himself closer and closer to the fire without 
soquiring any warmth ; his hair seems endowed with a mali tly 
independent existence; each separate hair him, then 

y persist- 


begins to 
they all combine and rake his throbbing head with a d " 

ence, and eventually the ul butler enters unsummoned with a 
relay of dry handkerchiefs on a tray, and an announcement that 
dinner will be ready shortly, that he doesn’t suppose his master 
intends to dress, and will he have the usual amount of sugar in the 
hot port wine. this, only one hope remains. He lights a 
cigarette. Misery—he cannot taste it. Then heis, indeed, in for a cold, 


No matter: it shall be checked—nipped in the bud. Feed a cold 
and starve a fever; wherefore, immense eee of food are con- 
sumed—and all to no avail. For the handkerchief, the white flag of 
surrender, flutters without ceasing, the eyes pour with copious tears, 
the tongue is parched. And as he enters his bedroom the sufferer 
sees the ancient blue shawl deftly and invitingly spread, the shawl 
that is brought out only for these calamities, and retires to its 
cupboard with reluctance long after all danger is over; and a bulge 
in the bedclothes proclaims that beneath that spot lies snugly 
nestling the hot-water bottle which is to spread its comfort from the 
feet upward ee the whole system, and bake him in his bed. I 
need not protract the pitiful story. Men laugh at colds, but for real 
misery, for the misery which leaving you strength takes away joy, 
which tosses and tortures and roasts and freezes, which tears you 
and then tears each separate piece, which makes tobacco a loathing, 
and robs even a Norwegian anchovy of taste—for such a misery as 
pis -_ eee one name, and the name is Cold. May it perish 

om the land. 


SpeciaL New Woman Service.—It has been announced that the 
Reverend Aveusta Cuarin, D.D.—who might be familiarly addressed 
as ‘‘Chappie,” or, ‘‘ Young Chap ”’—has resigned her pastorate (sweet 
shepherdess f , and is ecm" London. If her Reverence ccupies a 
pulpit, then in the choir will be Mrs. CHANT. 
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THE SLEEPING BEAUTY OF THE NORTH. 
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AND DRAWS THE VEIL FROM HIDDEN ‘ NorTH,’” 
. e 
‘' THE MANY FAIL: THE ONE SUCCEEDS | ”"—TZennyson, 


* 


To THOSE THAT SEEK THEM ISSUE FORTH. 


** ALL PRECIOUS THINGS DISCOVER’D LATE 
For ‘PLUCK’ IN SEQUEL WORKS WITH FATE, 











[“‘ Dr. Nansen has reached North Pole, found land, and is returning.’’] 
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PUTTING IT NICELY. 
Young Lady (politely, to o’d Gentleman who is fiddling with gap), ‘‘I DON’T WI8H TO HURRY YOU, SIR, BUT WHEN YOU HAVE QUITE 


FINISHED YOUR GAME OF SPILIKINS I SHOULD LIKE 10 COME! 


: 








“BETRAYED BY THE INTERVIEWER!” 
(Fragment from a Matter-of-fact Romance ) 
Ruprrt had done his best to concilia‘e the representative of au 
4. 


Det: ctive, the newest of the long series of in " 
He had lunched him, smoked with him, joked with him. He 
believed that he had created a favourable impression. If he had to 
complain of anything, it was of the scanty attention raid to his 
stories, and the noise made by an apparatus that was brought into his 
studv by the investigator. 

‘** You will let me see the article when it appears,” said RupeEkrt, 
as he bade bis guest farewell. 

** Certainly,”’ was the answer; and the two men parted. 

**T trust that he will not omit my narrative of work and good 
deeds,” ie the now lonely celebrity ; ‘‘if he sets down all I 
relatid, I shall appear as a hero and a saint. And why not?” 

A fi rtnight later and the two were once again face to face. But 
now Rupert was furious 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 


Tue Chief of O. B. O. is not addicted to strong e, but, havi 
rccndin, wuctents 1 Gas seein lay, mak, Wo es 
ex ,w r it may o mply, means, - 
stance, his ‘‘ Ricuarp Davey,” author of this work, that rarely 
has he come across so good a compilation of short stories—all telling 
and all well told, none of them occupying more than the space of a 
thorough reader’s ‘‘ spare half-hour ”—as he has found in the small 
volume (title mentioned above) published by the Roxburgh Press. 
No ‘problems’? or mysteries among them. ‘‘ Darey sum, non 
Q2dipus,” says, in effect, the author. ‘‘I recommend the volume to 
all, and, more Olveri, ask for more,’’ says THe Baron. 


** Pottce! ’—** Hardly a week has without complaints being 
Icdged with the police,” wrote the. Pall Mall Gazette, a propos of 
brutal murder at Muswell Hill. The finished with ‘* as 
yet the police have no clue.’ What! not with all these ‘‘ com- 

ainta with the police ” almost every week ‘‘for some months 


: ** What do you mean, Sir, by proving me to be a coward and an t?’!! hen follows ** The lice theory is’»—and so forth. Of 
imposter P” he shouted. ‘ what use is ‘‘ theory’’ of silieh, ta nst actice” of burglars ? 
. acer Eeeretee your eye. _~ = erase When ‘“‘ Preventive Force,” after § y, warned no 
Ba you no o my disadvantage, ed IKUPERT, | + a a i g. 
ang? . ‘ow aun see base ek. Wan : . a prevent,” there is evidently something organically wrong 
: : . “s : : Waal Miss 
‘** By using the sr contrivance to which you took exception ices bees Ske heme ult the conteery, = eless 
when I brought it with me into your study. and notwithstanding, is alive, and, we trust, well. ‘ On, STANLEY, 
‘*T do not understand you.” on”—the stage again ! : 
** You will when I t 


ou that I photographed the working of 
your brain, and thus barard the ssereks seven have hidden hes 
me! And now I scientifi ; 
vee Rurest heard no more. The unforiunate celebrity had 


fainted 


Naw TITLE (suggested the Right Hon. J. Ch-mb-ri-n),— 
PresipENT Kricer ; or, ‘* Oom-Rute Pavt.” 


Latest DEVELOPMENT OF THE NEw Woman.—Girton girls going 
in for a ‘‘ Gamble.” 


New Name For a Party IN THE Lonpon County Councrt.—The 
Pro-Aggressives. 


GuarpIAN ANGELS,—The Flying Squadron. 
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PUTTING IT NICELY. 
Young Lady (politely, to old Gentleman who is fiddling with gap), ‘‘I DON’T WI8H TO HURRY YOU, SIR, BUT WHEN YOU HAVE QUITE 


FINISHED Your GAME OF SPILIKIXS I SHOULD LIKE 10 COME!” 








“BETRAYED BY THE INTERVIEWER!” 
(Fragment from a Matter-of-fact Romance ) 


Rupert had done his best to concilia'e the representative of The 
Det: ctive, the newest of the long series of meres periodicals. 
d with him, joked with him. 


He had lunched him, smoke He 
believed that he had created a favourable impression. If he had to 
complain of anything, it was of the scanty attention raid to his 
stories. and the noise made by an apparatus that was brought into his 


studv by the investigator. 

‘** You will let me a the article when it appears,” said RupErrt, 
as he bade bis guest f are 

** Certainly,” was the answer; and the two men parted. 

**T trust that has will not omit my narrative of work and good 
deeds,” thought the now psoony celebrity ; ‘‘if he sets down all I 
relatcd, I shall appear as a hero and a saint. And why act?” 

A fc rtnight later and the two were once again face to face. But 
now Rupert was f 

‘‘ What do you mean, Sir, by proving me to be a coward and an 

imposter ?”’ he shouted. 

‘* IT merely reproduced your thoughts,” was the calm res a 

“But I told you nothing to my at aan oemcie crie ied Rupee, | 

. ‘*How can you know what was passing 


‘* By using the simple contrivance to which you took cae 


when breach it wi _— into your study.” 

**T do not understan 

** You will when I rad ae you that I paohoareanes: | the wor 
your brain, and thus learned the secrets you would have hidden te 
me! And now I will explain scientifi — 


But poe heard no more. The unforiunate celebrity had 
fainted ! 


Naw TitLe (suggested the Right Hon. J. Ch-mb-ri-n),— 
PresipEnT Krices ; or, ‘‘ Oom-Rvute Pavt.” 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 


Tue Chief of O. B, O. is not addicted to strong e, but, havi 
perused all the storiesin The Sand Sea, he takes Rye whi 
ex , whatever it may otherwise imply, aaa in this in- 
stance, his “ RicHaRD Daver,” author of work, that rarely 
has he come across so good a compilation of short stories—all telling 
een cet ee oe one eee occupying more more than the space of a 
thorough reader’s ‘‘spare half-hour os ba bas Sound fu the nal 
aetaiar (title mentioned above) sabliched by the Roxburgh Press. 
No * problems ” or mysteries among them. ‘‘ Darey sum, non 
Cidipus,” says, in effect, the author, ‘*T recommend the volume to 

, and, more Oliveri, ask for more,’’ says THe Baron, 


** Pottce! ’—** Hardly a week has 
Icdged with the police,” wrote the. 
brutal murder at Muswell Hill. The 
yet the police have no clue.” What! no 
plaints with the police” almost every week ‘‘for some months 
past’’!! Then follows ** The police int is’’—and so forth. Of 
what use is ‘‘ theory’’ of police, as actice” of burglars ? 
When “ Preventive Force,” after y warned, no 

**prevent,” there is evidently something aaeniaally wrong. 

‘*Oy. Srantey, On.”’—Thus we address that talented Miss 
Atma SrTanzey, who, after reports all to the con contrary 
and notwithstanding, i . alive, and, we trust, well. On, STANLEY, 
on”’—the stage again ! 


LATEST DEVELOPMENT oF THE NEw Woman.—Girton girls going 
in for a ‘‘Gamble.”’ 

New Name For 4 Party IN THE Lonpon County Councit.—The 
Pro-Aggressives, 


GuarpIAN ANGELS,—The Flying Squadron. 
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[** Dr. NANsEN has reached North Pole, found land, and is returning.’’] 
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PUTTING IT NICELY. 


Young Lady (politely, to old Gentleman who is 
FINISHED Your GAME OF SPILIKIXS I SHOULD LIKE 10 COME!” 


“BETRAYED BY THE INTERVIEWER!” 
(Fragment from a Matter-of-fact Romance ) 


Ruprat had done his best to concilia‘e the ore of The 
Det: ctive, the newest of the long series of interviewin nd periodicals, 
He had lunched him, smoked with him, joked with him. He 
believed that he had created a favourable a eee If he had to 

complain of anything, it was of the attention raid to his 
a es. and the noise made by an ainacitaa | twas brought into his 
cake by the investigator 

You will let me see the article when it appears,” said Rupert, 
as he bade bis yee farewell. 

** Certainly,” was the answer; and the two oe 

**T trust that he will not omit my narrative of mak and good 
deeds,” ko the now lonely cere 7 ‘*if he sets down all I 
relatid, I shall appear as a hero and a And why not ?” 

A fi rtnight later and the two were ae again face toface. But 
now RouPertT was furious. 

‘* What do you mean, Sir, by proving me to be a coward and an 
pe P”’ he shouted. 

y reproduced your thoughts,” was the calm response. 

ani Bat I told you nothing to my disadvantage,” ia RvupPeERT, 

mind ‘*How can you know what was passing through my 


g the simple contrivance to which you took exception 

ao y eee in with me into your study,” 

**T do not understand igen 

‘** You will when I tell you that I phoma | oy workin 

your brain, and thus learned the secrets you would ha Soden fae 
a And now I will explain scien y—”’ 
; re} RvupERT aa no more. The unforiunate celebrity had 
ain 


Naw TITLE (suggested | by the Right Hon. J, Ch-mb-ri-n),— 
Uerr ; or, ‘* Oom-Rute Pavt.” 


with gap), ‘‘I DON’T WI8H TO HURRY YOU, SIR, BUT WHEN YOU HAVE QUITE 








OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 


Tue Chief of 0. B. O. im The Sand See, he taken his Davey 
perused all the stories in The Sand Sea, he tak 8 is Davey 
expression, whatever it may otherwise impl 
stance, his ‘‘ Ricuarp Davey,’ author of 
has he come across so good a ee of short 
and all well ee more than the space of a 
thorough reader’s ‘‘spare half —as a he has found in the small 
volume (title mentioned above) hon lished by the Roxburgh Press, 
No “‘problems’’ or mysteries among them. ‘‘ Darey sum, non 
Gidiputy a says, in effect, the author. ‘‘I recommend the volume to 
, more Oliveri, ask for more,’’ says THE Baron, 


‘* Potice! ’—** Hardly a week has without complaints being 
Icdged with the police,” wrote the. Pall Mall Gazette, a propos of 
brutal murder at Muswell Hill. The - finished with ‘* as 
yet the police have no clue.’ What! not with all these ‘‘ com- 
plain with the police”? almost ee week 
past’’!! Then follows *‘ The police theor is ”*—and so forth. Of 
what use is ‘‘ theory” of police, as again actice”’ of burglars ? 
When ‘Preventive Force,” after being specially warned, does no 

**prevent,’”’ there is evidently something eiatealis wrong. 


**On. Srantey, On.’’—Thus we address that talented actress — 
Atma STANLEY, ho, after reports all to the con contrary 
and notwithstandin ng, is alive, and, we trust, well. On, STANLEY. 

on”’—the stage ag 


7 hat reap 
stories—all telling 


Latest DEVELOPMENT OF THE NEw Woman.—Girton girls going 
in for a ‘Gamble.’ 


New Name FoR A Party In THE Lonpon County Councit.—The 
Pro-Aggressives, 


GuarpIAN ANGELS.—The Flying Squadron. 
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JOTTINGS AND TITTLINGS. 
(By Basoo Hurry BunesHo JABBERJER, B.A.) 
No. V. 


In which Mr. Jabberjee expresses his Opinions on Bicycling 
as a Pastime. 


In consequence of the increasing demands of the incomparable 
Miss JessimmnaA upon the dancing attendance of ae umble 
servant, I am lately become as idle as a newly painted ship, and have 
not drunk in the legal wisdom of the learned Gooroos who lecture in 
the hall of my Inn of Court, or opened the ponderous treatise of 
Hon’ble Justice BLACKSTONE or pison on Zorts, for many a 


jy. 

Still, as Philosopher Prato observed, ‘* Nihel humani alienum a 
me puto,” and my time has not been actually squandered in the theft 
of Procrastination, but rather employed in the proper study of Man- 
kind, and acquiring a more complete knowingness in Ars Vivendi, 

So I think it worth to direct public attention to the dangers of a 
practice which threatens to corey 
and carry the deteriorating trails of a serpent over our househol 
families, unless promptly scotched by benevolent firmness of a 
paternal Government. 

Need [explain Iamalluding 
to the nowaday ion for 
propelling oneself at a severe 
speed by dint of unstable and 
most precarious machinery ? 
It is now the exception 
which breaks the e to 
take the air in the streets 
without being startled by 
the unseemly spectacles of 
go-ahead citizens straddled 
upon such revolutionary con- 
trivances, threading their 
way with breakneck velocity 
under the very noses of 
omnibus and other horses, 
and ringing the shrill welkin 
of a erga aca be: ! 

Nay, even after the Cur- 
few has taken its toll from 
the knell of parting day, and 
darkness reigns supreme, 
they will urge on their wild 
career, illuminated by the 
dim religious light of a 
small oil lamp! 

I possess no knack of 
medical knowledge, but I 
boldly state my opinion that 
such daredevilry must neces- 
sarily inflict a deleterious 
result to the nervous or- 
ganisms of these riders; and, 
who knows, of their posterity 
For no one can expect to 
have hairbreadth escapes 
from the running gauntlet 
continuously, without suffering a shattering internal panic, while 
catastrophes of fatal injury to life and. Thad have become de 
rigueur. 

Experto crede—for I can support a obiter dictum by the crushing 
weight of personal experience. A few mornings since I had the 
honour to escort Miss Jessmmmina MANKLETOW and a middle-aged 
select female boarder into the interior of Hyde Park. The day was 
fine, though frigid, and I was wearing my fur-lined overcoat, with 
boots of patent Japan leather, and a Bombay gold-embroidered cap, 
so that I was a mould of form and the howling nob. 

Picture my amazement when, as I promenaded the path beside the 
waters of the Serpentine lake, I beheld a wheeled cavalcade of every 
conceivable age, sex, and appearanee ; eenile gaffers and baby bunt- 
ings; multitudinous women, some plump as a duckling, others thin 
Speirs he caies eee ee race 

-W cravats, rollin y upon two wheels, an 0 
dash through thick and thinl : ee 


On seeing which, the matured lady boarder did exclaim upon the! Park Co 


difficulties of the performance, and the vast crowd that had collected 
to view such a tour de force, but I, perceiving that those seated 
upon the machines no exorbitant exertions, and, indeed, 
appeared to be wholly engrossed in social intercourse, responded that 
no skill was required to circulate these bicycles, which, owing to 
being surrounded with air-cushions, would proceed proprio motu 
and without meandering. 


Thereupon Miss MANKLETOW expressed an ardent desire to behold | 


into an epidemical kind of plague, of my pantaloons, he propell 





La it, and, to my se, did 
“‘T instantaneously endured the total upset ! ”” rave Ay ange be er 
|motive power ap to be similar in every respect to the rest : 

80, iled by his representations that, under his instructions, I 
| should speedily become a chef-d'wuvre, I once more suffered myself 


myself upon one of these same machines, and—as we were now close 
to the effigy of Hon’ble Duke of WeEttineTon disguised as an 
Achilles, near which were certain bunniahs trafficking with bicycles 
—I, wishing to pleasure my fair companion, approached one of 
these contractors and bargained with him for the sole user of his 
vehicle for the space of one calendar hour, to which he consented at 
the honorarium of one four annas., 

But, on receiving the bicycle from his hands, I at once perceived 
my under a total impossibility of achieving its ascent—for no 
sooner pr ed one leg over the saddle than the foremost 
wheel averted itself, and the entire machine bit the dust, which 
afforded lively and infinite entertainment to my feminine companions. 

I, however, reproached the bunniah for furnishing a worn-out 
effete affair that was not in working order or a going concern, bat 
he, by assuring me that it was all right, cajoled me into tt once 
more. So, divesting myself of my fur-lined overcoat, which I com- 
manded a hobbardy oy of the sweeper class to hold, I again mounted 
upon the saddle, while the proprietor of the machine sustained it 
in a position of rectitude, and then, supporting me by the superfluity 
ed me from the rear, counselling me to 
Bat it all proved as the 
sadly insufficient dimensions 
and tine hardihood, 
and whenever the bicycle- 
man released his hold, I 
instantaneously endured the 
total upset ! ; 

Then again I reproved him 
for his Punica fides, inform- 
ing him that I required a 
machine that would ran with 
smooth progressiveness, pre- 
cisely similar to those I 
beheld in motion around me. 
To which he replied that I 
must not expect to be able to 
ride impromptu as well as 
individ who only 
mastered the accomplish- 
ment by long continuity of 
practice and industry. 

**Oh, man of wilytongue! é 
I addressed him. °* Not thus 
will Bay , ae TE my 
sup simplici or i 
the art were Tedeet so diffi- 
cult as you pretend, how 
should it be acquired by so 
many timid and delicate 
feminines and mere nurse- 
lings? This machine of 
yours is no but an 
obsolete hors de combat with 
which it is not humanl 
possible to work the oracle!” 

At which, waxing with 
indignation, he leaped upon 


ress my feet vigorously upon the paddles. 
abour of Sisyphus, for the seat was of 


| to mount themachine; but, whether from superabundant energy of my 
'foot-paddling, or the alarming fact that we were upon the descent of 
_& precipitous slope, I was soon horrified at finding that my instructor 
was stripped out, and I abandoned to the lurch of my Caudine fork! 
Oh, my ate ! My heart turns to water at the nude recollec- 
tion of such an unparalleled predicament, for the now unrestrained 
bicycle vires acquirtt eundo, and in are eee boots! While I, 
wet as a clout with anxiety and perspiration, did grasp the handles 
like the horns of a dilemma, calling out in agonised accents to the 
bystanders,—‘‘ Help! I am running away with myself! Half a 
nape for my life-preserver ! ”’ 
ut they were all as if to burst with laughter, and none had the 
ordinary heroism to intervene, and I with ever increasing rapidity 
was borne helplessly down the declivity towards the gates of Hyde 
ar rner, when, by the benevolence of Providence, the anterior 
wheel ran er a railing, and I flew off like a tangent into the 
comparative security of a mud-barrow ! : 
On my return and solicitous inquiry for my fur-lined overcoat, I 
had the er shock to discover that it was solvitur ambulando ! 
After such a shuddering experience and narrow squeak of my 
ees I confidently appeal to the authorities to extinguish this 
highly dangerous and foolhardy sort of so-called amusement, or at 
the very least to issue paternal orders that, in future, no one shall be 
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rmitted to ride upon any bicycle possessing 
fens than three wheels, o guilty of ter 
celerity than three (or four) miles per hour.’ 
The fair Miss KLETOW amended this 
ie by suggesting that the Public should 
restricted at once to perambulators; but 
this is, pene, majort cauteld, and an in- 
stance of the over-solicitude of the female 
intellect, for it is not feasible to treat an 
adult, who has assumed the toga virtlhs and 
tall hat, as if he was still mewling and puking 
in a tucker and bib. 


CONDENSED CONFIDENCE. 
(For Ladies only.) 


[As our unfair Correspondent has positively 
declined to share such emoluments as the mention 
of certain trading firms may bring in (qué adver- 
tisements), we have adopted a perfectly equitable 
course in saphconnany such names. N.B. Any 
inquiries on the subject must be addressed to 
Editor, marked “ private.”—Ep.] 


DEAREST ETHELINDA,— You owe me a 


thousand félicitations ; not on my birthday, 
for that you know only blooms with the early 
roses in June, but on an Event. I hasten to 


chronicle it with all speed in that perfumed 
violet fluid which Messrs. * * * have rendered 
so necessary to all fair correspondents, In 
a word, as Victrok Huco puts it, I have had 
a personal interview with the Duchess of 
Haeerrston!!!! Naturally je m’en raffole. 
Are you not surprised, sweet coz, and was I 
not right in oe your compliments? It 
was dear old General WHISKER (about whom 
such funny after-dinner stories are told, so 

FLANEUR assures me,) who arranged 
the meeting. The General is au mieux with 
her Grace, who, like a wise woman, does not 
care for the society of the ‘‘masherkins”’ (the 
dear Duchess’s own expression) of the frivolous 
theatres. However, imagine little ME (after 
an hour’s journey by train, when I did not 
catch cold, thanks tooneof Madame * * *’s new 
ree rallway, rage) aoe in e - at 

e frowning po agmagag Castle, a 
Norman structure which was taken by 
WILLIAM THE ConquEROoR from the Saxon 
Princess ELFwYDLA, and given to the Duke’s 
ancestor, who filled the post of Tire-Bouchon 
de la Cour on the field of Hastings. 

My arrival was evidently expected, for I 
was immediately ushered through a vast 
hall, filled with battle-axes, by an enormously 
tall footman, who would make his fortune in 
the Life-Guards, into the Duchess’s boudoir, 
The splerdid fellow — such a gentleman— 
begged me to be seated, assuring me that her 
Grace would join me in a few minutes, and 
having gracefully thrown some coals (the 
M-rq-s of X’s ‘* 
on the fire, left me with a princely bow to the 
contemplation of this delicious retreat—a 
niche in fairyland, with its delicate eau de nil 
hangings, furniture en sutte, and treasury of 
Sévres and Dresden ornaments, interspersed 
with roses, camellias, orchids, s, and tree 
ferns. Note-bookin hand, I jotted down some 
of the more striking objets d'art, such as a gold 
Cupid with turquoise eyes; a malachite foun- 
tain discharging extrait de réséda (* * *’s 
invention); a -length portrait in oils of 
* * *. the famous low comedian; framed 
photographs (signed) of the Crowned Heads 
of waren? | @ capacious ebony and silver box 
filled with * * *’s choicest cigarettes ; a marble 
bust of Mile, Z * *, the witty French chan- 
teuse ; a collection of richly illuminated Greek 


miseals ; a negro’s skull arranged as a candle- 
stick (I fancied I traced the skill of Messrs. 
* * * in this), and a superb 


rug made, as I 
afterwards ascertained, from the tails of 
guinea-pigs, and valued at many 


Siberian 


t Screened,” I could see) | brush 
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‘Og, I sy! wor’s ORANGE FREE STATE MEAN, BILLy?” 
‘‘'WHy, WHERE YER GITS YER ORANGES FOR NUFFIN, STOOPID |’ 





thousands of pounds. Perhaps you will smile 
at these minutie, but surely the woman in 
possession had a right to take the inventory 
My pencilling (* * *’s shorthand) was inter- 
rupted by the entrance of the Duchess herself. 
Ah! mamie, conceive a goddess, a Juno, with 
languishing blue eyes, gold-bronze locks, and 
the stature of Diana—a svelte divinity, who 
would have inspired the Muse of V * *, or the 
of P* *P** R * *, HerGrace was 

in cycling costume, which enabled me the 
better to view the fascinating proportions of 
her taille. I noted that her tailor-made 
knickerbockers were of thick quilted navy- 
blue silk, and her shapely legs incased in a 
pair of * * *’s Royal hose. her 
mouse-like Tr-lb-s were the pinked brogues 
for which * * * is so famous. The Duchess, 
producing a briile-gueule from her jacket 
et (the garment was cut @ la W-ll-m 
-ll-ce, with pebble buttons), lighted it with 

a real fusee, and observed in quitea business- 
like way: ‘‘Now I dare say that my time’s 
as valuable as youre, Miss What’s - your- 
name. You want to know something about 
me. Here goes. Dol hunt? Yes, and race, 
fish, shoot, cycle, as you see, yeah oes play 


the banjo, the ipes penny whistle an 
Jew’s harp. I can’t , and am ignorant 
of , but I write for half-a-dozen 


periodicals— someone corrects my articles, 
I don’t. I’m Dame-President of, the. Kag- 


magag Daffodil League, a bit of a Sanan 
BERNHARDT in my way, and can give twenty 
in a hundred at billiards to most men. The 
New Woman doesn’t concern me in the least, 
but I’m partial to distinguished old men. I 
like going the rounds and winning a good 
coup at baccarat. Monte Carlo’s twice as 

ood a place as this dingy old dust-pan of a 
Castle. If my ancestors had built it instead 
of the Duke’s, 1’d have sent all their ugly 
old mugs to the N ational Portrait Gallery. 
Any views as to the mission of our sex? Yes, 
to make the oof-bird fly. Literature? No 
time for books, prefer spicy, up-to-date 
journals. Now I’ve got a skittle match on, 
so you ’ll have to scoot. You'll find tea, or 
B.-and-8,, if you ra it, in the houee- 
keeper’sroom. Tal Tal!”  — 

Such, dear, were the ipse dixit words of 
this grande chatelaine. While I was iscuss- 
: *, 


ing a cup of ar ar Bokoe (Messrs. 
importation) with the ducal sénéchale—a 
fine old lady of some eighty winters—she 
gave me a recipe which you should try. It 
is short and savoury. Braise six fonds 
@artichaux in the gravy of three Surrey 
fowls; add the juice of four pomegranates, 
and three soft bloater roes, and serve with 
Parmesan cheese, French mustard and syrup 
of chicory. The latter can only be obtained 
m the* * * Co., Ltd. Ever, dear, 
Your loving cousin, Kans, 
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After Morning Service. 


““OH—ER—I ’M COMING AGAIN THIS AFTERNOON, YOU KNOW.” | 


SUNDAY COLLECTION FOR THE S. P. G. 


(Little Pedlington.) 





After Afternoon Service. 
**Oan—ER—I WAS HERE THIS MORNIAG, YOU KNOW.” 








"ARRY ON AFRICAN AFFAIRS. 


DEAR CHARLIE,—’Ow goes it, old Oyster? 
Shut up in your stuffy old shell, 
Out o’ town, out of life, out of heverythink, 
fur from the Bank and Pell-Mell, 
You’re a regular old Rip van Winkle, or 
winkle without the Rip van 
All ’ard-shell and ’orny blind hoptic. Lawks, 
’ow do you stand it, old manP 
In town things skip lively, I tell you; 
oe pots on the bile. . 
“POly calm”? Oh, my eye and a band- 
box, the ghost of old BEAKY must smile! 
True the Rads and ’Ome Rulers are kiboshed, 
7 and clean off their crumpets with spite, 
. But elsewere it is like good old times of ’eads 
| up, and ‘* We don’t want to fight.” 


With Rads it is always ‘‘tails down’’! 

: ’Owsomever they ’re not in the ’unt. 

Thanks to Brammagem Jor, who has floored 

| rar and seems coming slap to the 
ront. , 

I’ve given ’im beans ia the bygones, I’m 

nuts on that brave Doctor Jim, 

Bat Joz ’as ’is pints, I admit, and you 
cannot knock flies off of ’im, 


“*Pell-Mell and the Bank,” I remarked, 
CHARLIE, Ah! that’s the text for to-day; 

Toffs and Tin, CHartre, Fashion Funds! 
They ’re the only two barneys as pay. 

Ask Barney BarnATo, ask RHODES, ask poor 
dooks, ask a rich lady Yank ; 

And they ’ll tell you in Mammon’s own Bible 
the text is Pell-Mell and the Bank, 


That ’s wot old Sot Soromons tells me. 
Queer codger, old Sot. Off ’is chump. 


Sort of Sosherlist I. L. P. patriarch; learned| Z’m a thinking of going out, CHARLIE. 


on ** boom ”’ and on *‘ slump.” 


Like a grey JEREMIAH gone wrong, with a|‘‘’ARRY’s preaching,” thinks you! 


eN mere froze ’ard, 
Or a door-mat as badly wants beating. But 
can’t ’e spin yarns by the yard? 


Ram thing, mate, your fair stony-broker who 
lives up a court, on the cadge, 
Bangs -RotuscHitp in talking of millions. 
I’ll wager a crown to a fadge 
Sot knows more about bimetallism than 
' CHAPLIN or Batrour hisself ; 
And Son cays the Gods of our Period are 
Privilege, Pedigree, Pelf. 


The Prince and the Priest, grumbles Sot, 
’ave give place to a new tyrant-curse, 

As villainous-’ard and more vulgar, and that 
is the Power o’ the Purse, 

Poor Sot! That’s the bee in Azs bonnet. 
But swelp me JEMIMER, old man, 

If you can’t get a slice of good old ‘‘ Golden 
Calf,’”’ you must grub on cold ecran. 


So far Silly Sotty is right. ’Ow the doose 
can a cove cut a dash, 

In Society—Church, State, or Sport—if ’e 
ain’t got the ’andling of cash ? 

It need not be ’is own—to begin with, the 
shareholders’ shekels will do ; 

But, Caaruie, the duflingest game is ’ard 
work on a measly screw. 


Spekkylation’s the oyster, my pippin, from 
_. which you may rot the big pearl. 
Life is all pitch-and-toss, when you think on 
it. ot is it keeps up the whirl, 
Spins the artful ones up to the surface, sucks 
duffers and ’onest mugs down ? 
Well, it isn’t ’ard work and straight ways, 
you may bet Chartered shares to a crown. 


That’s wot set your pal on this aT 
eil, 
-mate, preaching is not ’ArRY’s mark—it 
don’t pay. ; 
But two quid a week and no perks 7s a getting 
a little mite slow; 
And Johannesburg—if there’s no fighting— |. 
would jest about suit me, I know. 


Only want to see JoszEpH more down on that 
artful old Datchman, and then 

I’m an Oatlander all round my ’at, CHARLIR, | 
either with pick or with p2n, 

Anythink but a rifle! It’s clear that your 
Boer is a bullying brute, 

Who will whine, and won’t mine, the old mug; 
but, by Jingo, ’e knows how to shoot. 


This mixing up bizness and bullets is bosh, as 
those Cornishmen thought. | 

If I’d been a soldier by trade, like a’ero, no 
doubt, I’d ’ave fought; 

But lor! to be called from the counter t» 
strap on a shot-belt and fight, 

May do all ey well for Dutch burghers, but 

dashed if I think it seems right. 


It’s a pity that brave Doctor Jim didn’t wipe 
those Dutch farmers clean out ; 

As with proper support, and no Jog, ’e’d ’ave 
done, I ’ave not the least doubt. 

Oh! I’m not nuts on potry myself, and I 
think ‘lines ’’ is mostly tin-pot ; 

But when I read Austrn—well, ’ARRY must 
own ’e felt ’appy and ’ot! 


They wos worthy of good old MacpERmort, 
they wos, them there lines, and no kid, 

A Briton as goes in a buster, and don’t care 
a blow wot ’e’s bid, 
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A POOR RELATION. 


Home Rote (disconsolately’. ‘‘WHAT’S TO BECOME OF ME?” 


Rr. Hon. J. C. ‘* WELL—THINGS HAVE GONE A BIT AGAINST YOU HERE, BUT THERE’S A NICE OPENING 
FOR YOU IN THE TRANSVAAL. PRESENT THIS LETTER OF INTRODUCTION TO MY FRIEND MR, KRUGER.” 
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‘‘OH—ER—I ’M COMING AGAIN THIS AFTERNOON, YOU KNOW.” | 
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After Afternoon Service. 
‘‘Og—rR—I WAS HERE THIS MORNIAG, YOU KNOW.” 








"ARRY ON AFRICAN AFFAIRS, 


DEAR CHARLIE,—’ Ow 7m it, old Oyster? 
Shut up in your stuffy old shell, 
Out o’ town, out of life, out of heverythink, 
fur from the Bank and Pell-Mell, 
You’re a regular old Lip van Winkle, or 
winkle without the Rip van 
All ’ard-shell and ’orny blind hoptic. Lawks, 
, ’ow do you stand it, oldman? - 
In town things skip lively, I tell you; 
digas pots on the bile. .. 
“YOly calm”? Oh, my eye and a band- 
, box, the ghost of old BEAxy must smile! 
True the Rads and ’Ome Rulers are kiboshed, 
and clean off their crumpets with spite, 
But elsewere it is like good old times of ’eads 
! up, and ‘* We don’t want to fight.” 


With Rads it is always ‘‘tails down”’! 
| ’Owsomever they ’re not in the ’unt. 

Thanks to Brummagem Jok, who has floored 
: them, and seems coming slap to the 


nt. 
I’ve given ’im beans in the bygones, I’m 
nuts on that brave Doctor Jim, 
Bat Jor ’as ’is pints, I it, and you 
cannot knock flies off of ’im, 


‘*Pell-Mell and the Bank,’”’ I remarked, 
CHarLiE, Ah! that’s the text for to-day; 

Toffs and Tin, CHARLtE, Fashion and Funds! 
They ’re the only two barneys as pay. 

Ask Barney BarnatTo, ask RuopeEs, ask poor 
dooks, ask a rich lady Yank ; 

And they ’ll tell you in Mammon’s own Bible 
the text is Pell-Mell and the Bank. 


That ’s wot old Sot Sotomons tells me. 
Queer codger, old Sor. Off ’is chump. 


Sort of Sosherlist I. L. P. patriarch; learned 
on ** boom ”’ and on ** slump.” r 
Like a grey JEREMIAH gone wrong, with a 

like Niagra froze ’ard, 
Or a door-mat as badly wants beating. But 
can’t ’e spin yarns by the yard? 


Rum thing, mate, your fair stony-broker who 
lives up a court, on the cadge, 


‘Bangs -RotHscHItp in talking of millions, 


I’ll wager a crown to a fadge 
Sot knows more about bimetallism than 
’ CHAPLIN or Batrour hisself ; 
And Sot says the Gods of our Period are 
Privilege, Pedigree, Pelf. 


The Prince and the Priest, grumbles Sot, 
’ave give place to a new tyrant-carse, 


As villainous-’ard and more vulgar, and that} 


is the Power o’ the Purse, ~ 

Poor Sot! That’s the bee in Azs bonnet. 
But swelp me JEMIm™ER, old man, 

If you can’t get a slice of good old ‘‘ Golden 
Calf,”” you must grub on cold ecran. 


So far Silly Soxtty is right. ’Ow the doose 
can a cove cutad 

In Society—Church, State, or Sport—if ’e 
ain’t got the ’andling of cash ? 

It need not be ’is own—to begin with, the 
shareholders’ shekels will do ; 

But, Caariz, the duffingest game is ’ard 
work on a measly seal screw. 


Spekkylation’s the oyster, my pippin, from 
_. which you may Pree the big pearl. 
Life is all pitch-and-toss, when you think on 
it. ot is it keeps up the whirl, 
Spins the artful ones up to the surface, sucks 
duffers and ’onest mugs down ? 
Well, it isn’t ’ard work and straight ways, 
you may bet Chartered shares to a crown. 


I’m a thinking of going out, CHARLIE. 
That ’s wot set your pal on this lay. 

‘““*ArRY’s preaching,” thinks you! Well, 

mate, preaching is not ’ARRY’s mark—it 

don’t Pay. . , 

But two quid a week and no perks zs a getting 
a little mite slow; ; 

And Johannesburg—if there’s no fighting— 
would jest about suit me, I know. 


Only want to see JoskPpH more down on that 
artful old Datchman, and then 

I’m an Oatlander all round my ’at, CHARLIE, 
either with pick or with p2n, 

Anythink but a rifle! It’s clear that your 
Boer is a bullying brute, 

Who will whine, and won’t mine, the old mug; 
but, by Jingo, ’e knows how to shoot. 


This mixing up bizness and bullets is bosh, as 
those Cornishmen thought. _ 

If I’d been a soldier by trade, Jike aero, no 
doubt, I’d ’ave fought; 

But lor! to be called from the counter t» 
strap on a shot-belt and fight, 

May do all very well for Dutch burghers, but 
dashed if I think it seems right. 


It’s a pity that brave Doctor Jim didn’t wipe 
those Dutch farmers clean out ; 

As with proper support, and no Joz, ’e’d ’ave 
done, I ’ave not the least doubt. 

Oh! I’m not nuts on potry myself, and I 
think ‘‘ lines ’’ is mostly tin-pot . 

But when I read Austrin—well, ’ARRY must 
own ’e felt ’appy and ’ot! 


They wos worthy of good old MacpERmort, 
they wos, them there lines, and no kid. 

A Briton az goes in a buster, and don’t care 
a blow wot ’e’s bid, 
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A POOR RELATION. 


Home Rous (disconsolately). ‘‘ WHAT’S TO BECOME OF ME?” | 
Rr. Hon. J. C. ‘“‘ WELL—THINGS HAVE GONE A BIT AGAINST YOU HERE, BUT THERE’S A NICE OPENING 
FOR YOU IN THE TRANSVAAL. PRESENT THIS LETTER OF INTRODUCTION TO MY FRIEND MR. KRUGER.” 





Nhe, = 


Fepsruary 22, 1896.] 





PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 





93 


Tar IB a 
i Pe it 


Sa) 


mah 


i QU ITE UNNECESSARY Qu ESTION. 


Newly-appointed Magistrate. 


IT say is a shore-going oo as laws and 
conventions will ju 

And to call such a vaste a mere fillibuster 
gives ’Arry the ’ump. 


**Raid” be jolly well jiggerei, dear boy! 
England fus t, and the rest as they can 

That ’s my motter, my own ‘* MonroE Doc- 
trine,’”’ as ought to be stuck to, old man, 

Spite o’ Dabsieean, aa s, German Hem- 

prors, andall sech houtsiders. Great Scotti! 

Old England, as Sotspury put it, can take on 

the whole blooming lot ! 


Yes, Sotsnury’s my man, bless ’is boko! If 
’e’d do a turn at the ’Alls, 
And recite ALFRED AUSTIN’S new pome, gad, 
we'd blow the roof bang off the walls! 
Brum Jor ?—well, so-so! - BaLrour ?—tol- 
1!—but Sonty and ALFRED ? Ob, lor! 


The -_ core for ‘‘ Marquidge and Minstrel ” 
d give German Bitty wot for! 
It’s aac ’s no class, that young Sossige, 


4s ought to know better, yes, much, 
Than to chip at’is Good readin de Grandma, 
along of a hugly Old Datch. 
If Arky goes out to the Transvaal ’e won't 
turn a Dute no fear ! 
And e won ’t want no Germans to swamp im; 
’e’s ad fur too much of ’em ’ere / 


I’ll watch ’ow things out, my pippin ; 

and if Joxz a as good ass wo word, 

And don’t knuckle hunder to Kricrr, like 
GLADSTONE,—as would be absurd,— 

And if the Rand ay don’t meah rifles, as 
I’ve no hambition to carry, 

The J ohannesburg Outland 


ers may ’ave the| ™ 
’onour of welcomin’ ? ARRY. 


THE <i Qurstion.—The North Pole! 
peeves i Who was at the head of it? 
Unionist ? or Conservative ? 


A NOTE FROM THE NORTH POLE. 


Arrival at Destination—Eureka! My ex- 
cursion—undertaken in the interests of civi- 
lisation and the proprietors of the Patent 

ardrobe Hat Company, Limited—has been 
successful! Have secured all vacant spaces 
on North Pole for advertising purposes. 
Already fixed up double-crown poster of the 
useful article for which I am travelling. The 
placard, showing the various compartments 
of the Patent Wardrobe Hat—here a & 
reserved for linen, there another for 8 
clothes, yonder a for boots—is most 
effective. The picture is displayed under 
Union Jack. Expect to do big business in 
Greenland. Advertising will sell anything. 
Shall advertise North Pole itself for sale, 
Lots more where that came from. Supply 
can be kept up to demand. 

Particulars of a Newly-discovered Land- 

mark.—After leaving the dreary waste—which 

I christened ‘‘ New Serlin,” out of compli- 

ment to the German EmpERoR—we came to 

some hot-water springs, women vise adapted 

to a first-class baths and 
-house 

Sad Sights.—A dead wall. Poor thing! 
Enlivened it at once with pictorial advertise- 
ment. coe for space to be made to 
me 

Cleans ae Possibilities ns the North Pole. 

ue shall we do now P my com- 

e, ering blankly at the other side of 

the the N orth Pole not yet used for advertise- 
ment purposes, ‘‘ Scratch a Pole,” I replied, 
briskly. Which we did: carving our names 
on it, and ae ae it. (And here, let 
me say, in view of any association being 
launched, that I I hold the concession, and 


* Have established Club here, with all modern 
appliances. 


‘¢ ANY PREVIOUS CONVICTIONS AGAINST THE PRISONER?” 








shall expect to be managing director.) So 
far as I am able to judge, ¢ e, e ice en 
ing the Pole is rich in gold, rubies, emeralds 
and other precious stones. Tobacco could 


be profitably grown with the assistance of 
my new patent process. Oyster beds might 
be laid out, and the bivalves exported to 
England ready frozen, The spot, on ac- 
count of its central position, is admirably 
suited to colonists, as it is equally ac- 
cessible from all parts of ner Asia, 
Africa, and America, As the soil has never 
been tilled, it is ripe for experiments in 
scientific farming. e climate is dry and 
bracing. There are natural advantages in 
the aoe that would be of the greatest 
per le service in establishing an ice manu- 

actory on the largest scale imaginable, As 
there are no railways omnibuses, nor cabs, 
there are naturally openings for all these in- 
dustries, Splendid site for golf-ground, ard 
promising career open to young man with small 
capital ready to accept position as foreman of 
works, tax collector, county councillor, tram- 
way director balloonist, bank manager, ad- 
betas of volunteers, county court registrar, 

ctor of hoardings, &c., Kc, 

.B. Should the Tussaud Wax-work people 
want a model of it (the real pole cannot be 
moved, at present, without creating - 
siderable disturbance) I shall be ha 
make arrangements for supplying 
ee an exact reproduction, on certain fair 

r 

In conclusion, I beg to state that should 
anyone doubt my assertions there is a very 
simple way of testing their accuracy. Those 
who do not believe WAN I say about the 
North Pole can judge for themselves by 
going there and seeing it! There is no 
charge for ee ~~ the direction for 
the road is ‘‘as s as you can go, and 
then turn sharply to se left. . 


” Nepthy 2@ 
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T say is a shore-going NELson, as laws and 
conventions will jump, 

And to call such a buster a mere filibuster 
gives ’Arry the ’ump. 


**Raid” be jolly well jiggerei, dear boy! 
England fust, and the rest as they can 

That’s my motter, my own ‘‘ MonroE Doo- 

__ trine,” as ought to be stuck to, old man, 

Spite o’ Dutchmen, and Yanks, German Hem- 
prors, and all sech houtsiders. Great Scotti! 

Old England, as Sotspury put it, can take on 
the whole b ing lot! 


Yes, Somspury’s my man, bless ’is boko! If 
’e’d do a turn at the ’Alls, 

And recite ALFRED AUSTIN’S new pome, gad, 
we'd blow the roof bang off the wails! 

Brum Jor ?P—well, so-so ! - Batrour ?—tol- 
lol !—but Sotty and ALtrrep? Oh, lor! 

The seeyee? for ‘‘ Marquidge and Minstrel ”’ 

d give German BiLLy wot for! 


It’s clear ’e ’s no class, that young Sossige, 
as ought to know better, yes, much, 
Than to chip at’is Good Gracious Grandma, 
along of a hugly Old Datch. 

If ARRY goes out to the Transvaal ’e won't 
turn a Dutchman, no fear! 

And e won't want no Germans to swamp im; 
’e’s ad fur too much of ’em ’ere / 

I’ll watch ’ow things out, my pippin; 

and if Joz’s as as ’is word, 

And don’t knuckle hunder to Kriicrr, like 
GLADSTONE,—as would be absurd,— 

And if the Rand game don’t meah rifles, as 
I’ve no hambition to carry, 

The Johannesburg Outlanders may ’ave the 
onour of welcomin’ 7 ARRY. 


Tue Fiaer Question.—The North Pole! 


Discovery!! Who was at the head of it? 
Liberal ? Unionist ? or Conservative P 
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E UNNECESSARY QUESTION. 


Newly-appointed Magistrate. ‘‘ ANY PREVIOUS CONVICTIONS AGAINST THE PRISONER?” 


A NOTE FROM THE NORTH POLE. 


Arrival at Destination,—Eureka! My ex- 
cursion—undertaken in the interests of civi- 
lisation and the proprietors of the Patent 
Wardrobe Hat Company, Limited—has been 
successful! Have secured all vacant spaces 
on North Pole for advertising purposes. 
Already fixed up double-crown poster of the 
useful article for which I am travelling. The 
placard, showing the various compartments 
of the Patent Wardrobe Hat—here a space 
reserved for linen, there another for dress 
clothes, yonder a third for boots—is most 
effective. The picture is displayed under 
Union Jack. Expect to do big business in 
Greenland, Advertising will cell anything. 
Shall advertise North Pole itself for sale, 
Lots more where that came from. Supply 
can be kept up to demand. _ 

Particulars of a Newly-discovered Land- 
mark.— After leaving the dreary waste—which 
I christened ‘‘ New Berlin,” out of compli- 
ment to the German EmpErok—we came to 
some hot-water springs, i | adapted 
to the requirements of first-class baths and 
wash-houses,* 

Sad Sights.—A dead wall. Poor thing! 
Enlivened it at once with pictorial advertise- 
ment. Applications for space to be made to 


me, per agent. 
Commercial Possibilities of the North Pole. 
—** What shall we donow?” asked my com- 


panion, blankly at the other side of 
the North Pole not yet used for advertise- 
ment purposes. ‘‘ Scratch a Pole,’ I replied, 
briskly. Which we did: carving our names 
on it, and a riating it. (And here, let 
me say, in view of any association being 
launched, that I hold the concession, and 


* Have established Club here, with all modern 
appliances. 
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shall expect to be managing director.) So 
far as I am able to judge, e ice surround- 
ing the Pole is rich in gold, rubies, emeralds 
and other precious stones. Tobacco could 
be profitably grown with the assistance of 
my new patent process. — ee beds might 
be laid out, and the bivalves exported to 
England ready frozen. The spot, on ac- 
count of its central position, is admirably 
suited to colonists, as it is equally ac- 
cessible from all parts of Europe, Asia, 
Africa, and America, As the soil has never 
been tilled, it is ripe for experiments in 
scientific farming. e climate is dry and 
bracing. There are natural advantages in 
the pee that would be of the greatest 
ssible service in establishing an ice manu- 
actory on the largest scale imaginable, As 
there are no railways omnibuses, nor cabs, 
there are naturally openings for all these in- 
dustries, Splendid site for golf-ground, ard 
promising career open to young man with small 
capital ready to accept position as foreman of 
works, tax collector, county councillor, tram- 
way director, balloonist, bank manager, ad- 
jutant of volunteers, county court registrar, 
inspector of hoardings, &c., «ce. 

.B. Should the Tussaud Wax-work people 
want a model of it (the real pole cannot be 
moved, at present, without creating con- 
siderable disturbance) I shall be happy to 
make arrangements for supplying them 
a an exact reproduction, on certain fair 

rms, 

In conclusion, I beg to state that should 
anyone doubt my assertions there is a very 
simple way of testing their accuracy. Those 
who do not believe what I say about the 
North Pole can judge for themselves by 
going there and seeing itt! There is no 
charge for admission, and the direction for 
the road is ‘‘as straight as you can go, and 
then turn sharply to the left.” 
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Distinguished Art Connoisseur and Collector (who has obtained permission to see over *' The 
Moat,” Fenshire) stopping before a portrait in the hall, ‘‘ An! Str JosHva, OF COURSE?” 

Lodge Keeper's Wife (bridling). ‘‘Srr JosHUA, INDEED! THERE AIN’T NO JOSHUAS IN 
THE Fam’ty! THAT's ’IS PRESENT LORPSHIP'’s GREAT-GRANDFATHER, THE FOULTA HEARL 


o’ Fitz-BaTTLEaxe !” 


FAME. 


({“* The following special cable message appears 
in to-day’s issue of the London edition of the 
Johannesburg Standard and Diggers’ News, a paper 
said to be conducted in the interests of the Boer 
em 
amusement.’ ’—Daily Graphic, February 6.) 


Government : — ‘ AUSTIN’s 


January 11,—Have 
more verses to flowers and 


style for the future. This 
does look uncommonly well in 
in the Zimes. SWINBURNE 


don’t get their poor efforts printed like that. 


Remember that Rupyarp 


some verses published in the same type. 


surpassed m ; 
such feeble things. 
‘** Arma virumque cano,”’ That 


Eheu! Hélas! sohedid, But nobody could 
understand them. Now I uee, and, by using, 
glorify, ordinary words such as ‘‘ addle their 
tes.”” What would my predecessor, A. T., 
ve thought of that? But then he did not 
sound a clarion blast to rouse the patriotism 
of his country. I will be fortiter, no longer 
suariter, in modo, Shall give up cultivating 
epees The onion is a nobler and stronger 
bemy| January 15.—Immense enthusiasm at the 
certainly | Alhambra where my poem is recited. Not 
the Alhambra in Spain. Theother one, This 
is indeed fame. A. T, never had anything 
recited at the Alhambra, Come to that, 
Swinburne and the others never had su 
luck either, Not even Entc Mackay! Won’t 





caused much 


No 


poem 
the largest type 
and the others 


PLING once had 


[Fesruary 22, 1896. 


they all be green with envy? And won’t the 
enemies of England tremble? Don’t talk of a 
strong navy. ‘What England wants is a strong 
laureate. And she’s got him! By Jove! 
Time I brought in some Latin. Almost for- 
got it. Indispensable to my prose style. 

Nolumus pugnare, 

Sed, O Jingo, si facimus, 

Habemus homines, habemus laureatum, 

Habemus atque pecuniam. 
These lines are not intended to be scanned, 
but to be sung. Perhaps they will do for the 
Empire. Ah, noble name! London Empire 
suggests British Empire. Civis Britannicus 
sum, ego laureatus. Have dug up all my 
Datch bulbs. Shall cultivate only roses, 
shamrocks, and thistles. 

February 1.—Don’t seem to read much 
about that poem in the newspapers. But at 
least it has checked the boldness of England’s 
enemies, They are silenced. Homer himself 
could have done no more. As for DANTE or 
SHAKSPEARE—— However, ‘* de mortuis nil 
nist bonum.”’ Roses are all very well, but 
shamrocks and thistles will make a poor show. 
Shall cover all available space with geraniums 
of the brightest scarlet, the military colour. 

Fe ry 14,—Someone has sent me a cut- 
ting from the London edition of the Johan- 
nesburg Standard and Diggers’ News of last 
week, evidently as a valentine. At last I 
shall know the result of my poem. Of course 
the Boers are disheartened, hopeless, crushed. 
I and the Alhambra have done that. Begin 
to feel some pity for them, as for a snail 
smashed beneath my foot. But they are, 


poetically at least, England’s enemies, and 
I am her Laureate. Miserable men! Let 
them perish in the ignominy to which I have 
deservedly consigned them. Now I will read 


this cutting. It says ‘‘ AusTIN’s poem caused 
much amusement.’’ What! They laughed ? 
Oh heavens! O dit immortales! O ye gods! 
Perhaps others have laughed at it. Even 
my ungrateful countrymen! Even the fre- 
uenters of the music halls! Even, worst of 
all, SwiyBuRNE and the others! Begin to 
think I will never write any more patriotic 
poems. Only they do look so nic; in that large 
typein the Zimes. For the present in seclusion 
[will cultivate the bashful violet, ‘‘ sud tegmine 
fagi,” or quercus, or ulmi, or anything else 
that will hide my confusion and my blushes. 


“ BIRDIE.” 


Wuart does little Birdie say 

In her nest at break of day ? 

‘* Five thousand pourds he’s had to pay, 
The Gaiety will be more gay.’ 


"ARRY AN’ OOM PAUL. 


First ’Arry.—I say, if that chap Kri@rr 
comes over, you ’ll give ’im a welcome, eh ? 
Second ’ Arry.— Course I will! Asa true 
Brittun I should ’old out my fin to him and 
sy, ‘‘Ol’ man! Give us your ’and!” (‘* Your 
”? was ’Arry’s meanin’,) 


FROM H-LY TO §8-XT-N. 

[Mr. Heary has written to Mr. SeExTon asking 
him to take the Leadership of the Irish Party, and 
he (Tru H.) will ¢fface himself or retire. ] 

I no not feel quite merry myself, 
So preach to you a text on ; 

See here! Ill help to bury myself 
If you will be Chief Sexton. 


Hapd ENOUGH OF BEING ‘‘ HECKLFD.”—An 
unsuccessful Parliamentary candidate being 
recommended a northern voyage for chan 
of air, refused to land in Iceland becauge he 
had been seni ae should there come 

eckla, 


across the 


Fesruary 22, 1896.] 


SPORTIVE SONGS. 


THE WoUNDED GALLANT TO THE WILFUL 


Of ploddi 
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There may be Neth a this ae 
g neath a er 

There may be hope within the haze 

That hides a sun of mata by | 
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‘**NANSEN,” 
(Old Chorus to *‘ I would I were with Nancy , 
adapted. ) 


PEDESTRIAN. I ask’d you not to go—you went, I woutp I _ with NANSEN, 
THE rain has never ceased to fall With broken limb I the smart. Ido! Ido! 
On. roof and tree with weirdful wash ; Should you redeem the love you lent, a the frozen shore 





For ‘‘ gamps and gaiters”’ there’s a call, You will not cause a broken heart. r a minute or more 

For waterproof and mackintosh. I’d lite to be with Nansen | 
Your little brodequin’s fain to hide If aregked, 5 Serentens to see, At the Pole! 

Its shape within the grim golosh, his ramble you return, - On the whole 
Those armour-plated hoofs beside I will all oat-denying be, I’m glad I’m not with Nansen! 

That on the sodden gravel equash. Perchance your gratitude to earn. 

I could not without bitter pain 

I’ve done my best; I’ve Pentee out Forswear the portrait that I drew ; Tue Best ARBITRATOR FOR THE VENE- 


The folly of this tearfu trip 
And shown how it must end in rout, 
Defeated by this doleful drip. 
And yet your friend must have his tramp 
gh weary wastes of woeful wet, 
Unmindtul of the twinge of Cramp, 
Or Rheumatism’s sharp regret. 


of the publicans 


ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 
EXTRACTED FROM THE DIARY OF TOBY, M.P. 


House of Commons, Tuesday, February 11.—Quite s ane Ae: 
new Members to take oath and reat on this our opening day. 
are fruits of General Election. Might have come up in J ay eat 
but for various reasons deferred the ceremony. Honest MICHAEL 
Davitt was in Australia when two Irish constituencies competed for | 
honour of his hand. 

‘* Reminds me,”’ said James Bryce, ‘‘of the seven cities struggling 
for honour of being the birthplace of "him whom AtPHEUS CLEOPHAS 
once alluded to as ‘ our old fiend HomeER.’ 


Smyrna, Chios, Colophon, Salamis, Rhodos, Argos, Athena, 
Orbis de patria certat, Homere, tua.”’ 


Pretty to see the Bashful cle Pg een! his way towards the 
table. If he had his own will, woul 7 to slip in before 
House meets, kiss the book, and pa ae ll when no one was 
looking. It was this insurmountable shyness that kept him bac 
from joining throng sworn-in in July. Came down more once 
with intention of getting the ordeal over. But something ever 
intervened—the twittering of a 
July sunlight flickering across 
Members’ entrance. Small to ordinary 
adamantine natures. 

‘* BARTLEY,” as Cap’ en Tommy Bow ks sometimes says, with a 
tremor in his voice, ‘‘is altogether misplaced. He ought to have 


arrow, the roll of a cab wheel, the 
Tette ring on cullar of policeman by 
things unaccountable to 


come up as a cowslip, or 
looked from afar on a tur- 


bulent world through the 
blue eyes of a violet.’ 

To-day he long hovered 
on outskirts of group press- 
ing forward to take oath, 
They wanted to make room 
for as an old Member, 
He shrank further and fur- 
os under friendly shadow 
of gallery. Only a ompt 
action on part of Private 
Hansury, who arrested his 
fleeting footstep, he would 
have gone back to Victoria 
Street — epee him- 

in the Penny Savings 
Bank. 

Very different the bearing 
and carriage WILLIAM 
Epwakb HarTPpoLELEcKY, 
M.A. Coming in at bye- 
election, he was introduced 
in due form by CaRson, 

.C., and WaLkonD, both 
men of inches, rian 
of ae een te Century 

ered above them as - 


was the the lithe, graceful, 


So, till you ’ve made yourself again, 
I vow I will not look at you! 


THe Turn or THE “ Trep,”—The revolt 


version of the old Queen’s Theatre drama, 


. 





Some Leoxy-daisical[attitudes ! 


ZUELA QuvueEsTiIon.—Mr. W. G. Grace, the 
champion cricketer. He knows the duties 
of an umpire, and is sure to make ‘a 
boundary bit.” 


the brewers. A new 


New NaME FoR Hrox.—Done-Raven. 


forward movement, the light poising of his. credentials between 
forefinger and thumb, the smile that beamed alike upon the just and 


the unjust the mien as deferential vf the messenger behind the 
Speaker's chair as to its augu st occupan 

Sark much affected. “Glad, és ke seid, mopping his eyes, ‘‘ to 
e| have lived to see this day. "Do you remem what CHARLES 


gentlemanly man,’ who lived in 
ouseP ‘He was not like youth; 
he was not like age; he was not like anything in: the. world but 
a model of Deportment.’ KY comes here with the weight of 
reputation established outside which eaica down JoHN STUART 
Mitt, and has killed some other great men. That.is bad enough. 
But the author of The History of the Rise and In rare of the spn bese 
nee in Europe will have to live up'to his first walk da 

e floor of the House. He’ll find that the hardest task of all. _ 
Business done.—Address moved. 


Thursday.—Troublous times just now for our ‘Stes TIM. 
everyone knows, our T'm’s natural impulse, like that of his proto- 
type in the Christmas Carol, is to utter and live up to the pious 
exclamation, ‘‘ God bless us everyone,”’ 

‘**Somehow,” it. is written in the Christmas Carol, ‘‘ Tiny Tim 
gets thoughtful sitting by himself so much, and thinks ‘the strangest 
ngs you ever h 
Exigencies of hour compel our Tim to sit alone, usually at 
corner seat of third. bench below gangway. His benevolent 


DIcKENS ce of another ‘ve 


the neighbourhood of Bleak 


As 


ow 
universal . blessing, have not precisely the 
Not to put too fine a point 
a it, his relations with 
his compatriots are a little 
strained, JoHN DILLON 
does not love Joun Rep- 
MOND; JOHN REDMOND, 
his heart bleeding with 
sympath = Ireland, 
would unch JoHN 
DILton’s hee They are 
in detestation of 
oat Tov Thus a sits 
a an s strange, 
sad things. 

For a while yesterda i 
heart glowed within 
Ditton had moved 
amendment to Kadien. 
censuring Government for 
omitting Home Rul 


a his 
ect that might be expected. 


e Bill 
from modest list of measures 
RBCEAe ee in Queen’s 
h. Home Rule, as 
e world knows, is the 
dsiira of the heart of ev 
true Irishman. For it 
patriots have given up 
Tendon jetatna what Ls 
in London, joining what is 
modestly described as its 
Personal dif- 


i hoe gp ‘ 
feren ve. unha: 
arisen. deplores pay 


hoki almost passionate re- 
gre 
“Why cannot we,” he 
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Distinguished Art Connoisseur and Collector (who has obtained permission to see over ‘' The 
Moat,” Fenshire) stopping before a portrait in the hall, ‘‘ An! Srm JosHvA, OF COURSE?” 

Lodge Keeper’s Wife (bridling). ‘‘Srr JosHuA, INDEED! THERE AIN’T NO JOSHUAS IN 
THE FamM’Ly! THAT’s ’IS PRESENT LoRPsarIP’s GREAT-GRANDFATHER, THE FOULTA HEARL 


o’ Fitz-BaTTLEAxeE |” 


FAME. 


(‘The following special cable message appears 
in to-day’s issue of the London edition of the 
Johannesburg Standard and Diggers’ News, a paper 
said to be conducted in the interests of the Boer 
Government : — ‘AUSTIN’8 poem caused much 


amusement,’ ”’—Daily Graphic, February 6.] 


January 11.—Have surpassed myself. No 
more verses to flowers and such feeble things. 
** Arma virumque cano,”’ That shall be my 
style for the future, is poem certainly 
does look uncommonly well in the largest type 
in the Zimes. SwinsurRyneE and the others 
don’t get their poor efforts ted like that. 
Remember that Rupyarp Kiptrie once had 
some verses published in the same type. 





| 


Eheu! Hélas ! sohedid. But nobody could 
understand them. Now I use, and, by using, 
glorify, ordinary words such as ‘‘ addle their 
oe ’ ‘What would my predecessor, A. T. 
ve thought of that? But then he did not 
sound a clarion blast to rouse the patriotism 
of his country. I will be fortiter, no longer 
suaviter, in modo, Shall give up cultivating 
eewereee The onion is a nobler and stronger 
January 15.—Immense enthusiasm at the 
Alhambra where my poem is recited. Not 
the Alhambra in Spain. Theother one. This 
is indeed fame, A. T, never had anything 
recited at the Alhambra, Come to that, 
SWINBURNE and the others never had such 
luck either, Not even Entc Mackay! Won't 





[Fepruary 22, 1896. 


they all be green with envy? And won’t the 
enemies of England tremble? Don’t talk of a 
strong navy. at England wants is a on 
laureate. And she’s got him! By Jove 
Time I brought in some Latin. Almost for- 
got it. Indispensable to my prose style. 

Nolumus pugnare, 

Sed, O Jingo, si facimus, 

Habemus homines, habemus laureatum, 

Habemus atque pecuniam, 
These lines are not intended to be scanned, 
but to be sung. Perhaps they will do for the 
Empire. Ah, noble name! London Empire 
suggests British Empire. Civis Britannicus 
sum, ego laureatus, Have dug up all my 
Datch bulbs. Shall cultivate only roses, 
shamrocks, and thistles. 

February 1.—Don’t seem to read much 
about that in the newspapers. But at 
least it has checked the boldness of England’s 
enemies, They are silenced. Homer himself 
could have done no more. As for DANTE or 
SHAKSPEARE—— However, ‘* de mortuis nil 
nisi bonum.”” Roses are all very well, but 
shamrocks and thistles will make a poor show. 
Shall cover all available space with geraniums 
of the brightest scarlet, the military colour. 

February 14.—Someone has sent me a cut- 
— from the London edition of the Johan- 
nesburg Standard and Diggers’ News of last 
week, evidently as a valentine. At last I 
shall know the result of my poem. Of course 
the Boers are disheartened, hopeless, crushed. 
I and the Alhambra have done that. Begin 
to feel some pity for them, as for a 
smashed beneath a oe But they are 
poetically at least, England’s enemies, and 
I am her Laureate. Miserable men! Let 
them perish in the ignominy to which I have 
deservedly consigned them. Now I will read 
thiscutting. It says ‘*‘ AusTIN’s poem caused 
much amusement.” What! They laughed ? 
Oh heavens! O dit immortales! O ye gods! 
Perhaps others have laughed at it. Even 
my ungrateful cae bon ay Even the fre- 

uenters of the music halls! Even, worst of 
all, SwrnBURNE and the others! Begin to 
think I will never write any more patriotic 
poems. Only they do look so nic; in that large 
typein the Zimes, For the present in seclusion 
[ will cultivate the bashful violet, ‘‘ sub tegmine 
Sagi,” or quercus, or ulmi, or anything else 
that will hide my confurion and my blushes. 


“ BIRDIE.” 


Wnuart does little Birdie say 

In her nest at break of day ? 

** Five thousand pourds he’s had to pay, 
The Gaiety will be more gay.’ 


"ARRY AN’ OOM PAUL, 


First ’Arry.—I say, if that chap Kniverr 
comes over, you ’]l give ’im a welcome, eh ? 
Second ’ Arry.—’Course I will! Asa true 
Brittun I seals ’old out my fin to him and 
sy, ‘Ol’ man! Give us your ’and/” (‘* Your 
”? was ’Arry’s meanin’,) 


FROM H-LY TO 8-XT-N., 
{[Mr. Heary has written to Mr. Sexton asking 
him to take the Leadership of the Irish Party, and 
he (Trm H.) will ¢fface himself or retire. ] 


I no not feel quite merry myself, 
So preach to you a text on ; 

See here! I'll help to bury myself 

If you will be Chief Sexton. 


Hapd ENOUGH OF BEING ‘*‘ HECKLED,.”—An 
unsuccessful Parliamentary candidate being 
recommended a northern voyage for chan 
of air, refused to land in Iceland because he 
had been informed he should there come 
across the original Heckla. 
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There may be reason for this craze “ ” 
SPORTIVE SONGS. Of plodding ’neath a weeping sky ! OE 
w There may be hope within the haze (Old Chorus to ‘‘ I would I were with Nancy ’ 
Tus WounpEp st eared THE WILFUL That hides a sun of by-and-by ! adapted.) 
: I ask’d you not to a ou went. I wou.p I were with Nansen, 
THE rain has never ceased to fall With broken limb I bear the smart. ‘Ido! Ido! 

On roof and tree with weirdful wash ; Should you redeem the love you lent, On the frozen shore 
For ‘‘ gamps and gaiters”’ there’s a call, You will not cause a broken heart. For a minute or more 

For waterproof and mackintosh. I’d like to be with Nansen | 
Your little brodequin’s fain to hide If draggled, colourless to see, At the Pole! 

Its shape within the grim golosh, Back from this ramble you return, - On the whole 
Those armour-plated hoofs beside I will all self-denying be, I’m glad I’m not with Nansen! 

That on the sodden gravel equash. Perchance your gratitude to earn. 

I’ved best; I’ d : Pore a Whe rete thee dre hare 

ve done my best; I’ve pointed out orswear the portrait tha Ww; 

The folly of this trip, So, till youve made yourself again, ae aati ae MW C eee 
And shown how it must end in rout, I vow I will not look at you! champion cricketer. He knows the duties 
And yet your friend must have his tramp boundary hit.” 

gh weary wastes of woeful wet, THE TurRN oF THE “ TrED.’’—The revolt amet ns ele 
Unmindful of the twinge of Cramp, of the publicans against the brewers. A new 
Or Rheumatism’s sharp regret. version of the old Queen’s Theatre drama. | New NaME FoR Hrw.—Done-Raven. 
forward movement, the light poising of his. credentials between 
ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. forefinger and thumb, the seats that beauned alike upon the just and 
EXTRACTED FROM THE DIARY OF TOBY, M.P. the unjust, the mien as deferential to the messenger behind the 
Speaker’s chair as to its august occupan 


t. 
House of Commons, Tuesday, February 11.—Quite a crowd of| Sark much affected. ‘‘Glad,” he said, mopping his eyes, ‘‘ to 
new Members to take oath and seat on this our opening day. Some | have lived to see this: day. Do you remem ber what CHARLES 
are fruits of General Election. Might have come up in July last, | Dickens wrote of another ‘very gentlemanly man,’ who lived in 
but for various reasons deferred the ceremony. Honest MicHAEL | the neighbourhood of Bleak House? ‘He was not like youth; 
Davitt was in Australia when two Irish constituencies competed for he was not like age; he was not like anything in the world but 
honour of his hand. — Ss, _ |@ model of Deportment.’ Lxcky comes here with the weight of 
‘Reminds me,” said James Bryce, ‘‘of the seven cities struggling | reputation established outside which broke down Joun SruaRt 
for honour of being the birthplace of him whom AtrHEvs CLEoPHAs | Mri, and has killed some other great men. That.is bad enough. 
once alluded to as ‘ our old friend Homer.’ erik the soir of an Histor of hay eater In sees a oee Spirit 
Smyrna, Chios, Colophon, Salamis, Rhodos, Argos, Athen, of Rationahsm in Europe will have to live up'to his first walk down 

Orkis 2 patria certat, Homere, tua.’ rere the floor of the House. He’ll find that the hardest task of all.’ 


Pretty to see the Bashful Barrier blushing his way towards the Business done.— Address moved. ' 
table. If he had his own will, would like quietly to slip in gach Thursday.—Troublous times just now for our Trovy Tim. As 
House meets, kiss the book, and sign the Roll when no one was everyone knows, our Trm’s natural impulse, like that of his proto- 
looking. It was this insurmountable shyness that kept him back | type in the Christmas Carol, is to utter and live up to the pious 
from joining throng sworn-in in July. Came down more than once exclamation, ‘* God bless us everyone.” 
with intention of getting the ordeal over. But something ever| ‘‘Somehow,” it. is written in the Christmas Carol, ‘‘ Tiny Tim 
intervened—the twittering of a partes, the roll of a cab wheel, the | gets thoughtful sitting by himself so much, and thinks the strangest 
July sunlight flickering across lettering on oullar of policeman by | things you ever heard.” | 
Members’ entrance. Small things unaccountable to ordinary, Exigencies of hour compel our Tim to sit alone, usually at 
adamantine natures. corner seat of third. bench below gangway. His benevolent 
‘** BagTiEy,” as Cap’en Tommy Bow ks sometimes says, with a irations, his universal. blessing, have not precisely the 
tremor in his voice, ‘‘is altogether misplaced. He ought to have’ effect that might be expected. Not to put too fine a point 
come up as a cowslip, or upon it, his relations with 
looked from afar on a tur- his compatriots are a little 
bulent world through the strained. Joun DILLON 





blue eyes of a violet.’’ does not love Jonn Rep- 

To-day he long hovered MOND; JOHN REDMOND, 
on outskirts of group press- his heart bleeding with 
ing forward to take oath. sympathy for Ireland, 
They wanted to make room would like to punch JoHN 
for him as an old Member. Ditton’s h They are 
He shrank further and fur- united in detestation of 
ther under friendly shadow Tiny Tim. Thus he sits 


apart and thinks strange, 
sad things. 

For a while yesterday his 
heart glowed within him. 
Ditton had moved an 
ee to peri me 
censuring Government for 
omitting Home Rule Bill 
from modest list of measures 
announced in Queen’s 
Speech. Home Rule, as 
the world knows, is the 
desire of the heart of ev 
true Irishman. For it 
patriots have given up 


of gallery. Only for prompt 
action on part of Private 
Hansury, who arrested his 
fleeting footstep, he would 
have gone back to Victoria 
Street and deposited him- 
self a the Penny Savings 


a 

Very different the bearing 
and carriage of WILLIAM 
Epwakp HARTPOLE LEckY, 
M.A. Coming in at_bye- 
election, he was introduced 
in due form by Cazrson, 
Q.C., and Watzonp, both 





men of inches. rian everything, to go and live 
of Eighteenth Century in London, j what is 
towered above them as the modestly described as its 
Century itself caw its best club. P - 
younger brethren. f Z erences} have; unha 

stature, like reading an F arisen. eplores them 





as gret. 
was the the lithe, graceful, Some Leoxy-daisical{ attitudes! ‘Why cannot we,” he 
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Distinguished Art Connoisseur and Collector (who has obtained permission to see over ‘' The 
Moat,” Fenshire) stopping before a portrait in the hall, ‘‘ An! Str JosHuA, OF COURSE?” 


Lodge Keeper's Wife (bridling). ‘‘Str JosnuA, INDEED! 


THERE AIN'T NO JOSHUAS IN 


THE FamM’ty! THAT’s ’IS PRESENT Logrsarp’s GREAT-GRANDFATHER, THE FOULTA H&ARL 


o”’ Fitz-BaTTLEaxe!” 


FAME. 


(“The following special cable message oppress 
in to-day’s issue of the London edition of the 
Johannesburg Standard and Diggers’ News, a paper 
said to be conducted in the interests of the Boer 
Government : — ‘AUSTIN’s poem caused much 
amusement,’ ”’—Daily Graphic, February 6.] 
January 11.—Have surpassed myself. No 
more verses to flowers and such feeble things. 
‘* Arma virumque cano,” ! be my 
style for the future, This poem certainly 
does look uncommonly well in the largest type 
in the Times, SwInBuRNE and the others 
don’t get their poor efforts a like that. 
Remember that Rupyarp Kirtine once had 
some verses published in the same type. 


eee 





Eheu! Hélas! sohedid. But nobody could 
understand them. Now I uee, and, by using, 
glorify, ordinary words such as “‘ addle their 

tes,”” What would de eno tag A. T., 

ve thought of that? But then he did not 
sound a clarion blast to rouse the patriotism 
of his country. I will be fortiter, no longer 
suariter, in modo, Shall give up cultivating 
renee The onion is a nobler and stronger 

ulb, 

January 15.—Immense enthusiasm at the 
Alhambra where my poem is recited, Not 
the Alhambra in Spain. Theother one. This 
is indeed fame, A. T, never had anything 
recited at the Alhambra. Come to that, 
SWINBURNE and the others never had su 
luck either. Not even Entc Mackay! Won't 


[Fesruary 22, 1896. 


they all be with envy? And won’t the 
enemies of England tremble? Don’t talkof a 
strong navy. ‘What England wants is a stron 


laureate. And she’s got him! By Jove 
Time I brought in some Latin. Almost for- 
got it. Indispensable to my prose style. 
Nolumus pugnare, 
Sed, O Jingo, si facimus, 
Habemus homines, habemus laureatum, 
Habemus atque pecuniam. 
These lines are not intended to be scanned, 
but to be sung. Perhaps they will do for the 
Empire. Ah, noble name! London Empire 
suggests British Empire. Civis Britannicus 
sum, ego laureatus, Have dug up my 
Datch bulbs. Shall cultivate only roses, 
shamrocks, and thistles, 

February 1.—Don’t seem to read much 
about that in the newspapers. But at 
least it has checked the boldness of England’s 
enemies, They are silenced. Homer himself 
could have done no more. As for DANTE or 
SHAKSPEARE—— However, ‘‘ de mortuis nil 
nisi bonum,” Roses are all very well, but 
shamrocks and thistles will make a poor show. 
Shall cover all available space with geraniums 
of the brightest scarlet, the military colour. 

February 14.—Someone has sent me a cut- 
ting from the London edition of the Johan- 
nesburg Standard and Diggers’ News of last 
week, evidently as a valentine. At last I 
shall know the result of my poem. Of course 
the Boers are disheartened, hopeless, crushed. 
I and the Alhambra have done that. Begin 
to feel some pity for them, as for a snail 
emashed beneath my foot. But they a 
poetically at least, Eneland’s enemies, an 
I am her Laureate, Miserable men! Let 
them perish in the ignominy to which I have 
deservedly consigned them. Now I will read 
this cutting. It says ‘‘ AusTmN’s poem caused 
much amusement.” What! They laughed ? 
Oh heavens! O dit immortales! O ye gods! 
Perhaps others have laughed at it. Even 
my ungrateful countrymen! Even the fre- 
quenters of the music halls! Even, worst of 


all, SwrypuRNE and the others! Begin to 
think I will never write any more patriotic 
poems. Only they do look so nic? in that large 


typein the Zimes, For the present in seclusion 
[ will cultivate the bashful violet, ‘‘ sub ¢egqmine 
fagi,” or quercus, or ulmi, or anythin g else 
that will hide my confurion and my blushes, 


“ BIRDIE.” 


Wat does little Birdie say 

In her nest at break of day ? 

‘** Five thousand pourds he’s had to pay, 
The Gaiety will be more gay.’ 


7ARRY AN’ OOM PAUL. 


First ’Arry.—I say, if that chap Krierr 
comes over, you ’]l give ’im a welcome, eh ? 
Second ’ Arry.— Course I will! Asa true 
Brittun I dieala ’old out my fin to him and 
ye Ol’ man! Give us your ’and!” (‘* Your 
d’’ was ’Arry’s meanin’,) 


FROM H-LY TO 8-XT-N, 

{[Mr. Hearty has written to Mr. Sexton askin 
him to take the Leadership of the Irish Party, an 
he (T1m H.) will ¢fface himself or retire. ] 

I no not feel quite merry myself, 
9 preach to you a text on ; 
See here! I’ll help to bury myself 
If you will be Chief Sexton. 


HaD ENOUGH OF BEING ‘‘ HECKLED,”’—An 
unsuccessful Parliamentary candidate being 
recommended a northern voyage for 
of air, refused to land in Iceland because he 


ch} had been informed he should there come 


across the original Heckla. 


Frsruary 22, 1896.] 
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There may be reason for this craze 
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ee NANSEN,” 


‘ ing ’n a weeping sky ! 
SPORTIVE SONGS Thee ent ‘ esate the y (Old Chorus to *‘ I would I were with Nancy | 
THE Rare rey Z THE WILFUL That hides a sun of by-and-by ! adapted.) 
Z I ask’d you not to go—you went, I woutp I were with Nansen, 
THE rain has never ceased to fall With broken limb I the smart. ‘Ido! Ido! 
On roof and tree with weirdful wash ; Should you redeem the love you lent, On the frozen shore 


For ‘‘ gamps and gaiters’’ there’s a call, 
For waterproof and mackintosh. 
Your little brodequin’s fain to hide 


You will not cause a broken heart, 
If draggled, colourless to see, 


For a minute or more 
I’d like to be with Nansen ! 
' At the Pole! 





Its shape wi the gri losh, Back from this ramble you return, - On the whole 
Those armour-plated hoofs beside I will all self-denying bey, I’m glad I’m not with Nansen! 
; oe on the ae i, dis a I cou d not without bitter pain 
ve done my best; I’ve pointed out orswear the portrait tha OW ; ARR 
The folly of this t trip, So, till you ’ve made yourself again, sane Gearon Me weed. Weue the 


And shown how it must end in rout, 
Defeated by this doleful drip. 
And yet your friend must have his tramp 
gh weary wastes of woeful wet, 
Unmindful of the twinge of Cramp, 
Or Rheumatism’s sharp regret. 


ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 
EXTRACTED FROM THE DIARY OF TOBY, M.P. 


House of Commons, Tuesday, February 11.—Quite a crowd of 
new Members to take oath and seat on this our o day. 


Davitt was in Au 
honour of his hand. 


I vow I will not look at you! 


aa oe oF THE ‘“ TrED.”—The revolt 
e cans against 
recs of the old Queen’s Theatre drama. 


é Some | have lived to see this day. Do 
are fruits of General Election. Might have come up in July last, | Dickens wrote of another 
but for various reasons deferred the ceremony. Honest MicHAEL | the neighbourhood of Bleak House? 
stralia when two Irish constituencies competed for he was not like age; he was not like an 


champion cricketer. He knows the duties 
of an umpire, and: is sure to make ‘‘a 
boundary hit.” 


the brewers. A new 


Naw NAME FoR Hrw.—Done-Raven. 


forward movement, the light poising of his credentials between 
forefinger and thumb, the smile that beamed alike upon the just and 
the unj the mien as deferential to the messenger behind the 
Speaker’s chair as to its august occupant. 
Sark much affected. ‘‘Glad,” he said, mopping his eyes, ‘* to 
you remem what CHARLES 
gentlemanly man,’ who lived in 
‘He was not like youth; 
ing in the world but 
ere with the weight of 


ve 


a model of Deportment.’ Lxecky comes 


Reminds me,” said James Brycr, ‘‘of the seven cities struggling | reputation established outside which broke down Joun SrvaRt 


for honour of being the birthplace of him whom AtPHEUS CLEOPHAS 
once alluded to as ‘ our old friend Homer.’ 

Smyrna, Chios, Colophon, Salamis, Rhodos, Argos, Athenx, 

Orbis de patria certat, Homere, tua.’’ 

Pretty to see the Bashful Barttry blushing his way towards the 
table. If he had his own will, would like quietly to slip in before 
ee meets, kiss the book, and sign the 
ooking. 


with intention of getting the ordeal over. But something ever 


Il when no one was everyone knows, our Trm’s natural im 
It was this insurmountable shyness that kept him back | type in the Christmas Carol, is to utter and live up to the pious 
from joining throng sworn-in in July. Came down more than once | exclamation, ‘' 


MIxt, and has killed some other great men. That.is bad enough. 
But the author of The History of the Rise-and ave of the Spirit 
of Rationalism in Europe will have to live up'to his first walk down 
the floor of the House. He’ll find that the hardest task of all.” 
Business done.—Address moved. a . 


Thursday.—Troublous times just now for our Tiny 
pulse, like that of 


Tr. As 
his proto- 
God bless us everyone,”’ 

‘*Somehow,” it. is written in the Christmas Carol, ‘* Tiny Tim 


intervened—the twittering of a warren. the roll of a cab wheel, the | gets thoughtful sitting by himself so much, and thinks the strangest 


July sunlight flickering across 
Members’ entrance. Small 


things unaccountable to ordinary 
adamantine natures. 


‘*BagTiry,” as Cap’en Tommy Bow ks sometimes says, with a| aspirations, . his 
tremor in his voice, ‘‘is altogether misplaced. He ought to have’ effect that might be expected. 


come up as a cowslip, or 
looked from afar on a tur- 
bulent world through the 
blue eyes of a violet.” 
To-day he long hovered 
on outskirts of group press- 
ing forward to take oath. 
They wanted to make room 
for him as an old Member. 
He shrank further and fur- 
ther under friendly shadow 
of gallery. Only for pecans 
action on part of Private 
Hansury, who arrested his 
fleeting footstep, he would 
have gone back to Victoria 
Street and deposited him- 
oe the Penny Savings 


a 

Very different the bearing 
and carri of WILLIAM 
Epwakp HArTPoLe LEckKY, 
M.A. Coming in at bye- 
election, he was introduced 
in due form by CaxRson, 
Q.C., and Watkonp, both 
men of inches, rian 
of Eighteenth Century 
towered above them as the 





was the the lithe, graceful, 





Some Leck y-daisical{ attitudes! 


ring on ocvllar of policeman by | things you ever h 


Exigencies of hour compel our Trim to sit alone, usually at 
corner seat of third. bench below gangway. His benevolent 
universal . blessing, have not precisely the 
Not to put too fine a point 
upon it, his relations with 
his compatriots are a little 
strained. JoHN DILLON 
does not love Joun Rep- 
MOND; JOHN REDMOND, 
his heart bleeding with 
sympathy for Ireland, 
would like to punch JoHN 
Ditton’s h They are 
united in detestation of 
Tiny Tra. Thus he sits 
apart and thinks strange, 
sad things. - 

For a while yesterday his 
heart glowed within him. 
DILLON moved an 
amendment to Address, 

| censuring Government for 
eae |||) omitting Home Rule Bill 


a 


, 
. 
‘ 


from modest list of measures 
announced in Queen’s 
cao Home Rule, as 
e world knows, is the 
desire of the heart of ev 
true Irishman. For it 
patriots have given up 
ything, to go and live 


fe Tomdais dokatad what 
in London, what is 
estl 





‘*'Why cannot we,” he 
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said, only ag afternoon, ‘' dwell together in unity, bearing and 


forbearin 


When 


: saw JOHN REDMOND rise to second Jonn DILton’s 
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[Fzsrvary 22, 1896. 








voice of Tiny Tm shrilly piped, ** Of coercion.”’ 
— of representation in this House,’ Prince ARTHUR proceeded, 
preferring to conclude his own sentence, But Tom was in first, and 


amendment his heart swelled within him. Tears dimmed his | would have upset the equanimity and spoiled the speech of a less 


spectacles; a gasp of grateful emotion was audible, even across the | practised 
Here was the seed he had planted growing up in the stoniest 
For Ireland’s sake, JoHn REDMOND was read 


House. 
of places. 


debater. 


rsonal considerations, and play second fiddle to Joun DILton, | pull each other’ 


ven whilst Trm was wiping 
his glasses, as a preliminary 
to mastering his emotion, 
JoHN RepMonpd shattered 
all his pleased hopes. 
Ditton, he said in harsh 
voice, had by a mancuvre 

i him from his 
place of precedence. He 
had intended to move a 
Home Rule Amendment, 
and so show Ireland who 
was her true friend, Dit- 
ton had craftily got in 
ahead of him, and not only 
forestalled his amendment, 
but threatened to burke 
his speech. 

Only one way to avoid 
latter sacrifice. He would 
second amendment, and so 

off speech. Firat, how- 
ever, he would. like the 
Baboo, expose Jonn Dit- G 
Lon’s cus bono in all its - oy 





hideous nakedness. This ~» ~, 2R@= 
he did, and incidentally 


x ee 7 E 
«- Bf 






_— on to show ae pases 
, Prosperous, and con- 
tented Ireland would be if 
its home government were 


Mf 7 
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l Some comfort found in these little explosions. Ever re- 
y to sink | mains the ae E See of seeing Ireland suffer whilst patriots 
5 ‘ 


‘* They have their quar- 
rel,” mr Tim sadly, ‘‘and 
England has our estate.” 

Business done, — First 
division in new Parliament. 
Home Rule Amendment 
negatived by 276 votes 
sa era 

riday.— wangipg 
Trish when not beat- 
ing the Transvaal drum. 
To-night both on. CouRT- 
NEY volunteered little vocal 
music Py wer of change. 
‘* Tf the Transvaal Boers,”’ 
he said, ‘“‘had raised the 
sixty-eighth Psalm in cele- 
bration of their victory, I, 
for one, would have 
ready to join in the 
chorus,” 

Not usually a chorus at- 
tached to a Psalm, but that 
a detail, Selah. 

When KRrUGER comes 
over, he and CouRTNEY 
should give usastave. If 
JOUBERT accompanies the 
President, make it a trio. 

Not sure that KrteEr’s 
coming. Don José got his 





entrusted to him and his ‘7 et back up by undertaking to 
loved colleagues. govern Transvaal as well 

Tiny Tr’s depression at Harpy Dr-cnorvs! as the Cabinet, “‘In 
this turn of affairsequalled ‘If the Boers of the Transvaal had raised the 68th Psalm in celebration of their victory, I, earlier life,” says Sir 


only by the generous exul- for one, would have been ready to join in the chorus (sic /).”—Mr. Leonard Courtney, Feb.13. WALTER Foster, Bart. i 


tation with which he had 


M.D., ‘‘Don José and 


observed what he had ange was the burning of private feuds on | used to work together in happy Birmingham, Glad enough of my 


the altar of the country. 
corner seat, ‘‘ thinking the strangest 


ow he sat thoughtful, isolated in his | advice in those days. 


Would have been better off if he had sought 


gs you ever heard.’”’? The|itin these. It doesn’t require man of my professional eminence and 


House was, however, privileged to hear them. The sight of Prince | experience to perceive the fatal flaw underlying his despatching that 


ArTHuR on his legs discoursing about Ireland ever makes 
articulate. Still more exhilarating is the spectacled Don José, 
quiet, strong. master of himself and his subject. To-night, whilst 
these two spoke, Tr dropped a running and occasionally embarrass- 

‘Parson ArTHUR had launched 
passage descriptive of benefits conferred by Parliament on Ireland. 


ing commentary. Once 


‘*'We give to the Irish race living withi 
ig we ask for ourselyes, 
share, but more than their share——”’ 


UNIVERSITY INTELLIGENCE. 
(A Vision of the Near Future.) 


THE proceedings at {os congrega- 
tion were of an unusually protracted nature, 
as nearly all the lady M.A.’s now in residence 
addressed the Senate at some length. Miss 
BELLE, of Girton, suggested that a change 
hould be made in the colour of the university 
hoods. Fur, she remarked, was altogether 
unsuitable and unfashionable in the summer 
months, and white silk by no means suited 
everyone. She would suggest that entire 
freedom should be given to graduates—or, 
at least, to lady-graduates—to select the 
colours and materials that would harmonise 
best with their dresses. It was ultimately 
decided that a Syndicate should obtain patterns 
from Messrs, Liserty, and report to the 
Senate on the subject, 

Mies Homespun brought forward a “‘grace”’ 
for the appointment of an University Profes- 
sor of Needlework, at a salary of £1,000. It 
has been urged, she said, that the result of 


the higher education of women was to unfit | members of the University, it was impossible | 


them for domestic duties. In order to refute 


e give them not merely their 


Certainly not. 
into lofty 


our jurisdiction eve 


Trm | dose of Home Rule for 3 
uninvited, to send to one of my patients at Edgbaston a phial of 
medicine marked ‘To be taken internally.’ Would he swallow it? 
He’d reply, ‘You be blowed. You’re not 
doctor.’ Transvaal case an . 
fours with this. Natural consequences have followed, Don Josi a 
clever man; but he will see he would do well when making new 
friends not to ignore his old counsellors,’’ 


nsv Suppose a London doctor were. 


‘all 
Don Josf&'s Home Rule panacea on 


Business done.—Much talk round Address. 


| this, it would be an excellent plan to endow 
a Professorship for teaching this most useful 
accomplishment. She was aware that the 
post would be an onerous one, and she there- 
fore proposed to occupy it hereelf. The grace, 
_ however, was ‘‘non-placeted”’ by 345 votesto1. 

One of the Fellows of Girton called the 
attention of the Senate to a gross neglect of 
his duty on the part of one of the Proctors. 

An undergraduate of her college had caused 

t disturbance by holding extremely rowd 

*Cocoas” in her room; and when rebuk 
for her misconduct, had called the speaker 
‘*an old cat.” She had referred the matter 
to the Proctor, requesting him to fine the 
‘delinquent heavily ; but he had taken abso- 
lutely no notice of her letter. The reason of 
this misplaced leniency she had just dis- 
covered ; the Proctor, she blushed to say, was 
engaged to the young lady in question. (Cries 
of ‘* Shame!” and great uproar.) 

The Proctor explained that, together with 
‘all his colleagues, he wished to resign his 
office. His work had been difficult enough 
|before, but now that ladies had become 


‘to perform it. To have to deal with crowds 


of abominable girls (‘‘Oh!”), who only 
giggled when he asked their name and college, 
was absolutely maddening. (Derisive cheers.) 

The Senior Dean of Newnham pointed out 
that all the best buildings in the University 
were, quite unj ustly, allotted to the men. 
| This anomaly must be removed. She would 
allow the Trinity men to remain undisturbed 
for the present. (Applause from Dr. BUTLER.) 
But New must have a worthier abode 
than its present one. On the whole, she 
thought that Clare College would suit them 
very nicely. She, therefore pro sed that 
the Newnham students should sferred 
to Clare, and that the Clare men should live 
in Newnham for the future. 

The Tutor of Clare remarked that the Dean 
cf Newnham might try to evict him and his 
College as soon as ar pleased. He would 
only add that they had a fire-engine of con- 
siderable power, and—— (Uproar.) 

As it was nearly tea-time, the Senate shortly 
afterwards adjourned. 


WueEre Wrieut was not Micut.—In the 
trial of the Haggerston Election Petition. 
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THE QUICK-STEP OF THE LAW IN 
THE COMING BY-AND-BY. 


(‘The Counsel of the Plaintiff was 
about to tell his Lordship the history of 
the case, when the Judge said he was 
familiar with the whole of it.’ 

Daily Paper.) 
ScenE—A Court of Justice. Usual 
accessories. Ju on the Bench. 

Barristers pre him, Solicitors 

in the Well, seated next Litigants. 

Jury tn their box, and Witnesses 

in waiting. 

Leader for the Plaintiff. And now, 
my Lord, if your Lordship pleases, I 
will give you a brief history—— 

Judge (interrupting). No, thanks. 

know all about it. 

Leader for the Plaintif’. Well, I 
will proceed to examine my client, 
who has already been sworn. 

Judge. Thanks. Quiteunnecessary. 
I will examine him myself. [ Does so. 

Leader for the Plantiff. I will 
now proceed to call other witnesses. 

Judge (interrupting). Better leave 
them to me. I will dispose of them 
in next to no time. [ Does so. 

Teader for the Defendant, And 
20% my Lord, I will open the case 

or——. 

Judge. Quite unnecessary. I know 
all you propose to say. 

Leader for the Defendant, Then 
I will call my witnesses. 

Judge. I shall follow the practice I 
have established on the other side, and 
look after them myself. Does so, 

Leader fur the Defendant. With 
your Lordship’s permission, I will sum 
up the case in defence of my client. 

Judge, Thanks, no. I can do that 
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Judge (interrupting). Sum up the 
whole case? Thanks, no. I can do 
it for you as easily as for your learned 
frien 8 80. 

Foreman of the Jury. And now, 
my Lord, are we to give our verdict r 

Judge. Well, you can if you like ; 
but I really think you had better 
leave it to me, as I know much 
about it than you do. 

Foreman of the Jury. As your 
Lordship pleases. 

Judge. That’s right. Verdict for 
the plaintiff. Damages fifty pounds, 
ON cealansiaide ). Really, reall 

ers(protesting). y; y 
my Lord, we are not accustomed 


Judge (interrupting). Bat I am! 
Call the next case. ? 
[Hurried business, and quick 
Curtain, 


more 


NoNE BUT THE SLAVE DESERVES 
THE FarE.—At the meeting of the 
Metropolitan District Railway Com- 
pany . Forses, the chairman, 
complained that prosperous tradesmen 

| nsed workmen’s trains and paid only 
one penny instead of twice or thrice 
as much. Of course, these well-to- 
do merchants ought to be ** punched” 
at the barriers, and the bond fide 
working men rk M. D. R, or 


Men Deserving 


A REALLY WonDERFUL Pic,—The 
Paris Correspondent of the Daily 
Tene OPN pin anterlic nee ya 
chon, a y intelligen in the 
Mardi gras cavalcade, “hale uizzi- 
cal expression on its snout asit looked 


SOMETHING TO LOOK FORWARD TO, | own. on the crowd from the char- 


= é car.” course, Monsieur 

eader for the Plaintiff. And I} ‘Om ves, I know I must Eat w I want TO Grow| Cochon must have turned up his 
for my client, if your Lordship} HEALTHY, AND BIG, AND STRONG Now I suprosE You wERE| nose at the spectators in order to get 
pleases, will—— ABLE TO LEAVE OFF EATING LONG AGO, AuNT Poitima!” | any expression out of it. 








“GLORIOUS, BY JINGO!” 


ScenE— The Metropolis ofa Mighty Empire. Enter First and 
cond Citizen. 


First Citizen, Glorious news, isn't it? 
_ Second Citizen, Magnificent! Never heard anything to equal it 


in my life! 

a a Going to have the biggest fleet ever seen — costing 
millions 

Second Cit, Yes; and an army that will go anywhere, and do 
any thing— costing so much more, 

rst Cit. And the volunteers to have as much cash as they like ! 

ered Cit, And the militia and yeomanry to have more than they 
care for 

First Cit. Why, we shall make the whole world envy us with our 
new forts, and new guns, and new coaling-stations ! 

Second Cit. Yes; we shall put ourselves outside competition ! 

First Cit. Anda aeaeey negative criticism |! 

Second Cit, Fire guns all day oeating anon £200 a discharge | 

rst Cit, And send out any number of squadrons under full 

steam at so much per ton for coals! 

Second Cit, Fortunately, we are going to have a big surplus! 

First Cit. Not that that will go v ar! No, we must just 
absorb it with a view to inor expenditure | 

Second Cit. Quite so. What I say is confound the expense | 

First Cit. To which I respond, down with the Income Tax ! 

Second Cit. What if we have to pay tenpence in the pound ? 

First Cit. Or even—if it comes to that—even two hundred and 


Second Cit. So rule Britannia! 
First Cit, And there’s no dearer place than home ! 
[They stimulate one another with a forced cheer, and exeunt 
recklessly, 


PRoBABLE.—On his way to the pole Dr, NansEN may have come 
across the traces of other expeditions, 


VOL, CX, K 


QUEER QUERIES. 


Rasietic,— What is the best way of putting a muzzle on a very 
athletic and rather bad-tem ull-dog? I have tried to do it 
while he was (apparently) fast asleep, and narrowly escaped from the 
apartment with my life. Chloroform is of no use, as the brute will 
not allow it to be placed anywhere near his nose, and a strong solu- 
tion of it inserted in the garden syringe and squirted over him 
through a window only makes him sayage. S be glad of any 
hints—also to know cost of a journey to PASTEUR’s estabtishinant in 


Paris.—Lover or Dogs. 
HvusBaAND AND WIFE.—Owing to some small domestic misunder- 


standings, my wife has obtained (1) a protection order against me, 
(2) a judici ee (3) maintenance at two pounds a week, 
(4) and custody of a favourite parrot. I feel doubtful whether under 


the new Act I have the right to goon living in my own house. W 
somebody kindly explain the Act, and also tell me how I am to give 
two pounds a week out of an income of thirty shillings ?—ANGEL oN 
THE HovsE. 


ApvicE Gratis.—A house-agent has let my furnished house for 
me, and now the assurance to claim a commission ! I bound 
to pay this monstrous demand? I am glad and proud to say that I 
have not signed any agreement to pay it. The man says he has takena 
great deal of trouble over the letting, and no doubt he has, But hay- 
ing signed nothing, surely I am not legally liable P—GrnEnRovs Sout. 

More HistoricaL Dovusts.—We have a beastly history lesson 
twice a week, and I want to know, please, who was ‘‘the Electric 
Sopnia,” and why was she called that name? I asked my 
master, who only laughed, and said he “su it was because 
she a magnetic personality,’”’ but I don’t know what on earth he 
meant. She comes in every lesson, and all the form laughs at me 
when I mention her. So please let me know about her soor. 

JonES MINIMvs, 


Morro FoR AN Impecunious Foorsati Civs,—** More kicks than 
alfpence,”’ 
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said, only a afternoon, ‘‘dwell together in unity, bearing and 





Here the voice of Tiny Tim shrilly 
or — 5 ** —— of representation in this Hou 
When he saw Jonun ReEpMonp rise to second JoHNn Dituon’s | preferring to conclude his own sentence. 


, °’ Of coercion.”’ 


’ Prince ARTHUR proceeded, 


But To was in first, and 


amendment his heart swelled within him. Tears dimmed his! would have upset the equanimity and spoiled the speech of a less 


spectacles; a gasp of grateful 


emotion was audible, even across the 
House. Here was the seed he had planted growing up in the stoniest 


practised debater 





Some comfort found in these little explosions. Ever re- 


of places. For Ireland’s sake, Joun REDMOND was ready to sink ae the ee ee of seeing Ireland suffer whilst patriots 
8 e 


rsonal considerations, and play second fiddle to Joun DILton, 


ven whilst Tim was wiping 
his glasses, as a preliminary 
to mastering his emotion, 
Jonn RepMonpd shattered 
all his pleased hopes. 
Ditton, he said in harsh 
voice, had by a manwuvre 

i ed him from his 
place of precedence. He 
had intended to move a 
Home Rule Amendment, 
and so show Ireland who 
was her true friend. Dutr- 
ton had craftily got in 
ahead of him, and not only 
forestalled his amendment, 
but threatened to burke 
his speech. 

Only one way to avoid 
latter sacrifice. He would 
second amendment, and so 
reel off speech. Firat, how- 
ever, he would. like the 
Baboo, expose Jonn DIr- 
LoNn’s cut dono in all its 
hideous nakedness. This 
he did, and incidentally 
went on to show how peace- 
fal, prosperous, and con- 
tented and would be if 
its home government were 
entrusted to him and his 
loved colleagues. 

Tiny ’s depression at 
this turn of affairs equalled 


tation with which he had 
observed what he had tho 
the altar of the country. 


corner seat, ‘‘ thinking the strangest thin 
House was, however, privileged to hear them. The sight of Prince 
ArrHur on his legs discoursing about Ireland ever makes Trm | dose of 
ilarating is the spectacled Don Josk, i 

quiet, strong. master of himself and his subject. To-night, whilst 
these two spoke, Tr droyped a running and occasionally embarrass- | Certainly not. He 
RINCE ARTHUR had launched into lofty doctor.’ Transvaal case an 


articulate. Still more ex 


ing commentary. Once 


passage descriptive of benefits conferred by Parliament on Ireland. 
‘‘ We give to the Irish race living within our jurisdiction every 


privilege we ask for ourselves, e give them not merely their 


share, but more than their share——” 


pull each other’ 





Harviy Ds-cnorvs! 1 . ] 
‘Tf the Boers of the Transvaal had raised the 68th Psalm ia celebration of their victory, I, earlier life,” says Sir 
only by the generous exul- for one, would have been ready to join in the chorus (sic!).”—Mr. Leonard Courtney, Feb.13. WALTER Foster, Bart 


ht was the burning of private feuds on | used to work together in 
ow he sat thoughtful, isolated in his 








** They have their quar- 
rel,” ay Tm sadly, ‘‘and 
England has our estate.” 

Business done, — Fi 
division in new Parliament. 
Home Rule Amendment 
negatived by 276 votes 
against 160, 

Friday.—Still twangivg 
Trish when not beat- 
ing the Transvaal drum. 
To-night both on. CourRt- 
NEY volunteered little vocal 
music by way of change. 
‘Tf the vaal Boers,”’ 
he said, ‘‘had raised the 
sixty-eighth Psalm in cele- 
bration of their reer as 
for one, would have been 
ready to join in the 
chorus.” 

Not usually a chorus at- 
tached to a Psalm, but that 
a detail, Selah. 

When KrieEeR comes 
over, he and CouRTNEY 
should give usastave. If 
JOUBERT accompanies the 
President, make it a trio, 

Not sure that Kriierr’s 
ask iy eadotaing ie 

ack up by unde 
govern Transvaal as well 
as the Cabinet. ‘‘In 


M.D., “Don Josf: and I 


y Birmingham. Glad enough of my 
advice in those days. Would have been better off if he had sought 
you ever heard.” The | it in these. It doesn’t require man of my professional eminence and 
experience to perceive the fatal flaw underlying his despatching that 
Home Rule for Transvaal, Suppose a London doctor were. 
uninvited, to send to one of my patients at Edgbaston a phial of 
medicine marked ‘To be taken internally.’ Would he swallow it? 
’d reply, ‘You be blowed. You’re not my 
Don Jos&'s Home Rule panacea on 
fours with this. Natural consequences have followed. Don Josh a 
clever man; but he will see he would do well when making new 
friends not to ignore his old counsellors.”’ 
Business done.—Much talk round Address. 








ELI ‘this, it would be an excellent plan to endow of abominable girls (‘‘ Oh/”), who only 

UNIVERSITY INT IGENCE. a preety ce aooonings this a en giggled vee he — their came and oles 
A Vision of the Near Futur accomplishmen e was aware that the | was absolutely maddening. (Derisive cheers. 
ain : y me ost would be an onerous one, and she there-| The Senior Dean of Newnham pointed wet 
_ THE proceedings at qeneeys congrega- | fore proposed to occupy it herself. The grace, | that all the best buildings in the University 
tion were of an unusually protracted nature, | however, was ‘‘non-placeted”’ by 345 votestol. | were, quite unjustly, allotted to the men. 
as nearly all the lady M.A.’s now in residence, One of the Fellows of Girton called the | This anomaly must be removed. She would 
addressed the Senate at some length. Mics attention of the Senate to a gross neglect of | allow the Trinity men to remain undisturbed 
BELLE, of Girton, suggested that a change | his duty on the part of one of the Proctors. | for the present. (Applause from Dr. BUTLER.) 
hould be made in the colour of the university An undergraduate of her college had caused | But Newnham must have a worthier abode 
hoods. Fur, she remarked, was altogether great disturbance by holding extremely rowdy | than its present one. On the whole, she 
unsuitable and unfashionable in the summer ‘‘ Cocoas’’ in her room; and when rebuked | thought that Clare ege would suit them 
months, and white silk by no means suited | for her misconduct, had called the speaker | very nicely. She, therefore pro that 
hed peng She would suggest that entire ‘‘an old cat.” She had referred the matter | the Newnham students should sferred 
freedom should be given to graduates—or, to the Proctor, requesting him to fine the | to Clare, and that the Clare men should live 
at least, to lady-graduates—to select the delinquent heavily ; but he had taken abso- | in Newnham for the future. 
colours and materials that would harmonise | lutely no notice of her letter. The reason of| The Tutor of Clare remarked that the Dean 
best with their dresses. It was ultimately | this misplaced leniency she had just dis-|cf Newnham might try to evict him and his 
decided thata Syndicate shouldobtain patterns covered ; the Proctor, she blushed to say, was | College as soon as they pleased. He would 
from Messrs. Liserty, and report to the | engaged tothe young lady in question. (Cries | only add that they had a fire-engine of con- 
Senate on the subject, of ‘* Shame !”’ and great uproar.) siderable power, and—— (Uproar.) 

Mies HomesPun brought forward a‘‘grace’’| The Proctor explained that. together with| Asitwas nearly tea-time, the Senate shortly 
for the appointment of an University Profes- | aJl his colleagues, he wished to resign his | afterwards adjourned. 
sor of Needlework, at a salary of £1,000, It, office. His work had been difficult enough 
has been urged, she said, that the result of | before, but now that ladies had become 
the higher education of women was to unfit | members of the University, it was impossible) WxeRe Wrieut was nor Micut.—In the 
them for domestic duties. In order to refute to perform it. To have to deal with crowds trial of the Haggerston Election Petition. 
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THE QUICK-STEP OF THE LAW IN 
THE COMING BY-AND-BY. 


{“‘The Counsel of the Plaintiff was 
about to tell his Lordship the history of 
the case, when the Judge said he was 
familiar with the whole of it.” 

Daily Paper.) 
ScenE—A Court of Justice. Usual 
accessories, Ju on the Bench. 

Barristers facing him. Solicitors 

in the Well, seated next Litigants. 

Jury in their box, and Witnesses 

tm warling. 

Leader for the Plaintiff. And now, 
my Lord, if your Lordship pleases, I 
will give you a brief history —— 

Judge {interrupting No, thanks. 
I know all about it. 

Leader for the Plaintiff. Well, I 
will proceed to examine my client, 
who has already been sworn. 

Judge. Thanks, Quiteunnecessary. 
I will examine him myself. [ Does so. 

Leader for the Plantiff. I will 
now proceed to call other witnesses. 

Judge (interrupting). Better leave 
them to me. I will dispose of them 
in next to no time. [ Does so. 

Leader for the Defendant, And 
me my Lord, I will open the case 

or—. 

Judge. Quite unnecessary, I know 
all you propose to say. 

ader for the Defendant, Then 
I will call my witnesses. 

Judge. T shall follow the practice I 
have established on the other side, and 
look after them myself, Does so. 

Leader a the Defendant. With 
your Lordship’s permission, I will eum 
up the case in defence of my client. 

Judge. Thanks, no. I can do that 


for you. 

eader a the Plaintiff. And I 
for my client, if your 

pleases, will—— 
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SOMETHING TO LOOK FORWARD TO. 


“On yes, I know I must Eat mw I want TO GROow| Cochon must have turned up his 
Lordship | HEALTHY, AND BIG, AND STRONG Now I supposE You WERE | nose at the spectators in order to get 


ABLE TO LEAVE OFF EATING LONG AGO, AUNT PHILLIDA!” 
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Judge (interrupting). Sum up the 
whole case? ,no. I can do 
it for you as easily as for your learned 
frien 8 80, 

Foreman of the Jury. And now, 
my Lord, are we to give our verdict F 

Judge. Well, you can if you like ; 
but I really think you had better 
leave it to me, as I know much more 
about it than you do. 

Foreman of the Jury. As your 


Lordship —— 

Judge. That’s right. Verdict for 

the plaintiff. Damages fifty pounds, 

Pe cr sincsieiad Really, reall 
ers(protes ° y, really 

my Lord, we are oot accustomed 


Judge (interrupting), Bat I am! 
Call the next case. ; 
Hurried business, and quick 
rtain, 


NonE BUT THE SLAVE DESERVES 
THE Fare.—At the meeting of the 
Metropolitan District Railway Com- 
pany, Mr. Forses, the chairman, 
complain that prosperous tradesmen 
| used workmen’s trains and paid only 
one penny instead of twice or thrice 
as much, course, these well-to- 
do merchants ought to be *‘ punched” 
at the barriers, the bond 
working men re M, D. R, or 


Men Deserving Reli 


A REALLY WoNDERFUL Pic,—The 
Paris Correspondent of the Daily 
Telegraph states that Monsieur Co- 
chon, = hiekle intelligent in the 
Mardi gras cavalcade, ‘‘had a quizzi- 
cal expression on its snout asit looked 
down on the crowd from the char- 
cuterte car.” Of course, Monsieur 


any expression out of it. 








“GLORIOUS, BY JINGO!” 
ScenE— The Metropolhs fs Mighty Empire. Enter First and 
cond Citizen. 


First Citizen. Glorious news, isn't it? 
Second Citizen, Magnificent! Never heard anything to equal it 


QUEER QUERIES. 


RaBIETIC.— What is the best way of putting a muzzle on a very 
athletic and rather bad-tem ull-dog? I have tried to do it 
while he was (apparently) fast asleep, and narrowly escaped from the 
apartment with my life. Chloroform is of no use, as the brute will 
not allow it to be placed anywhere near his nose, and a strong solu- 


in my life! ° ° ° ° ° 
First Cit. Going to have the biggest fleet ever seen — costing aoeaek ~ ae ae panne | Eg ee a of a 
millions ! hints—also to know cost of a journey to Pasrevr’s establishment in 


Second Cit. Yes; and an army that will go anywhere, and do 

anything— costing so much more, 
rst Cit. And the volunteers to have as much cash as they like ! 

ae Cit, And the militia and yeomanry to have more than they 
care for 

First Cit. Why, we shall make the whole world envy us with our 
new forts, and new guns, and new coaling-stations ! 

Second Cit. Yes; we shall put ourselves outside competition ! 

‘trst Cit. And absolutely negative criticism |! 

Second Cit, Fire guns all day oeese 8 £200 a discharge | 

First Cit, And send out any number of sq ns under full 
steam at so much per ton for coals! 

Second Cit, Fortunately, we are going to have a big surplus! 

First Cit. Not that that will go v ar 0, we must just 
absorb it with a view to iner expenditure | 

Second Cit, Quite so. What I say is confound the expense ! 

First Cit. To which I respond, down with the Income Tax ! 

Second Cit. What if we have to pay tenpence in the pound ? 

First Cit. Or even—if it comes to that—even two hundred and 


orty. 
Second Cit. So rule Britannia! 
First Cit. And there’s no dearer place than home ! 


Paris.—Lover or Dogs. 
HvussBaND AND WIFE.—Owing to some small domestic misunder- 
standings, my wife has sheataed (1) a protection order against me, 
(2) a judicial separation, (3) maintenance at at oA a week, 
(4) and custody of a favourite parrot. I feel doubtful whether under 
the new Act I have the right to goon living in my own house. Will 
somebody kindly explain the Act, and also tell me how I am to give 
two ae a week out of an income of thirty shillings P—ANGEL IN 
THE House. 


ApvicE Gratis.—A house-agent has let my furnished house for 
me, and now the assurance to claim a commission ! I bound 
to pay this monstrous demand? Iam glad and proud to say that I 
have not signed ay agreement to pay it. The man says he has taken a 
great deal of trouble over the ane and no doubt he has. But hav- 
ing signed nothing, surely I am n legally liable P—GrnxEnkoUvUs Sout. 


More Historica Dovsts,—We have a beastly history lesson 
twice a week, and I want to know, please, who was “‘the Electric 
Sornia,” and why was she called by that name? I asked my 
master, who only laughed, and said he “‘ su it was because 
she had a magnetic personality,” but I don’t know what on earth he 
meant. She comes in every lesson, and all the form laughs at me 


[They stimulate one another with a forced cheer, and exeunt| when I mention her. So please let me know about her coor. 


recklessly, 


PROBABLE.—On his way to the pole Dr, NansEN may have come 
across the traces of other expeditions. 


VOL, CX, K 


JonES MINIMUS. 


Morro FOR AN Impecunious Foorsatt Civs.—*’ More kicks than 
oe. 


[Fepruary 29, 1896. 
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“NURSE BRUIN,” 
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NOT WHILE HIS OLD NANA IS HERE.” 


INTERFERE WITH HIM, INDEED ; 


DEAR LITILE CHAP | 


‘' WHAT A SPIRIT HE HAS] 
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ey 
RESULT OF THE OPEN SEASON. 


Biker tshis hunting friend), ‘‘I say, OLD CHAP, THAT NAG OF YOURS LOOKS RATHER DEFLATED—LET ME LEND you MY Pump.” 


PUNCH’S PLEA FOR THE WHITE-PLUMED a of Mammon do the murderuus 


HERONS. 
(An Appeal to all English Ladies with 
Paiful Hearts.) 
“* BuTcHERED to make a Roman holiday,” 
That roused tard anger in indignant metre. 
Butchered to mske a lady’s bonnet gay !— 
Sounds that much sweeter ? 


Little white heron, with the shoulder plume 
Which stirs the milliner’s remorseless pas- 


sion, 
You guess not how your finery seals your 


com 
At beck of Fashion. 


The little egret’s nuptial plumes are sought 
Above all other feathers by Eve's daughter, 
And hence the heronry with woe is fraught, 
A scene of slaughter 


Tree ee neat liriel birds, 
eagle alone you grow gre- 


The pr comes, and scenes too sad for words 


Grieve e’en the hilarious. 


The — hovering near their helpless | son 


Are shot in hundreds; "{is such easy killing! 
The plumelets are plucked out, since they are 


For many a shilling. 
The young birds starve, whilst, festering in 


white heaps, 
a parents lie in scores about 
em. 
When men tay at the thought their chill 
b conte 
Will ladies doubt them ? 


se Bh 








THE MILLINER MUSE, 
But if = are of Mcde could feel com- 


(A Recipe.) 
Young Roseia need not starve, nor-old ones | CUT mp j _ like mohair or tilk, iato 
And en ink with tags, like boot-laces; 
To—fullow Fashion ! one tc saa Wiss plaes beads = 


The heronries are fast destroyed, ’tis said 
The pretty egr ets eet exterminated. 
It seams a pity ! Mode and Trade 
Are the binds ft fated P 


_ tippete 
To please the new Muses and Graces : 
Finish . sb smart tassels,—called com- 
matiphonntol eribiiix’ 
For an 
lovely woman, prithee just say “ Nay” | And, with ehoddy that sparkles ard nonsense 


Na 
ie men umanity and love of beauty ! that chim 
Purch loves the sex, and to his pets would| Youn’ll be hailed a new bard in a twiokling. 


pray. 
*\ Dears—do your duty!” 
ENTE ROT Tel PATRIOTIC TOAST. 
CaRkEFUL Reviston.—In Chicago, the Board a ’ 
of Education has adopted a ‘‘r version” British Tar sings :— 
of the Bible. oe of the Pasa of David BrRITANNIA still sea-rule enjoys, 
wanted, th ey, thought, cutting ; so they cut Despite rude Ger-ma-ny | 
them.. They ’ve cut ‘'4 little bit Fie and Here’s to her Flying ms boys | 
a little bit there.” ‘* Here a bit, and there And may it never—fly |! 


a bit, and everywhere a bit,’ as the old 
g hasit. But, when editing and 

the Bible, why not omit the two versions 
the D 

& vast num 


THe CorsE oF CHEAPNESS.— These are 
eP That omission would suit| terribly subversive times! What price any- 
r of worthy people. thing f—or an ybody F ‘* Penny Poets” were 
[ee bad olen. thovgh they have sometimes 
ow as ‘‘ tuppenny-half- 
_ But now some radi 
g Peer- 
age’?! This is the ae daring attack upon 
the House of Lords we have yet heard of. 
The next novelty we suppose will be 
= Sixpenny Sovereigns” or ‘‘ Farthing 
Crowns.”’ 


New Morro ror tHe Mussutman.—There | been 
is no good in the European Concert, and the 
Sultan’s its profit! r 


CANNING’S COUPLET REMODELLED. 


In matters of contest the charm of the Datch 
Is forgiving a little, and asking not much. 
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““NURSE BRUIN.,” 


‘WHAT A SPIKIT HE HAS! DEAR LITILE CHAP! INTERFERE WITH HIM, INDEED ; NOT WHILE HIS OLD NANA IS HERE.” 
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A RESULT OF THE OPEN SEASON. 


Biker this hunting friend), ‘*I say, OLD CHAP, THAT NAG OF YOURS LOOKS RATHER DEFLATED—LET ME LEND You MY Pump.” 








PUNCH’S PLEA FOR THE WHITE-PLUMED | Male — of Mammon do the murderous THE MILLINER MUSE, 
bees Sanece a But if the slaves of Mcde could feel oom- (A Recipe.) 
n Ap is tes passion, | 
Paiful Hearts.) Young herons need not starve, nor. old ones | Cur a jast like mohair or tilk, iato 
(é ' 
That roused Yard anger in indignant otro. To—fullow Fashion! -— end t them im boots 4 agg then orp 
Butchered to mske a lady’s bonnet gay'— _| The heronries are fast destroyed, ’tis said, Bespang ae tippets,” seen & 
Sounds that much sweeter ? The pretty ear ets fast exterminated. To p ease the new Muses and Graces : 
Little white heron, with the shoulder plume |Itresmsa pity! Betwixt Mode and Trade | Finis ae aie smart tassels,—called com- 
Which stirs the milliner’s remorseless pas- Are the birds fated ? =e ~~ ee — 
sion, For antiphon 
You guess not how your finery seals your a A a anit ued live of bone | ay’! And, » with ehoddy that aie ard nonsense 
At beck of Fashion. Purch Reckigy the sex, and to his pets would} You'll be hailed a new bard in a twinkling. 
The little egret’s nuptial plumes are sought i eee 
alts deter cag ae ae oer > 
od hence the heronry with woe is frau a ATRIOTIC TOAST, 
A scene of slaughter sie see Leia, Chicago, the Board Dit Tie dane — 
ucation a a*'r version 
ro (Teed ea aes nest-loyal bid, of the Bible, Seaae | of the Psalms of David BRITANNIA still sea-rule enjoys, 
wanted, th ey, thought, cutting ; so they cut gore e Ger-ma-ny | 


arious. ‘ 
The banter comes, and scenes too sad for words a lle te. cut © <a = aon, ae 


Grieve e’en the hilarious, 

nd ev h bit,” the old 

The — hovering near their helpless | son a it. ‘Bet when editing st coed ‘ revising 
rag Bible, wh not omit the two versions 0 ‘ams 

Are shot in hundreds; "1is such easy killing! the Decalo ye Tha That omission would suit plane Seite o What mele ae 
The plumelets are plucked out, since they are | a vast number of worthy people, thing #—or an ybody t ? ‘Penny Poets” were 
———— Led enough then t have sometimes 

¥or many 8 shilling. New Morro ror tHe Mussutman.—There quoted as Ge e ** tuppenny-half- 
The young birds ere whilst, festering in | is no good in the Enropean Concert, and the penny, fob to be sure,” But now some radical 

rev 


7 aioe c advertises a ‘‘Shilling Peer- 
Their dsplumed parents lie in scores about | °Utan’s ite profit 


age’? | "This i is the most daring attack upon 
em, : the House of Lords we have yet heard of. 
When men tay at the thought their chill CANNING 'S COUPLET REMODELLED. The next novelty we suppose will be 
a In matters of contest the charm of the Datch | ‘* Sixpenny Sovereigns” or ‘‘ Farthing 
Will ladies doubt them ? Is forgiving a little, and asking not much. | Crowns,” 


s to her Flying Squadron, boys! 
‘And may it never—fly! 
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“NURSE BRUIN.” 


DEAR LITILE CHAP | 


INTERFERE WITH HIM, INDEED ; NOT WHILE HIS OLD NANA IS HERE.” 
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A RESULT OF THE OPEN SEASON. 


Biker ts his hunting friend). ‘‘I say, OLD CHAP, THAT NAG OF YOURS LOOKS RATHER DEFLATZD—LET ME LEND YOU MY Pump,” 








PUNCH’S PLEA FOR THE WHITE-PLUMED | Male Fre of Mammon do the murderous 


HERONS. 
(An Appeal to all English Ladies with 
Pitiful Hearts.) 
‘* BUTCHERED to make a Roman holiday,” 
That roused tard anger in indignant metre. 
Butchered to mske a lady’s bonnet gay !— 
Sounds that much sweeter ? 


Little white heron, with the shoulder plume 
Which stirs the milliner’s remorseless pas- 


s10n, 
You guess not how your finery eeals your 


com 
At beck of Fashion. 


an aes are nuptial plumes are sought 

ther feathers by Eve's daughter, 

Peg ie the heronry with woe is fraught, 
A scene of slaughter. 


oe red , brida!-plumed, nest-loyal birds, 


si 
t oo alone you grow gre- 


The Gontae a onal and scenes too sad for words 
Grieve e’en the hilarious, 


The —— hovering near their helpless | son 


Are aot ik hundreds; ’{issuch easy killing! 
The plumelets are plucked out, since they are 


For many a shilling. 
The young birds starve, whilst, festering in 


Ww eaps, 
ne parents lie in scores about 
em. 
When men tay at the thought their chill 
blood eceene 
Will ladies doubt them ? 


But if the Te of Mcde could feel com- 


THE MILLINER MUSE, 


Young herons weed not starve, nor old ones | CUT prose, ag like mohair or tilk, iato 


To—fullow Fashion ! 


The heronries are fast destroyed, ’tis said, 
The pretty “es fast exterminated. 
It reams a pity! Betwixt Mode and Trade 
Are the birds fated ? 


aes vey vee prithee just say 1 ey” And, with 
nm 


umanity and love of beauty ! 
Purch loves the sex, and to his pets would 


pray 
\ Dears—do your duty !”’ 


CaREFUL Revision.—In Chicago, the Board 
of Education has adopted a *‘r version”’ 


of ae Bible. fae ty Se of zara 
wan though g: so they cu 
them. They ’ve out ‘*.4 little bit here, and 
a little bit there.” ‘* Here a bit, and there 
a bit, and everywhere a bit,’ as the old 
g has it. But, when editing and 

ia. Bible, why not omit the two versions 
the D eP That omission would suit 
a vast number of worthy people. 


New Morro ror tHe Mussutman.—There | be 
is no good in the European Concert, and the 
Sultan’s its profit ! 


CANNING’S COUPLET REMODELLED. 


In matters of contest the charm of the Datch 
Is forgiving a little, and asking not much. 


Fin 


(A Recipe.) 
And oT them with tags, like boot-laces; 
le with tropes, e glass-beads ‘on 
irls’ *‘ tippe 


ease the new  Mases and Graces : 
beck with smart tassels,—called com- 
ot rhymes,— 
For antip onetical tinkling ; 
ae that sparkles ard nonsense 


that 
You ’ll one a new bard in a twinkling. 


PATRIOTIC TOAST. 
British Tar sings :— 
BriTANNIA still sea-rule 
Despite rude peer 


Seve'e s to her Flying Squadron, boys! 
And may it Flying Sa 


THe Corsk oF CHEAPNESS.— These are 
terribly subversive times! What price any- 


a — rbaty? ‘*Penny Poets” were 
Spee. oF pes eign eee they have sometimes 
w as ‘‘ tuppenny-half- 


Samay to baw sure. But now some Todieal 
revolutionary advertises a “ g Peer- 
ee This is ed most daring attack upon 
rds we have yet heard of. 
The next Sixes we suppose will 
= Sixpenny Sovereigns” or ‘‘ Farthing 
Crowns.” 
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‘‘'Taking the Sh(r)ine out 
of Him.”’ 


(“I suppose I must begin what 
I have to say by laying a chaplet 
. «+. on the opulent sbrine of the 
Colonial Secretary.’?— Vide Lord 
Rosebery’s Speech in House of 
Lords, February 11.] 


The Right Hon, J-s-ph 
| Ch-mb-rl-n log.:— 
AtTHoucH I’m a thundering 
| kind of a chap 
I agree not with ‘* canonisa- 
tion” : 
Were I only a saint I ’d be not 
worth a ra 
In this cycle of civilisation. 
That’s why I don’t care for 
that metaphor rare— 
No, I can’t like that ‘‘opu- 
lent shrine’’ a bit. 
Bat cut out the ‘r” and you ‘ll 
d me ‘‘ all there,”’ 
For I think I can ‘' opulent 
shine” a bit! 





“UNIVERSITY INTELLI- 
GENCE.” (Extract from letter 
written by Undergraduate 
Member of Literary Society 
to learned friend.)—I hear 
that I am going to be asked by 
the committee to read an essa 
on ‘* Keats.” Can you tell 
me... what are ‘‘ Keats’’? 

Yours ever, Sammy, 


NorTTo BE T00 R1gG-oROUSLY 
TAKEN.—Of course (ad propos 
of some recent letters in the 
Times), the reverend gentle- 
man is not a ‘Vessel of 
Wrath,” but, being a vessel, 

is de rs might say of 
him, in nautical fashion, that 
** he is rather a queer Rigg.” 


HE HAD SUCCEEDED. 


A, ‘“‘Ou, I SAY, THAT SKETCH YOU DID OF ME IN THE DAILY NEATOR d 
MADE ME LOOK THE SORT OF CONCEITED ASs ONE WOULD LIKE TO KICK!” 


B. ** You THINK so? 
CATCH THE CHARACTER |” 





Ano I wWAs AFRAID I HAD QUITE FAILED TO 


HAPPY PAIR. 


(“A marriage was ‘ solem- 
nised,’ by special licence, before 
Sheriff Brown, but the ‘happy 
sell had a long wait in the 

heriff Court until his lordshi 
Cepeune of a ‘criminal case’!’’ 
— The Aberdeen Daily Free Press. | 
Easvu, fugaces! Now Hy- 

men's kept waiting, 

The c»rjagal knot can’t be 

tied. 
‘* Antic the law’? must, by 
dint of debating, 

A criminal case first decide. 


DL Eavet. 
How queer a commencement : 
et, ‘‘happy pair,”’ 


pause, 
And ponder the terrible 


thought :— . 
Some day before J(e)une, in a 
ifferent cause, 
Again you may wait for the 
Court! 


A TEETOTALER's SpPrRit. — 
During recent breach - of - 
promise trial, plaintiff, a bar- 
maid, examined by member of 
legal, not drinking, Bar, said 
that defendant ‘‘ never drank 


promptly answered Barmaiden. 

this is good news for- tee- 
totalers. ‘* Scotch whisky is 
not reckoned among spirits.”’ 
But isn’t it rather a cruel 
> hea to the whisky 
er 


THe Port LAUREATE’S 
Lanes.—'' Alf Measures.” 








ROUNDABOUT READINGS. 


A Houimpay Horror 


I am a to ee one the ae ee 
ever come my knowledge, a 
wagecy, for it moves pity and t os 
and that I have always unders 
tragedy. It happened during the 


very natural 


tions might not suffer, kept the sto 
world, It was revealed to me under a ple 


As, however, no urpose 
have no serup e8 whatever 


always been of the opinion that such 
in order that they might be promptly broken. If, for instance, a 
secret is revealed to me in an ordinary 

attempt to enhance m 
silence, I go on my way and forget 
But if on the other hand I am bound to silence b 


am assured that the 
becomes too heavy to be 


sharing it with others, is I 


Wuen Reocrk BarxwortH came home for his Christmas holid 
he was received in the parental mansion in London with the u 
shactaned joy. Reaere is at present serving his 
country on board H.M.8, Britannia, ifying for the Admiral’s 
uniform, with which the imagination oft his sad 
invested him, He is a boy of high spirits, full of mischief 
ranks as a boy should be, and the question of entertaining him, 
soning him : arting his energies from monkey- 
tricks, assumes a considerable importance in an otherwise 
household. I need not go through the list of all the pantomimes, 
entertainments, and amusements, to which Reaere was consigned in 
the charge of his various relatives, each of whom was told off in turn 


demonstrations of 


occupied, and divertin 





g tragedies that have 
= 18 as ver 
error, purges the emotions 
tood to be the genuine mark of 
last Christmas holidays, but a 
desire on the part of those concerned that their reputa- 
from their intimates and from the 
e of profound secrecy. 
can be served by keeping this pl 
about breaking it. Indeed 
ledges were exacted merely 


commonplace way with 
wey binding me to a complete 
about it the next minute. 

y arenge oaths, if I 

I of orphans, or the peace of mind of 
widows depends upon my observing secrecy—why then the load 
customed weight, and I cary wise matt ca cvte nse by 
ustomed weight, an abou un can obtain ease by 

th shall now Da 


mother has already I 
ischief and| box of the coach you will observe Charleymang an 


for a spell of Reggie-duty. Sometimes, however, the stock of guar- 
dians ran dry for the moment, and Reacrx had to be sent off aoe, 
or in the company of any shipmates whom he might have gather 
round him. On an occasion of this sort, he sallied forth one 
fatal day, with four others like unto himself, and visited a certain 
fo of nee had received _ usual inj aoe ue : 
e punctuali is home-coming, and a reasonable amount 
makin icintis somertioned to his needs, had been allotted to him, 
In due time these five budding sailors invaded the Hall. After 
feasting on many marvels, listening to songs, observing dances in a 
properly critical spirit, and gazing with breathless interest at 
SpE acrobats, they found themselves in a recess dedicated to 
e performances of an army of industrious fleas, in charge of a 
skilled and voluble educator, The entertainment was in fall 
but the spectators were not very numerous, and the youngsters 
were therefore able to obtain front places at the table on which the 
tricks were proceeding. 


‘“‘Trs here,” said the educator, a melancholy man, seemingly 
overweighted with his responsibilities; ‘‘ this here in the front is 
Caradoc, the champion flea of the world. I ketched him young, off 
of a ducal establishment in the Midlands, and spent a year learnin 
him all his accomplishments, He is a flea of very determined 
character, strictly honnerble in all his dealin’s; but he has a warm 
heart, and shows remarkable affection. Caradoc ”—this to the flea— 
‘do not champ your bit so; I can’t have you a pawin’ the 
like this; beyave yourself like an aristocrat, and be quiet till I tell 
you to move. Ladies and gentlemen, Caradoc will now draw the 
state coach four times round the arena. Then, raisin’ hisself on his 
hind legs, he will bow three times, salutin’ the comin. On the 

: neeeen, 
two fleas ially selected for their knowledge of ’osses and power 0 
drivin’ ake tasonals a crowd of traffic, The flea inside the coach, 
sittin’ in state, is the Queen of the Sandwich Islands. Sheisa lazy 
flea, but very stiff about etiquette; will have the other fleas a bowin 
down before her, and never turnin’ their backs, Now, Caradoc, you 
can start. Let the ladies and gentlemen see your fine action. k 


swing, 





Fusruary 29, 1896,] PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 101 


here, my young fellow ’’—this was to Rrce@iE 
—‘‘don’t you come a a like that, or 
you ’ll upset that ’ere bottle, and there’s a 
matter of five ’undred fleas in that bottle, all 
ia strict training, and kep’ from their na 

ood, so as to make ’em savage. Good 
gracious ! do be careful. There, didn’t I tell 
you—— 


THE expected had taken place. REGGIE 
and his companions, in their anxiety to ob- 
serve the evolutions of Caradoc, Charley- 
mang, Wellington, and the Queen of the 
Sandwich Islands, had advancid too closely 
to the table, and with a careless sweep of his 
arm Rraere had upset the bottle, the et 
which, I may state, was only covered with a 
card. Five hundred hungry, savage fleas, all 
in strict training, saw their chance of liberty, 
and most of them ted by it. Never has 
there been such a hopping, such a scattering 
rightand left of agonized spectators. ‘*There,’ 
said the educator, as he surveyed the ruin of 
his hopes, ‘‘you’ve done it this time, my boy. 
Them five ’undred fleas are half-eddicat 
Many’s the day I spent over them, but it’s 
all wasted now, and I’m in the Seaerereey 
Court. y, 1 refused a thousand poun 
for that there bottle of fleas only last week.’’ 

By this time the bottle had been restored 
to its upright position and securely covered, 
but it held only a vey small proportion of its 
original contents. The rest had vanished like 
a beautifaldream, Rxraarm, a boy of a kindly 
disposition, was overwhelmed with grief at 
the result of his thoughtlessness. ‘* Look 
here,” he said, ‘‘ I’ve only got a shilling, but 
if that’s any use to you you shall have it.” 
‘*A shillin’,” said the educator in a tone of 
scorn, ‘‘what’s a shillin’? But there, I’ll 
take it on account, and you can pay me the 
other nine-’undred-and-ninety-nine pounds, 
nineteen shillin’s by instalments, I dessay I 
can ketch some more as time goes on. If I 
do, I’ll credit you with them.” The bargain 
was struck, and Rreeere went home. 


Or course the matter did not end here. On 
the following day Reeare returned to the 
Britannia swollen to twice his natural size, 
The room he had occupied at home was fumi- 
gated, but to no avail. It was occupied last 
week by a beautiful young lady who had 
come to stay fora dance. Her shrieks during 
the ar Hi were heartrending, and her appear- 
ance the next day so painful that she had to 
be wrapped in cotton-wool and sent back in 
the charge of a nurse to the country vicarage 
which is her home. From the Britannia 
come rumours of a restless spirit on the 
of the cadets which is causing serious anxiety 
to the authorities. London is at this moment 
unconsciously under the domination of several 
hundreds of fleas, just sufficiently educated 
to know their own terrible powers, but not to 
a. koe hag the —_ of propriety 
and good-feeling. I can see only one remedy, 
that the County Council should issue a 
muzzling order for fleas. 


Untversity Cottrces Open To WOMEN OF 
ALL Deerees.— Let us make a_ selection, 
There’s Magdalen, Oxford, likewise Cam- 
bridge. At the former, a ee undergraduate 
may become a ‘‘ Demy” if she doesn’t object 
to swearing, and is not of opinion that the 
‘* Demy” won’t become Aer. There’s Clare 
College — preeey name Clare, Likewise, 
there’s St. Catherine’s. Lady Bachelors to 
remain celibates, and the M.A.’s to wear the 
quoif of St, Catherine, At the college the 
study of music would largely engage the 
attention of the students, and once every term 
there would be a ‘‘ Catt’s Concert” in Hall. 
The Game of Pass for the corners would be a 
favourite one with the undergraduate girls. 
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Chancellor of the Exchequer to John Bull :— 


I sE@ to remark, dear respected J. B. 
If you wish to retain your comman 


sea, 
You must give me command of your L.S.D. 
John Bull fo a Chancellor of the 


I shan’t make a fuss o’er pounds, shillings, and 

If you give me defence without waste or 
pretence. 

Let’s have a strong Navy, and—hang the 
expense | 

The a 4 want is my Land’s Safe 


Ines 
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First Newspaper Boy. ‘‘Huui10, Bru! WHo’s 8?’ " 
ewspaper Boy, ‘‘1 SUPPOSE ’B’S THE NORTH POLE AS ’AS JUST BEEN DISCOVERED ! 








Drawing the Line, 
Written after reading the views of Baron Von 
Marschall concerning “‘ Our Raiiways,” §c., in 
the Transvaal.) 


To Monror Doctrine Joun Butt may be 


ooled, J 
But, spite of all that German Baron’s jaw, 

He’ll show the Teuton he is not yet ruled 
By ‘** MarscHaLt” Law!” 


THE Bake Fact.—The recent great rise in 
Consols ‘‘may be ascribed,” the Zimes ob- 
served, ‘* in great measure to the existence of 
a bear account, called into being by the possi- 
bilities of disturbance opened up by events in 
various of the world.”’ Then it ’s mainly 
on the ‘* Russian Bear account”’ that Consols 
have gone up. 
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‘Taking the Sh(r)ine out 
of Him.” 

“© T suppose I must begin what 
I is te oe by laying - chaplet 
. ».. on the opulent sbrine of the 
Colonial Secretary.”’— Vide Lord 
Rosebery’s Speech in House of 
Lake. tlvaary 11.) 

The Right Hon, J-s8-ph 
Ch-mb-rl-n log.:— 
AtTHouGH I’m a thundering 

kind of a cha 
I agree not with ‘* canonisa- 
tion”’ : 
Were I only a saint I ’d be not 
worth a ra 
In this cycle of civilisation. 
That’s why I don’t care for 
t metaphor rare— 
No, I can’t like that ‘‘opu- 
lent shrine’ a bit. 
Bat cut out the ‘“‘r” and you ‘ll 
find me “‘ all there,” 
For I think I can ‘‘ opulent 
shine’ a bit! 


“UNIVERSITY INTELLI- 
GENCE.” (Eztract from letter 
written by Undergraduate 
Member of Literary Society 
to learned friend.)—TI hear 
that I am going to be asked by 
the committee to read an eess 
on ‘* Keats.” Can 
me... what are “ 

Yours ever, 


ou tell 
eats’’ P 
Sammy, 


NorTTo BE T00 RIGG-oROoUSLY 
TAKEN.—Of course (d@ propos 
of some recent letters in the 
Times), the reverend gentle- 
man is not a ‘‘ Vessel of 
Wrath,” but, being a vessel, 
his detractors might say of 
him, in nautical fashion, that 


B. **You THINK s0 ? 
** he is rather a queer Rigg.” 


CATCH THE CHARACTER !” 





HE HAD SUCCEEDED. 


A, ‘‘On, I SAY, THAT SKETCH YOU DID OF ME IN THE DAILY NEATOR 
MADE ME LOOK THE SORT OF CONCEITED A8s ONE WOULD LIKE TO KICK!” 
Anp I was AFRAID I HAD QUITE FAILED TO 


HAPPY PAIR. 


(“A marriage was ‘solem- 
nised,’ by special licence, before 
Sheriff Brown, but the ‘happy 


per had a long wait in the 

heriff Court until his lordshi 

disposed of a ‘criminal case’! °’ 

— The Aberdeen Daily Free Press. | 

Easu, fugaces'’ Now Hy- 
men's kept waiting, 

The ou joe knot can’t be 


th 
‘* Antic the law’? must, by 
dint of debating, 
A criminal case first decide. 


TD) Enver, 
How queer a commencement: 
et, ‘happy pair,” 
pause, 7 
And ponder the terrible 
thought :— ; 
Some day before J(e)une, in a 
different cause, 
Again ty may wart for the 
ou 
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A TEETOTALER'S SPIRIT. — 
During recent breach - of - 
promise trial, plaintiff, a bar- 
maid, examined by member of 
legal, not drinking, Bar, said 
that defendant ‘‘ never drank 
spirits atall.” ‘‘ Then,” asked 

e Judge, ‘“‘what did he 
drink?” ‘* Scotch whisky,” 
promptly answered Barmaiden. 
So this is good news for- tee- 
totalers. ‘* Scotch whisky is 
not reckoned among spirits.’’ 
But isn’t it rather a cruel 
renee to the whisky 
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THe Port LAUREATE’S 
Tauwes,—‘'’ Alf Measures.” 








ROUNDABOUT READINGS. 
A Hourpay Horror 

I am about to narrate one of the most afflicting tragedies that have 
ever come to my knowledge, a tragedy that is in very truth a 
tragedy, for it moves pity and terror purges the emotions by them 
and that I have always understood to be the genuine mark of a 
tragedy. It happened during the last Christmas holidays, ‘but a 
very natural desire on the of those concerned that their reputa- 


tions might not suffer, kept the story from their intimates and from the 
world. It was revealed to me under a pledge of profound secrecy. 
As, however, no y keeping this pledge, 


paEpoes can be served P 
I have no scruples w atever about breaking it. Indeed, I have 
always been of the opinion that such pledges were ex merely 
in order that they might be promptly broken. If, for instance, a 
et is revealed to me in an ordinary commonplace way with no 
eon attempt to enhance myeiny Oy binding me to a complete 
ence, I on my bas and forget about it the next minute. 
But if on the other hand I am bound to silence by strange oaths, if I 
am assured that the character of orphans, or the peace of mind of 
widows depends upor my observing secrecy—why then the load 
en rel eden sere costal ces 
omed weight, an about groaning until I can obtain ease 
sharing it with others, This I shall ae a : i 


Wuen Recere Barxworru came home for his Christmas holidays 
he was received in the parental mansion in London with the usu 
demonstrations of ed joy. Recere is at present serving his 
country on board H.M.8, Britannia, Dp vera ey for the Admiral’s 
uniform, with which the imagination of his fond mother has alread 
invested him. He is a boy of high spirits, full of mischief an 

ranks as a boy should be, and the question of entertaining him, 
eeping him occupied, and diverting his energies from monkey- 
tricks, assumes a considerable importance in an otherwise quiet 
household. I need not go through the list of all the pantomimes, 
entertainments, and amusements, to which Reeare was consigned in 
the charge of his various relatives, each of whom was told off in turn 





for a spell of Reggie-duty. Sometimes, however, the stock of guar- 
dians ran dry for the moment, and Reacarz had to be sent off ee, 
or in the company of any shipmates whom he might have gather 
round him. On an occasion of this sort, he sallied forth one 
fatal day, with four others like unto himself, and visited a certain 
ay of eee an i ee had received “ usual inj eaerons ber s 
e punctuali is home-coming, and a reasona ; 
hae strictly apportioned to his needs, had been allotted to him. 


In due time these five budding sailors invaded the Hall. After 
feasting on many marvels, listening to songs, observing dances in a 


roperly critical spirit, and gazing with breathless interest at 
* aaled sacakata, ther found themselves in a recess dedicated to 
e performances of an army of industrious fleas, in charge of a 
skilled and voluble educator. The entertainment was in full swing, 
but the spectators were not very numerous, and the youngsters 
were therefore able to obtain front places at the table on which the 


tricks were proceeding. 


‘Tuts here,” said the educator, a melancholy man, seemingly 
overweighted with his responsibilities; ‘‘this here in the front is 
Caradoc, the champion flea of the world. I ketched him young, off 
of a ducal establishment in the Midlands, and spent a year learnin 
him all his accomplishments. He is a flea of very determined 
character, strictly honnerble in all his dealin’s; but he has a warm 
heart, and shows remarkable affection. Caradoc ”—this to the flea— 
‘do not champ your bit so; I can’t have you a pawin’ the. d 
like this; beyave yourself like an aristocrat, and be quiet till I tell 
you to move, Ladies and gentlemen, Caradoc will now draw the 
state coach four times round the arena. Then, raisin’ hisself on his 
hind legs, he will bow three times, salutin’ the company, On the 
box of the coach you will observe Charleymang and otengion, 
two fleas ially selected for their kecmladee of ’osses and power 0 
drivin’ safe through a crowd of traffic. The flea inside the coach, 
sittin’ in state, is the Queen of the Sandwich Islands. She is a lazy 
flea, but very stiff about etiquette; will have the other fleas a bowin 
down before her, and never turnin’ their Now, Caradoc, you 
can start. Let the ladies and gentlemen see your fine action. k 
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here my young fellow ”’—this was to RreeiE 
—* don’t you come a on like that, or 
youll upset that ’ere bottle, and there’s a 
matter of five ’undred fleas in that bottle, all 
in strict training, and kep’ from their natural 

ood, so as to make ’em savage. Good 
gracious ! do be careful. There, didn’t I tell 
you—— 


TE expected had taken place. RxrcciE 
and his companions, in their anxiety to ob- 
serve the evolutions of Caradoc, Charley- 
mang, Wellington, and the Queen of the 
Sandwich Islands, had advancid too closely 
to the table, and with a careless sweep of his 
arm Reaere had upset the bottle, the top of 
which, I may state, was only covered with a 
card. Five hundred hungry, savage fleas, all 
in strict training, saw their chance of liberty, 
and most of them ted by it. Never has 
there been such a hopping, such a scattering 
right and left of agonized spectators. ‘‘There, 
said the educator, as he surveyed the ruin of 
his hopes, ‘‘ you’ve done it this time, my ig 
Them five ’undred fleas are half-eddicat 
Many’s the day I spent over them, but it’s 
all now, and I’m in the eee 
Court. Why, I refused a thousand poun 
for that there bottle of fleas only last week.” 

By this time the bottle had been restored 
to its upright position and securely covered, 
but it held only a — small proportion of its 
original contents. The rest had vanished like 
abeautifaldream, Reaars, a boy of a kindly 
disposition, was overwhelmed with grief at 
the result of his thoughtlessness. ‘* Look 
here,”’ he said, ‘‘ I’ve only got a shilling, but 
if that’s any use to you you shall have it.” 
**A shillin’,” said the educator in a tone of 

‘*what’s a shillin’? But there, I’ll 
take it on account, and you can pay me the 
other nine-’undred-and-ninety-nine — 
nineteen shillin’s by instalments, I dessay I 
can ketch some more as time goes on. If I 
do, I’ll credit you with them.” The bargain 
was struck, and Recere went home. 


OF course the matter did not end here. On 
the following day Reeare returned to the 
Britannia swollen to twice his natural size. 
The room he had occupied at home was fumi- 
gated, but to no avail, It was occupied last 
week by a beautiful young lady who had 
come to stay fora dance. Her shrieks during 
the mene were heartrending, and her appear- 
ance the next day so painful that she to 
be wra in cotton-wool and sent back in 
the charge of a nurse to the country vicarage 
which is her home, From the Britannia 
come rumours of a restless spirit on the part 
of the cadets which is causing serious anxiety 
to the authorities. London is at this moment 
unconsciously under the domination of several 
hundreds of fleas, just sufficiently educated 
to know their own terrible peers, but not to 
restrain them within the limits of propriety 
and good-feeling. I can see only one remedy, 
that the County Council should issue a 
muzzling order for fleas. 


University Cottrces OPEN TO WOMEN OF 
ALL Drcrers.— Let us make a selection. 
There’s Magdalen, Oxford, likewise Cam- 
bridge. At e former, ioe uate 
may become a ‘‘ Demy” if she doesn’t object 
to swearing, and is not of opinion that th 
‘** Demy ’”’ won’t become her. There’s Clare 
College — p zd name Clare, Likewise, 
there’s St. Catherine’s. Lady Bachelors to 
remain celibates, and the M.A.’s to wear the 
quoif of St. Catherine. At the college the 
study of music would largely engage the 
attention of the students, and once every term 
there would be a “* s Concert’”’ in Hall. 
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First Newspaper Boy. ‘‘Hvi10, Bru! WxHo’s ’8?’’ ’ 
Second Newspaper Boy, ‘‘ 1 suPPOsE ’&’S THE NORTH POLE AS 'AS JUST BEEN DISCOVERED ! 





L.8.D Drawing the Line, 
“ol Written after reading the views of Baron Von 


( 
c—_ Mi all concerning “‘ Our Railways,” §c., in 
Chancellor of the Exchequer to John Bull ae 0) ng y 


I nee to remark, dear respected J. B., : 
If you wish to retain your command of the | 2° <oe i ena Joun Bort may be 
But, spite of all that German Baron’s jaw, 





808, R 
You must give me command of your L.8.D. | 174%))'show the Teuton he is not yet ruled 
John Bull to the Chancellor of the By “ Marscnatt” Law!” 
Exchequer :— a 


F F ds, shi ,and; THe Bare Fact.—The recent great rice in 

I shan ager tg shillings, an ss. aaay be iousleeks? tha Temes ob 
If you give me defence without waste or | served, ‘‘ in great measure to the existence of 
ave a strong sie: has tins of Slateraanes opened $6 by ovine a 

» and— ilities of dis ce 0 up by events in 

oe eee mere P various parta of the wor 4 Then t's main 


The Game of Pass for the corners would be a|The L.S.D. _ is my Land’s Safe | on the ‘* Russian Bear account” that Conso 
Defence 


favourite one with the undergraduate girls. 


have gone up. 
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‘‘Taking the Sh(r)ine out 
of Him.” 


(‘I suppose I must begin what 
I have to say by laying a chaplet 
. «+. on the opulent sbrine of the 
Colonial Secretary.’’"— Vide Lord 
Rosebery’s Speech in House of 
Lords, February 11.) 

The Right Hon, J-8-ph 
Ch-mb-rl-n log.:— 
AtTHoUGH I’m a thundering 

kind of a cha 
I agree not with ‘* canonisa- 
tion” : 
Were I onlya saint I ’d be not 
worth a ra 
In this cycle of civilisation. 
That’s why I don’t care for 
that metaphor rare— 
No, I can’t like that ‘‘opu- 
lent shrine’’ a bit. 
Bat cut out the ‘‘r” and you ‘ll 
find me ‘‘ all there,” 
For I think I can ‘' opulent 
shine” a bit! 


‘““UNIVERSITY JNTELLI- 
GENCE.” (Eztract from letter 
written by Undergraduate 
Member of Literary Society 
to learned friend.) —TI hear 
that I am going to be asked by 
the committee to read an esa 
on ‘* Keats.” Can you tell 
me... what are ‘* Keats’’? 


Yours ever, Sammy. 


Noro BE T00 Rig@-oRnousty 
TAKEN.—Of course (ad propos 
of some recent letters in the 
Times), the reverend gentle- 
man is not a ‘* Vessel of 
Wrath,” but, err § @ vessel, 
his detractors might say of 
him, in nautical fashion, that 


] l B. ‘*You THINK so? 
**he is rather a queer Rigg.” 


CATCH THE CHARACTER |” 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 





HE HAD SUCCEEDED. 


A, ‘‘Ou, I SAY, THAT SKETCH YOU DID OF ME IN THE DAILY NEATOR 
MADE ME LOOK THE SORT OF CONCEITED Ass ONE WOULD LIKE TO KIOK!”’ 
Ano I was AFRAID I HAD QUITE FAILED TO 
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HAPPY PAIR. 


[*A marriage was ‘ solem- 
nised,’ by special licence, before 
Sheriff tuows, but the ee 
an had a long wait in the 

heriff Court until his lordshi 
disposed of a ‘criminal case’! "’ 
— The Aberdeen Daily Free Press.] 


Earvu, fugaces'!’ Now Hy- 
men's kept waiting 


The crjagal knot can’t be 
tied. 

‘‘ Antic the law’? must, by 
dint of debating, 

A criminal case first decide. 

LD Eavei. 
How queer a commencement : 
et, ‘‘happy pair,” 


pause, 
And ponder the terrible 


thought :— , 
Some day before J(e)une, in a 
different cause, 
Again you may wat for the 
Court! 


A TeETOTALER'sS SPIRIT. — 
During recent breach - of - 
promise trial, plaintiff, a bar- 
maid, examined by member of 
legal, not drinking, Bar, said 
that defendant ‘‘ never drank 
spirits atall.” ‘‘ Then,” asked 

e Judge, ‘‘what did he 
drink?” ‘Scotch whisky,” 
promptly answered Barmaiden. 
So this is good news for- tee- 
totalers. ‘* Scotch whisky is 
not reckoned among spirits.’’ 
But isn’t it rather a cruel 
revelation to the whisky 
drinker ? 


THe Port LAUREATE’S 
Tawes,—'' Alf Measures.” 








ROUNDABOUT READINGS. 
A Hourpay Horror 


I am about to narrate one of the most afflicting tragedies that have 
ever come to my knowledge, a tragedy that is in very truth a 
tragedy, for it moves pity and terror es the emotions by them— 
and that I have always understood to be the genuine mark of a 
tragedy. It happened during the last Christmas holidays, ‘but a 
very natural desire on the part of those concerned that their reputa- 
tions might not suffer, kept the story from their intimates and from the 
world. It was revealed to me under a pledge of profound secrecy. 
As, however, no urpose can be served by keeping this pees 
I have no scruples w atever about breaking it. Indeed, I have 
always been of the opinion that such pledges were exacted merely 
in order that they might be promptly broken, If, for instance, a 
secret is revealed to me in an ordinary commonplace way with no 
ee attempt to enhance my viery oF binding me to a complete 

ence, I go on my way and forget about it the next minute. 
But if on the other hand I am bound to silence by strange oaths, if I 
am assured that the character of orphans, or the peace of mind 
widows depends upor my observing secrecy—why then the load 
hice ema too | mers >. be Lay my shoul ae aan the pgs 

ustomed weight, an about groaning un can obtain ease 
sharing it with others, This I shall now 4 : P 


Wuen Recor Barxworru came home for his Christmas holidays 
he was received in the parental mansion in London with the usu 
demonstrations of chastened joy. Recor is at present serving his 
country on board H.M.8, Britannia, qualifying for the Admiral’s 
uniform, with which the imagination of his fond: mother has alread 
invested him. He is a boy of high spirits, full of mischief an 

ranks as a boy should Oe and the question of entertaining him, 
moping him occupied, and diverting his energies from monkey- 
tricks, assumes a considerable importance in an otherwise quiet 
household. I need not go through the list of all the pantomimes, 
entertainments, and amusements, to which ReaerE was consigned in 
the charge of his various relatives, each of whom was told off in turn 





of | overweighted 


for a spell of Reggie-duty. Sometimes, however, the stock of guar- 
dians ran for the moment, and Reaaie had to be sent off oe, 
or in the company of any shipmates whom he might have gather 

round him. On an occasion of this sort, he ed forth one 
fatal day, with four others like unto himself, and visited a certain 
re of een a had received = usual inj Ronn Be - 

e punctuali is home-coming, and a reasonable amount 
mene, aro talons Spe to his needs, had been allotted to him. 
In due time these five budding sailors invaded the Hall. After 
feasting on many marvels, listening to songs, observing dances in a 
properly critical spirit, and fizing with breathless interest at 
pene’ acrobats, they found themselves in a recess dedicated to 

e performances of an army of industrious fleas, in charge of a 
skilled and voluble educator, The entertainment was in swing, 
but the spectators were not very numerous, and the youngsters 
were therefore able to obtain front places at the table on which the 
tricks were proceeding. 

‘Tas here,” said the educator, a melancholy man, seemingly 
with his responsibilities; ‘‘this here in the front is 
Caradoc, the champion flea of the world, I ketched him young, off 
of a ducal establishment in the Midlands, and spent a year learnin 
him his accomplishments, He is a flea of very determined 
character, strictly honnerble in all his dealin’s; but he has a warm 
heart, and shows remarkable affection. Caradoc ”—this to the flea— 
‘do not champ your bit so; I can’t have you a pawin’ the. pos 
like this; beyave yourself like an aristocrat, and be quiet till I tell 
you to move, Ladies and gentlemen, Caradoc will now draw the 
state coach four times round the arena. Then, raisin’ hisself on his 
hind legs, he will bow three times, salutin’ the oumpany, On the 
box of the coach you will observe Charleymang an ellington 
two fleas ially selected for their knowledge of ’osses and power 0 
drivin’ safe through a crowd of traffic, The flea inside the coach, 
sittin’ in state, is the Queen of the Sandwich Islands. She is a lazy 
flea, but very stiff about etiquette; will have the other fleas a bowin 
down before her, and never turnin’ their backs, Now, Caradoc, you 
can start. Let the ladies and gentlemen see your fineaction. Look 
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here my young fellow”—this was to Reece 
—* don’t you come a pushin’ like that, or 
you ’ll upset that ’ere bottle, and there’s a 
matter of five ’undred fleas in that bottle, all 
in strict training, and kep’ from their natural 

ood, so as to make ’em savage. Good 
gracious ! do be careful. There, didn’t I tell 
you—— 


THE expected had taken place. Rxrccir 
and his companions, in their anxiety to ob- 
serve the evolutions of Caradoc, rley- 
mang, Wellington, and the Queen of the 
Sandwich Islands, had advancid too closely 
to the table, and with a careless sweep of his 
arm Reaere had upset the bottle, the top of 
which, I may state, was only covered with a 
card, Five hundred hungry, savage fleas, all 
in strict training, saw their chance of liberty, 
and most of them ted by it. Never has 
there been such a hopping, such a scattering 
rightand left ofagonized spectators. ‘*There, 
said the educator, as he surveyed the ruin of 
his hopes, ‘* you ’ve done it this time, my Dox 
Them five ’undred fleas are half-eddicat 
Many’s the day I spent over them, but it’s 
all wasted now, and I’m in the Bankrup 
Court. Why, I refused a thousand poun 
for that there bottle of fleas only last week.” 
: ae oe oe pees woe noes restored 

o its u position and securely covered, 
but it hid cals a 7 small proportion of its 
original contents. The rest had vanished like 
a beautifaldream, Reaere,a boy of a kindly 
disposition, was overwhelmed with grief at 
the result of his thoughtlessness. ‘* Look 
here,” he said, ‘‘ I’ve only got a shilling, but 
if that’s any use to you you shall have it.” 
‘**A shillin’,” said the educator in a tone of 
scorn, ‘‘what’s a shillin’? But there, I’ll 
take it on account, and you can pay me the 
other nine-’undred-and-ninety-nine peoaes, 
nineteen shillin’s by instalments, I dessay I 
can ketch some more as time goes on. If I 
do, I’ll credit you with them.”’ The bargain 
was struck, and Rreeare went home. 


Or course the matter did not endhere. On 
the following day Reeere returned to the 
Britannia swollen to twice his natural size, 
The room he had occupied at home was fumi- 
gated, but to no avail. It was occupied last 
week by a beautiful young lady who had 
come to stay fora dance. Her shricks during 
the night were heartrendivg, and her appear- 
ance the next day so painful that she to 
be wrapped in cotton-wool and sent back in 
the charge of a nurse to the country vicarage 
which is her home. From the Britannia 
come rumours of a restless spirit on the part 





foe enya) See i 

e authorities. on is a momen ott ee 4 MAS 
unconsciously under the domination of several Let a 
hundreds of fleas, just sufficiently educated a 


to know their own terrible powers, but not to] 7.4 Newspaper Boy. “‘Hv110, Bru! Wxo’s ’E?”’ 


restrain them within the limits of propriety ‘ 9 ' rs 
and good-feeling. I can see only one remedy, Second Newspaper Boy. ‘‘1 suPPOsE ’&’S THE NORTH POLE AS 'AS JUST BEEN DISCOVERED | 


that the County Council should issue a : ; 
muzzling order for fleas. L.S.D ; Drawing the Line. 
——————— fperantt (Written oe reading the views of Baron Von 
Untversity Cottrces Open To WoMEN OF Chancellor of the Exchequer to John Bull :-— Nieman * Our Raiiways,” §e., im 
ALL Drcrers,— Let us make a selection. |I pre to remark, dear respected J. B., ar 
There’s Magdalen, Oxford, likewise Cam-| If wold to retain your command of the To Monnoz Doctrine Jouw Bout may be 
bridge. At the former, a girl und uate sea, B ite of all that Tescve awe 
may become a ‘* Demy ” if she doesn’t object| You must give me command of your L.8.D. | Ay ao the Seaton ocean, a valet , 
to swearing, and is not of opinion that the 9 & snow Ue A0Ex i nos y 
** Demy ” won’t become Aer. There’s Clare John Bull to the Chancellor of the By ** MARSCHALL Law! 
College — pretty name Clare, Likewise, Exchequer :— —— aie 
there’s St. Catherine’s. Lady Bachelors to|Ishan’t make a fuss o’er pounds, shillings,and| THe Bare Facr.—The recent great rise in 
remain celibates, and the M.A.’s to wear the pence, Consols ‘‘may be ascribed,” the Zimes ob- 
quoif of St. Catherine. At the college the|If you give me defence without waste or | served, ‘‘in great measure to the existence of 
study of music would largely engage the pretence. a bear account, called into being by the possi- 
attention of the students, and once every term| Let’s have a strong Navy, and—hang the | bilities of disturbance opened up by events in 
there would be a ‘*Catt’s Concert” in Hall. expense ! various parts of the wor Then it’s mainl 
The Game of Pass for the corners would be a|The L.S.D. ZI want is my Land’s Safe | on the ‘* Russian Bear account” that Consols 
favourite one with the undergraduate girls, Defence ! have gone up. 
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‘‘Taking the Sh(r)ine out 2 
of Him.”’ aertee ewe ss 


(‘* I suppose I must begin what Be 
I have to say by laying a chaplet oA 
...+.0n the opulent sbrine of the 
Colonial Secretary.”’"— Vide Lord 
Rosebery’s Speech in House of 
Lords, February 11.] 


The Right Hon, J-s8-ph 
mb-rl-n log.:— 
AttTHovucH I’m a thundering 
kind of a chap 
I agree not with ‘* canonisa- 
tion” : 
Were I only a saint I ’d be not 
worth a ra 
In this cycle of civilisation. 
That’s why I don’t care for 
that metaphor rare— 
No, I can’t like that ‘‘opu- 
lent shrine’ a bit. 
Bat cut out the ‘‘r” and you ‘ll 
find me ‘‘ all there,” 
For I think I ean ‘’ opulent 
shine”’ a bit! 


*SUNIVERSITY INTELLI- 


cr, 
a 7 tga 


A eh 
Li 


fg: UA ua vier 
fil ti is Ly eee 
TUChG ua 


on ‘* Keats.”’ Can you tell 
me... what are ‘* Keats’? 
Yours ever, Sammy. 

NotTo BE T00 R1GG-oROUSLY 
TAKEN.—Of course (@ propos 
of some recent letters in the 
Times), the reverend gentle- 
man is not a ‘ Vessel of 
Wrath,” but, being a vessel, 
his detractors might say of 
him, in nautical fashion, that 


] 1 B. ‘‘ You THINK so? 
** he is rather a queer Rigg.” 


CATCH THE CHARACTER !” 


ROUNDABOUT READINGS. 
A Hourpay Horror 


I am about to narrate one of the most afflicting tragedies that have 
ever come to my knowledge, a tragedy that is in yey truth a 
agent for it moves pity and terror purges the emotions by them— 
and that I have always understood to be the genuine mark of a 
tragedy. It happened daring the last Christmas holidays, ‘but a 
very natural desire on the part of those concerned that their reputa- 
tions might not suffer, kept the story from their intimates and from the 
world, It was revealed to me under a pledge of profound secrecy. 
As, however, no urpose can be served by keeping this pledge, 
I have no scruples w atever about breaking it. Indeed, I have 
always been of the opinion that such pledges were exacted merely 
in order that they might be promptly broken, If, for instance, a 
secret is revealed to me in an ordinary commonplace way with no 
ene attempt to enhance mystery by binding me to a complete 

ence, I go on my wey and forget all about it the next minute. 
But if on the other hand I am bound to silence by strange oaths, if I 
am assured that the character of orphans, or the peace of mind of 
widows depends upon my observing secrecy—why then the load 
anand wuighd, dol Fee Giaett enine aad Lone outa are 

omed weight, an about groaning un can obtain ease 
sharing it with others, This I shall ~w a . ; 


Wuen Recore Barxworru came home for his Christmas holidays 
he was received in the parental mansion in London with the u 
demonstrations of chastened joy. Recere is at present serving his 
country on board H.M.8, Britannia, ere for the Admiral’s 
uniform, with which the imagination of his ond. mother has sreacy 
invested him, He is a boy of high spirits, full of mischief an 
— as a boy should be, and the question of entertaining him, 

eeping him occupied, and diverting his energies from monkey- 
tricks, assumes a considerable importance in an otherwise quict 
household. I need not go through the list of all the pantomimes, 
entertainments, and amusements, to which Rees was consigned in 
the charge of his various relatives, each of whom was told off in turn 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 





HE HAD SUCCEEDED. 


A, ‘‘On, I SAY, THAT SKETCH YOU DID OF ME IN THE DAILY N&ATOR 
MADE ME LOOK THE SORT OF CONCEITED A8s ONE WOULD LIKE TO KICK!” 
Ano I wWAs AFRAID I HAD QUITE FAILED TO 
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HAPPY PAIR. 


(“A marriage was ‘solem- 
nised,’ by special licence, before 
Sheriff Hnown, but the ‘happy 
ar had a long wait in the 

heriff Court until his lordshi 
disposed of a ‘criminal case’ !*’ 
— The Aberdeen Daily Free Press. 
Easvu, fugaces! Now Hy- 

men’s kept waiting, 

The c an agal knot can’t be 


Z 


ti 
‘* Antic the law’? must, by 
dint of debating, 
A criminal case first decide, 


LD’ Eavei, 
How queer a commencement: 
Yet, ‘‘happy pair,”’ 


pause, 
And ponder the terrible 


thought :— ; 
Some day before J(e)une, in a 
ifferent cause, 
Again you may wart for the 
ourt 
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A TErETOTALER’S SPIRIT. — 
During recent breach - of - 
promise trial, plaintiff, a bar- 
maid, examined by member of 
legal, not drinking, Bar, said 
that defendant ‘‘ never drank 
spirits atall.” ‘‘ Then,” asked 

e Judge, ‘‘what did he 
drink?” ‘* Scotch whisky,” 
promptly answered Barmaiden. 
So this is good news for- tee- 
totalers. ‘* Scotch whisky is 
not reckoned among spirits.’’ 
But isn’t it rather a cruel 
Paty to the whisky 

er 


THe Port LAUREATE’S 
Lauves.—‘* Alf Measures.” 








for a spell of Reggie-duty. Sometimes, however, the stock of guar- 
dians ran dry for the moment, and ReaarE had to be sent off risa 
or in the company of any shipmates whom he might have gather 
round him. On an occasion of this sort, he sallied forth one 
fatal day, with four others like unto himeelf, and visited a certain 
ee of See 5 received ~ usual inj —— a pr 
e punctuality is home-coming, and a reasonable amount 
aaaar: strictly apportioned to his needs, had been allotted to him. 


In due time these five budding sailors invaded the Hall. After 
feasting on many marvels, listening to songs, observing dances in @ 


rly critical spirit, and gazing with breathless interest at 
praueld acrobats, they Sad themselves in a recess dedicated to 
the performances of an army of industrious fleas, in charge of a 
skilled and voluble educator. The entertainment was in swing, 
but the spectators were not very numerous, and the youngsters 
were therefore able to obtain front places at the table on which the 
tricks were proceeding. 


‘Tats here,” said the educator, a melancholy man, seemingly 
overweighted wi is responsibilities; ‘‘ this here in the front is 
Caradoc, the champion flea of the world, I ketched him young, off 
of a ducal establishment in the Midlands, and spent a year learnin 
him his accomplishments. He is a flea of very determined 
character, strictly honnerble in all his dealin’s; but he has a warm 
heart, and shows remarkable affection. Caradoc ”—this to the flea— 
‘do not champ your bit so; I can’t have you a pawin’ the Pos 
like this; beyave yourself like an aristocrat, and be quiet till I tell 
you to move. Ladies and gentlemen, Caradoc will now draw the 
state coach four times round the arena. Then, raisin’ hisself on his 
hind legs, he will bow three times, salutin’ the company On the 
box of the coach you will observe Charleymang an ellington, 
two fleas specially selected for their knowledge of ’osses and power of 
drivin’ safe through a crowd of eo, The flea inside the coach, 
sittin’ in state, is the Queen of the Sandwich Islands. She is a lazy 
flea, but very stiff about etiquette; will have the other fleas a bowin 
down before her, and never turnin’ their backs. Now, Caradoc, you 
can start. Let the ladies and gentlemen see your fineaction. Look 
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here, my young fellow”—this was to Reece 
—‘'don’t you come a pus ’ like that, or 
you ll upset that ’ere bottle, and there’s a 
matter of five ’undred fleas in that bottle, all 
in strict training, and kep’ from their natural 

, 80 as to make ’em savage. Good 
gracious ! do be careful. There, didn’t I tell 
you—— 


TE expected had taken place. REGGIE 
and his companions, in their anxiety to ob- 
serve the evolutions of Caradoc, rley- 
mang, Wellington, and the Queen of the 
Sandwich Islands, had advancid too closely 
to the table, and with a careless sweep of his 
arm Reaere had upset the bottle, the ae 
which, I may state, was only covered with a 
card, Five hundred hungry, savage fleas, all 
in strict training, saw their chance of li . 
and most of them ted by it. Never has 
there been such a hopping, such a scattering 
rightand left ofagonized spectators. ‘‘There, 
said the educator, as he surveyed the ruin of 
his hopes, ‘‘ you *ve done it this time, my boy. 
SEB a 

any’s the day I spent over them, bu B 
all now, and I’m in the Bankrup 
Court. Why, I refused a thousand poun 
for that there bottle of fleas only last week.” 
, 2 oo rt aus eee no eas 
o its upright position and securely cov 
but it held only a — small proportion of its 
original contents. The rest had vanished like 
abeautifaldream, Reaare, a boy of a kindly 
disposition, was overwhelmed with grief at 
the result of his thoughtlesaness. ‘* Look 
here,”’ he said, ‘‘ I’ve only got a shilling, but 
if that’s any use to you you shall have it.” 
**A shillin’,” said the educator in a tone of 
scorn, ‘‘ what’s a shillin’? But there, I’ll 
take it on account, and you can pay me the 
other nine-’undred-and-ninety-nine — 
nineteen shillin’s by instalments, I dessay I 
can ketch some more as time goes on. If I 
do, I’ll credit with them,” The bargain 
was struck, and Reeare went home. 


Or course the matter did not end here. On 
the following day Reecre returned to the 
Britannia swollen to twice his natural size, 
The room he had occupied at home was fumi- 
gated, but to no avail. It was occupied last 
week by a beautiful yo lady who had 
come to stay fora dance. Her shrieks during 
the oe were heartrending, and her appear- 
ance the next day so painful that she had to 
be wrapped in cotton-wool and sent back in 
the charge of a nurse to the country vicarage 
which is her home, From the Britannia 
come rumours of a restless spirit on the part 
of the cadets which is causing serious anxiety 
to the authorities. London is at this moment 
unconsciously under the domination of sev 
hundreds of fleas, just sufficiently educated 
to know their own terrible powers, but not to 
seen _— —— the — propriety 
and good-feeling. I can see only one remedy, 
that the County Council should issue a 
muzzling order for fleas, 


Untversity Cottrces Open TO WoMEN OF 
ALL Deeregs.— Let us make a selection. 
There’s Magdalen, Oxford, likewise Cam- 
bridge. At the former, a girl und uate 
may become a ‘‘ Demy” if she doesn’t object 
to swearing, and is not of opinion that the 
** Demy ” won’t become Aer, There’s Clare 
College — pre name Clare, Likewise, 
there’s St. Catherine’s. Lady Bachelors to 
remain celibates, and the M.A.’s to wear the 
quoif of St. Catherine, At the college the 
study of music would largely engage the 
attention of the students, and once every term 
there would be a ‘*Catt’s Concert” in Hall. 
The Game of Pass for the corners would be a 
favourite one with the undergraduate girls, 





Chancellor of the Exchequer to John Bull :— 


I nee to remark, dear respected J. B 
If you wish oak your comman 


ooled, 
sea, : 7 f 
You must give me command of your L.S.D. But, spite of all that German Baron’s jaw, 
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Boy. ‘‘Hvui1o, Bru! WHo’s ’s?’ 


Second Newspaper Boy, ‘‘1 suppose ’&’s THE NoRTH POLE AS ‘AS JUST BEEN DISCOVERED !”’ 





L.S.D Drawing the Line, 
ar (Written after reading the views of Baren Von 
all concerning *' Our Railways,” §c., in 
the Zransvaal.) 
4 of the | 1° Monnoxz Doctrine Joun Butt may be 


He’ ll show the Teuton he is not yet ruled 


John Bull ae the Chancellor of the By ** MarscHatt” Law!” 


achequer :— 


Ishan’t make a fuss o’er pounds, shillings,and| THe Bare Fact.—The recent great rise in 


Consols ‘‘may be ascribed,’ the Zimes ob- 


If you give me defence without waste or | served, ‘‘in great measure to the existence ol 


a bear account, called into being by the possi- 


Let’s have ‘ strong Navy, and—hang the | bilities of disturbance ed up by events in 


various of the world.” Then it’s mainl 


The L.S.D. 4 want is my Land’s Safe |on the ‘* Russian Bear account” that Consols 
Defence 


have gone up. 





100 


‘‘Taking the Sh(r)ine out 
of Him.” 

(‘I suppose I must begin what 
I have to say by laying a chaplet 
. +. on the opulent sbrine of the 
Colonial Secretary.””— Vide Lord 
Rosebery’s Speech in House of 
Lords, February 11.) 


The Right Hon, J-s-ph 
Ch-mb-rl-n log.:— 
AtTHovuGH I’m a thundering 

kind of a cha 
I agree not with ‘* canonisa- 
tion” : 
Were I only a saint I ’d be not 
worth a rap 
In this cycle of civilisation. 
That’s why I don’t care for 
that metaphor rare— 
No, I can’t like that ‘‘opu- 
lent shrine’ a bit. 
Bat cut out the ‘r” and you ‘ll 
d me ‘‘ all there,”’ 
For I think I can ‘' opulent 
shine’’ a bit! 
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“UNIVERSITY INTELLI- 
GENCE.” (Eztract from letter 
written by Undergraduate 
Member of Interary Society 
to learned friend.) —I hear 
that I am going to be asked by 
the committee to read an essa 
on ‘* Keats.” Can you tell 
me... what are ‘‘ Keats’’?P 

Yours ever, 
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Yxeairrs 
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Sammy, 


Not To BE T00 RigG-oRnovusLy 
TAKEN.—Of course (a propos 
of some recent letters in the 
Times), the reverend gentle- 
man is not a ‘* Vessel of 
Wrath,” but, being a vessel, 
his detractors might say of 
him, in nautical fashion, that 


aes i B. ‘*You THINK so? 
he is rather a queer Rigg.”’ 


CATCH THE CHARACTER |” 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 





HE HAD SUCCEEDED. 


A, ‘‘On, I SAY, THAT SKETCH YOU DID OF ME IN THE DAILY NEATOR 
MADE ME LOOK THE SORT OF CONCEITED Ass ONE WOULD LIKE TO KICK!”’ 
Ano I was AFRAID I HAD QUITE FAILED TO 
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HAPPY PAIR. 


[“A marriage was ‘ solem- 
nised,’ by special licence, before 
Sheriff Brown, but the ‘happy 
pees had a long wait in the 

heriff Court until his lordshi 
disposed of a ‘criminal case’! °’ 
— The Aberdeen Daily Free Press.] 
Eaxsvu, fugaces! Now Hy- 

men's kept waiting, 

The ¢ a agal knot can’t be 


ti 
‘‘ Antic the law’? must, by 
dint of debating, 
A criminal case first decide. 


TD Eavei, 
How queer a commencement: 
Yet, ‘‘happy pair,”’ 


pause, 
And ponder the terrible 


ought :— 
Some day before J(e)une, in a 
different cause, 
Again you may wart for the 
Court ! 
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A TEETOTALER's SPIRIT. — 
During recent breach - of - 
promise trial, plaintiff, a bar- 
maid, examined by member of 
legal, not drinking, Bar, said 
that defendant ‘‘ never drank 
spirits atall.”’ ‘* Then,” asked 

e Judge, ‘‘what did he 
drink?” ‘‘ Scotch whieky,” 
promptly answered Barmaiden. 
So this is good news for- tee- 
totalers. ‘* Scotch whisky is 
not reckoned among spirits.” 
But isn’t it rather a cruel 
revelation to the whisky 
drinker ? 


THe Port LAUREATE’S 
Tawes.,—‘'’ Alf Measures.” 








ROUNDABOUT READINGS. 
A Houtrpay Horror 


I am about to narrate one of the most afflicting tragedies that have 
ever come to my knowledge, a tragedy that is in very truth a 
wagons, for it moves pity and terror es the emotions Wy them 
and that I have always understood to the genuine mark of a 
tragedy. It happened during the last Chri holidays, but a 
very na desire on the part of those concerned that their reputa- 
tions might not suffer, kept the story from their intimates and from the 
world, It was revealed to me under a pledge of profound secrecy. 
As, however, no urpose can be served by keeping this pees 
I have no scruples w atever about breaking it. Indeed, I have 
always been of the opinion that such pledges were exacted merely 
in order that they might be promptly broken, If, for instance, a 
secret is revealed to me in an ordinary commonplace way with no 
—— attempt to enhance eyes OF binding me to a complete 

ence, I on my way and forget about it the next minute. 
But if on the other hand I am bound to silence by strange oaths, if I 
am assured that the character of orphans, or the peace of mind 
widows depends upon my observing secrecy—why then the load 
pee om too. mere r be Lary my ee ae the mae: 

ustomed weight, an about groaning until I can obtain ease 
sharing it with others, This I shall nied . : 


Wuen Recor Barkwortu came home for his Christmas holidays 
he was received in the parental mansion in London with the u 
demonstrations of chastened joy. Recare is at present serving his 
country on board H.M.8, Britannia, — for the Admiral’s 
uniform, with which the imagination of his ond. mother has alread 
invested him, He is a boy of high spirits, full of mischief an 

anks as a boy should be, and the question of entertaining him, 

eeping him occupied, and diverting his energies from monkey- 
tricks, assumes a considerable importance in an otherwise quiet 
household. I need not go through the list of all the pantomimes, 
entertainments, and amusements, to which Reaere was consigned in 
the charge of his various relatives, each of whom was told off in turn 


of | overweigh 


for a spell of Reggie-duty. Sometimes, however, the stock of guar- 
dians ran for the moment, and Reacts had to be sent off ee, 
or in the company of any shipmates whom he might have gather 
round him. On an occasion of this sort, he sallied forth one 
fatal day, with four others like unto himself, and visited a certain 
Hall of een. as had received - usual inj on fo . 
the punctuality is home-coming, and a reasonable amount 
cesar strictly apportioned to his needs, had been allotted to him. 
In due time these five budding sailors invaded the Hall. After 
feasting on many marvels, listening to songs, observing dances in a 
properly critical spirit, and gazing with breathless interest at 
spangled acrobats, they found themselves in a recess dedicated to 

e performances of an army of industrious fleas, in charge of a 
skilled and voluble educator. The entertainment was in swing, 
but the spectators were not very numerous, and the youngsters 
were therefore able to obtain front places at the table on which the 
tricks were proceeding. 


‘‘Tr1s here,” said the educator, a melancholy man, seemingly 
with his responsibilities; ‘‘ this here in the front is 
Caradoc, the champion flea of the world. I ketched him young, off 
of a du tablishment in the Midlands, and spent a year learnin 
him all his accomplishments. He is a flea of very determined 
character, strictly honnerble in all his dealin’s; but he has a warm 
heart, and shows remarkable affection. Caradoc ”—this to the flea— 
‘do not champ your bit so; I can’t have you a pawin’ the d 
like this; beyave yourself like an aristocrat, and be quiet ti I tell 
you to move. Ladies and gentlemen, Caradoc will now draw the 
state coach four times round the arena. Then, raisin’ hisself on his 
hind legs, he will bow three times, salutin’ the company, On the 
box of the coach you will observe Charle mang and Wellington 
two fleas specially selected for their knowledge of ’osses and power o 
drivin’ safe through a crowd of traffic. The flea inside the coach, 
sittin’ in state, is the Queen of the Sandwich Islands. She is a lazy 
flea, but very stiff about etiquette; will have the other fleas a bowin 
down before her, and never turnin’ their Now, Caradoc, you 
can start. Let the ladies and gentlemen see your fine action. k 
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here my young fellow ’’—this was to ReeerE 
—'* don’t you come a — like that, or 
you ll upset that ’ere bottle, and there’s a 
matter of five ’undred fleas in that bottle, all 
in strict training, and kep’ from their natural 

, 80 as to make ’em savage, Good 
gracious ! do be careful. There, didn’t I tell 
you-—— 


THE expected had taken place. Rxccir 
and his companions, in their anxiety to ob- 
serve the evolutions of Caradoc, rley- 
mang, Wellington, and the Queen of the 
Sandwich Islands, had advancid too closely 
to the table, and with a careless sweep of his 
arm Reaere had upset the bottle, the top of 
which, I may state, was only covered with a 
card. Five hundred hungry, savage fleas, all 
in strict training, saw their chance of liberty, 
and most of them ted by it. Never has 
there been such a hopping, such a scattering 
rightand leftofagonized spectators. ‘*There, 
said the educator, as he surveyed the ruin of 
his hopes, ‘‘you’ve done it this time, my boy. 
Dee toaet ae os eee 

any ’s the day I spent over them, bu 8 
all now, and I’m in the Bankrup 
Court. Why, I refused a thousand poun 
for that there bottle of fleas only last week.” 
; aL i wit appa —_ restored 
o its upright position and securely covered, 
but it held only a “4 small proportion of its 
original contents. Therest had vanished like 
a beautifaldream, Recere, a boy of a kindly 
disposition, was overwhelmed with grief at 
ie Meat 

ere,” he said, ‘* I’ve only got a shilling, bu 
if that’s any use to you you shall have it.” 
**A shillin’,” said the educator in a tone of 
scorn, “‘what’s a shillin’? But there, I’ll 
take it on account, and you can pay me the 
other nine-’undred-and-ninety-nine pounds, 
nineteen shillin’s by instalments, I dessay I 
can ketch some more as time goes on. If I 
do, I’ll credit you with them.” The bargain 
was struck, and Reeare went home. 


Or course the matter did not endhere. On 
the following day Recere returned to the 
Britannia swollen to twice his natural size. 
The room he had occupied at home was fumi- 
gated, but to no avail. It was occupied last 
week by a beautiful young lady who had 
come to stay fora dance. Her shrieks during 
the “— were heartrending, and her a - 
ance the next day so painful that she to 
be wrapped in cotton-wool and sent back in 
the charge of a nurse to the country vicarage 
which is her home. From the Britannia 
come rumours of a restless spirit on the part 
of the cadets which is causing serious anxiety 
to the authorities. London is at this moment 
unconsciously under the domination of several 
hundreds of fleas, just sufficiently educated 
to know their own terrible powers, but not to 
restrain them within the limits of propriety 
and good-feeling. I can see only one remedy, 
that the County Council should issue a 
muzzling order for fleas, 


UntversitTy Cottrces Open TO WOMEN OF 
ALL Drerees, — Let us make a selection. 
There ’s ee Oxford, likewise Cam- 
means At @ former, a girl uate 
may ea ‘‘ Demy” if she doesn’t object 
to swearing, and is not of opinion that the 
‘* Demy ”’ won’t become her. There’s Clare 


6 — pre name Clare. Likewise, 
Catherine’s, Lady Bachelors to 


quoif of St. Catherine. At the college the 
study of music would largely engage the 
attention of the students, and once every term 
ay aban be a **Catt’s Concert” in Hall. 


favourite one with the undergraduate girls. 
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First Newspaper Boy. ‘‘ Hut10, Brut! WHo’s ’8?’’ ‘ 
Second Newspaper Boy, ‘‘1 supposk ’E’s THE NORTH POLE AS 'AS JUST BEEN DISCOVERED ! 





L.8.D Drawing the Line, 
OL re a bet reading the views of Baron Von 


( 
— concerning ‘* Our Railways,” §c., in 
Chancellor of the Exchequer to John Bull : ee oa) ng i/ways,” §¢., i 


I sxe to remark, dear respected J. —< i To Monrox Doctrine Jonw But may be 


If you wish to retain your comman an 
eer But, spite of all that German Baron’s jaw, 

You must give me command of your L.S.D. He ay ae the Teuton he is not yet ruled 

John Bull to the Chancellor of the By *“* MarscHatt” Law!” 

ais cc pond; lini my Fiis-—Thp seana ieiati ioe | 
; ; ds, shi d| Tse Bare Fact.—The recent great rie in 
seen mgiamaites an Consols “may be aseribed,” the Times ob- 
thout » in measure to the existence 0 
If you give me defence without waste or aves i tats Veta bo tho pea 
Let’s have “ strong Navy, and—hang the | bilities of disturbance opened up by events in 


expense various of the world.” Then it’s mainly 
The L.S.D. Z want is my Land’s Safe/|on the ‘* Russian Bear account” that Console 
Defence | have gone up. 
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WHAT OUR TENOR HAS TO PUT UP WITH. 


Fuir Accompanist (cheerfully). ‘‘Now you GO ON, AND NEVER MIND M&! ILL CATCH 
YOU UP BY-AND-BYy!” 








PUNCH TO THE NEW PRESIDENT, | 7° ‘ifty years of wel euleiee renown, 


And 
**T thank you, good Sir Jonn ! "—Second Part % 
Khng er he Herth ot IE So. 14 | This ocems ms the well earned guerdon and fit 


“Sir Jonny, I am thy Punchine, and tby | The widest charity 
friend !”’ Holds not a// Presidents in Art supreme, 


And this comes, greeting. As in urbanity, .. 
I’ve eicuad thy splendid course from ¢nd ; But Mrixais’ Art is young ambition’s dream ; 
to end, His strong-soul’d sanity, 
The years, swift fleeting, And breezy bonhomie, make such a blend 
Lent ome a el he honour to a name As ity 
ngland’s roud of, Yearns to. Consummate artist, cheery friend, 

Worthy ap = to artistic — Tis no servility 

ere is good crowd To bow ee such waka and such 
But our Sit J —_ test of them all, 


By h shoulders ch fine frank pcr a iy 
That Laanz0x’ smantleonSirJ onnshouldfall Of site w high, oh nee in full flower, 


all beholders, 





From P, R. B. to P. R. A.! That tale 
Is worth the telling ; 
But one who has done everything—save 


In 
Will fill Art's highest siremonial seat 
With p easy. 
aog Lasensow? 8 less serenely 


But’ big ht and breezy, 
Wins with = wh olesome frankness. May it 


and earer ever — 
Syund at that banquet-board where great 


and aes. 
Noble and 
Meet under Art’s high hospitable dome. 
Most pleasant duty 
For those %. = ses they roam, own 
zane Home 
And bow to Beauty ! 
He whose remains WREN’S wondrous fine 
now covers 
Highest would rank you 
And cry, with GoweEkr, and Punch, and all 
Art’s lovers, 
** Sir J0mm, I thank you!” 


THE SONG OF THE SULTAN. 
(‘The Turk never changes.” —Prince Lobanof.] 


BismittaH! All the Giaour race 
Are mutable as mist. 
hey know not the set Sphinxian fa;0, 
Oc the firm clenchéd fist. 

es see false, faithless dogs, 

oscow to Berlin, 

Ther’ * shifting as Serbonian b gs. 
Unsettled even in sin. 

The opprobium of the so-called ‘‘ Powers”’ 
Is mu-ta-bil-i-ty 

Bat I’m not like i accursed Giaours ; 
You’ll find no change in me / 


Sons of burnt fathers, that is how 
I get the pull of them ; 
I of the imperturhable brow, 
And the unraoflled phlegm. 
I ee ys dig, and is my way— 
' _ T always 
ae then as sl sahtee i can slay, 
kill—and kil —and kill! 
The i ae oes own minds a mite, 
cannot long agree ; 
-But murder is my sole delight ; 
‘ You’ll tind no change in me ‘ 


They grunt and groan, I sit alone, 
Aad sleeahter on—by proxy. 
Of: ene they make maudlin moan, 
hristian orthodoxy 


But as they are of many ainda: 
And I remain of one, 

I give them promises. mere blinds, 
And va up the fun. 

I still play ince LOBANOFF 

Lord SaLs-BU-RE 
Ae east shifting schemes I scoff ; 
ey ’ll find no change in me / 


Pe Russian Prince makes England wiuce, 
And SALISBUREE, no doubt, 

Makes a wry face, as at a quince, 
At Russia’s cynic flout. 

But Russia re ra a best, 

ms do not change, she does fal West, 
s changeless EK eT change es 
I wade in blood—they buzz ! 

I like that LoBanorF ; — 
are he but at m a ae 

I’d have his head off, at a b 
He’d find no change in oe 


A Reat Union or Heanta.—Mr. LEckry, 
M.P., and Mr, PLunxeTT, M.P., on the ques- 
tion of mercy, which should not be distrained. 
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“MONEY NO OBJECT 


Vetcan. ‘‘THIS’LL RUN INTO MONEY MA-AM!” 
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Britannia. ‘NEVER MIND ABOUT THAT AS LONG AS I CONTINUE TO RULE THE WAVES!!” 
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WHAT OUR TENOR HAS TO PUT UP WITH. 


Futr Accompanist (cheerfully). ‘Now You GO ON, AND NEVER MIND M8! I’LL CATCH 
_ YOU UP BY-AND-BYy!” 





To tifty re ete ede renown, 
This — ms the well ro well-earned guerdon and fit 


PUNCH TO THE NEW PRESIDENT. 


(“I thank you, good Sir Joun ! "—Second Part 
King Henry the Fourth, Act IL, 8c. 1.] | 





“Sir Jonny, I am thy Pineline, and thy | The t widaok charity 
friend! ”’ | Holds not all Presidents in Art supreme, 
And this comes, greeting. As in urbanity. . 
I’ve xeon thy splendid course from end, But Mrixais’ Art is young ambition’s dream ; 
end, His strong-soul’d sanity, 
The years, swift fleeting, And breezy bonhomie, make such a blend 
eee right honour to a name As all ity 
ngland’s 8 proud of, Yearns to. Consummate artist, cheery friend, 
Worthy sanieents to artistic Ry ’Tis no servility 
There is crowd To bow ee such manhood and such 


But our Sir Jon is 
By head and shoulders 

That LergHTon’smantleon SirJoun should fall 
Glads all beholders. 


8 oak fine, frank ro oyalty, 
| Of nature oie | oc o in fa flower, 





From P, R. B. to P. R. A.! That tale 
Is worth the telling ; 
But one fa has done everything—save 


Tn all excelling, 
Will fill Arts highest caremonial seat 


erg en's less serenely 


eet, 
ht and breezy, 
wholesome feaknsie: 


But’ : 

Wins with ey May it 
And clearer ever— 

Sound at ae banquet-board where great 


Noble and 
Meet under Art’s high h hospitable dome. 
Most pleasant duty 
For those w me though they roam, own 
ome 
And bow to Beauty! 
He whose remains WREN’s wondrous fine 
now covers 
Highest would rank y 
And cry, with Gower, and Puli, and all 
Art’s lovers, 
** Sir tou, I thank you!” 


THE SONG OF THE SULTAN. 
(“‘ The Turk never changes.” —Prince Lobcnof.] 


BismittaH! All the Giaour race 
Are mutable as mist. 

They know not the set Sphinxian fase, 
Oc the firm clenchéd fist. 

Infidel hogs, false, faithless dogs, 
From Moscow to Berlin, 

They’re shifting as Serbonian b gs. 
Unsettled even in sin. 

The opprobium of the so-called ‘‘ Powers”’ 
Is mu-ta-bil-i-ty 

Bat I’m not like the accursed Giaours ; 
You ’ll find no change in me / 


Sons of burnt fathers, that is how 
I get the pull of them ; 
I of the imperturhable brow, 
And the unroflled phlegm. 
I ravish, slay—it is = way— 
ae always di , and 
a an as slau mbar rer | or slay, 
kill—and kil —and 
Ths know not their a aie a mite, 
hey cannot long agree ; 
- But murder is my sole delight ; 
‘ You’ll find no change in me 1 


They grunt and groan, I sit alone, 
Aad daughine on—by proxy. 
make maudlin moan, 

hristian orthodoxy 
But as they are of many ‘said 
And I remain of one, 
I ave them reene mere blinds, 
And still aon ae the fun 
I still pay oo nee LOBANOFF 
Lord SaLs-BU-RE 


At all their shifting schemes I scoff ; 
They ’ll find no change in me / 


That Russian Prince makes England wince, 
And SALISBUREE, no doubt, 
Makes a wry face, as at a quince, 
At Russia’s ates flout. 
_ Russia re aoe ay best, 
Ti is ohengaless Hast’ Bait gaint chan ful West, 
8 ge es 
I wade in ‘Mood ey buzz! 
I like that LoBANoFF ; ones 
Were he but at m 
I’d have his head , at a blow; 
He’d find no change i in me! 


Of : peop dew a they 


A Reat Union or Heanta.—Mr. Lecxy, 


uP. and Mr, Piuwxett, M.P., on the ques- 
sion ch anater aldek should ek bs dletectaad. 
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“MONEY NO OBJECT 
Vuican. “‘THIS’LL RUN INTO MONEY MA-AM!” 


BRITANNIA. 
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‘““NEVER MIND ABOUT THAT AS LONG AS I CONTINUE TO RULE THE WAYES!!” 
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KERR VOULEZ-VOUS CHEZ TERRY ? 


Tue present lessee of Terry’s Theatre is fortunate in his latest 
production, Jedbury Junior. Brightly written is the dialogue, well 
sketched the characters, and clear the farcical plot of Jedbury Junior, 
written by MapreLerne Lucetre Rytey. Mr. Kerr is excellent in 
it, giving all the lightheartedness and pathos to 
the character oe oan Jedbury that it requires; 
and this is equally true of Miss MaupE MILLETT 
as the heroine Dora. There are two novelties 
in the piece; one a character played by Mr. G. 
E. Brtitamy, who makes a decided hit by 
appearing throughout the piece without having 
a single word to say except just before the fal 
of the curtain, when he blurts out ‘‘ Hooray!” 
and then, Jike ‘‘ the brief candle,” is ‘* heard 
no more.’”’ The success of The Silence of Dean 
Maitland is as nothing to that of Mr. Bellamy 
Gibb. The other novelty is the obsequious 
but honestly devoted butler, Whimper, an old 

y servant, who acts as the medium of 
communication between Mr. and Mrs. Jedbury 
(the father and mother of the hero, well repre- 
sented by Mr. Beavcnamp and Miss Emity 
Cross), who have quarrelled, and who only 
address one another through the butler, using 
him as if he were a telephone. this part of 
Whimper, Mr. GILBERT FARQUHAR deserves 
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“The Medium,” 


: or ail praise; it is a careful study of a quite 
Telephon 1¢ Butler. possible, though, of course, sasmabets ssater. 
and it is redeemed from absurdi by the little touch of genuine sen- 


timent which the old servant exhibits when he has to, in effect, turn 
Jedbury Junior out of Jedbury Senior's house. Mr, J. L. Mackay, 
as Majur Hedway, is in perfect pare with his artistic make-up. 
Me. ARTHUR PLayFalR tones hi own to Jom Bellaby, and 
renders valuable assistance, Is it an oversight on the part of the 
author that Bellaby comes in hot haste, and with the utmost 
earnestness, to borrow a fiver of his friend, but forgets all about 
it after the first two minutes of conversation, and goes off without 
ever recurring to the subject? Miss Eva Moore is charming as 
Nelly Jedbury, and Mr. BEEcHER hard as nails in the character of 
Mr. Simpson, the thieving manager of Jedbury § Co.’s ‘‘ Bomba 
House,” whose method of fraud is so crude and ateapte as to affo 
every ground of hope for his going through life, in a highly satisfac- 
manner, as & ox forger and absolutely anaearaet, swindler, 
. L. PowrEnr’s Job is, in every 
way, a clever and ori per- 
formance. The ‘* confidential 
valet,” who will ultimatel Ww 
into a family butler of the im- 
per sort, is avery old friend infarce 
and comedy, and is a character 
that, if brought into a piece, has 
to be very carefully treated b 
the dramatist, and with sti 
froatet ¢ care by on epee oeane 
off the essentially stagey aspec 
of such a character when he made 
Mr. Lenville describe the kind of 
part that Nicholas Nickleby had 
to write for him, The comic con- 
fidential servant, and the irascible 
old father, always ready to ‘‘ cut 
off his heir with a shilling,” are 
old friends, but possible bores. EN 
When we see either of them on the Lae *. 
stage we say ‘“‘connu /” But in 
this play, though thestern, stony- 
h , but subsequently relent- 
ing father, belongs to the old school of irascible parents, yet the 
sympathetic butler and the friendly valet are ancient friends in new 
aspects, and the authoress is to be congratulated on the exponents of 
these two parts. Jedbury Junior has in it plenty of the right mate- 
rial for the achievement of popularity, and Mr. Kerr ought to do 
well with it for some time to come. 


PARADOXICAL. 
(By a Prussian.) 
Knrvupr’s hundred-tonners topped the run, 
We thought, but WiLHELM’s wiser ; 
They ’re beaten by the Teu-ton gun,— 
According to our KAIsER. 





\! 
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Motto for the latest edition of Mast 
Silence, “‘ Facta non verba,”’ 


EVERYTHING ’s In A NAME,—A man named Biieut has just been 
sent to prison for defrauding the Board of Agriculture. 


TO BEATRICE. 


On FEBRUARY THE TWENTY-NINTH, 


Farr BEATRICE,—thts is not your name, I know 
({ couldn’t print it, sweet one, in a journal) 
Bat that ’tis you whom I address below, 
Perhaps you’ll learn from evidence 
internal, 


Read, then, between the lines—’tis now a 

year matters ; 

Since last I rhymed to you on sundry 

You lived then in a diff'rent hemisphere— 

A distance which attachment rather 
shatters, 


You’re back again, our letters cross no 
more | [playmate ” ; 
I’m now promoted to be ** friend and 
: OF times that I’ve ‘‘ proposed’ I’ve kept 
Wotan sali I think I'd 
| * ut as a minimum name 
ae A eight 
Well, now ’tis Leap Year, surely ’tis your turn 
To take a hand at this exhausting pastime ; 
That you should beat my score I do not yearn— ; 
You ’d win at once! , then, the first and Jast time! 
Look in your calendar—next Saturday 
You ’ll see’s the twenty-ninth—’ twill not be reckoned 
Again for eight years; don’t, then, wait, I pray! 
our question can be popped in half a second ! 





COSIER COTS. 


[Mr. Ernest Hart in The Queen makes various revolutionary proposals 
on * how to go to bed.’”’] 


Trve for bed. Glad I’ve followed Hanrr’shints. Quite look forward 
to my comfortable room. Also to getting there—having provided oil- 
stoves in all passages and staircases. What’s the good—as Hart says 
—of being warm in your bedroom, if you are to catch cold on the way ? 

Find I have to put out the oil-stoves as I pass (as servants have 
retired long ago). Rather a nuisance, One won’t expire for 
quite two minutes. What a draughty corner it’s in, too! Don’t 
believe the beast is out yet. Maker assured me these patent centu- 
plex kerosine stoves never smelt of oil, Wish maker could smell 
elas, savkoe looking That idea of the ‘ bookshelf 

m, anyhow, cosy. idea of the “‘ boo 
with a few favourite authors close to bedside,” admirable. And 
Hanrrt quite right in calling nightgown the ‘clothing ot the pri- 
meval savage,’ and recommen pyjamas, ; 

Have got the ‘‘two levers, one tor controlling fire, other for 
controlling light.”? In bed. Jolly light from the electric lamp, 
Hullo! What’sit dving? Must really ‘‘ control” it—seems going 
out.... All right now, Take down Guy Mannering—hang the 
bedstead. HanrT says old bed isa ‘ridiculous contrivance.” This 
one seems to trying to chuck me out on to floor every minute. 
Perhaps it’s the ‘movable head-board.”... Oat of bed. Have 
controlled head- again.... Odd—seem to have been 
reading for an hour. How time does slip away when you’re reall 
enjoying yourself! It’s one o’clock in the morning. Must fini 
this eaalai: Ah! Nezt chapter is the exciting one—two more. 
What’s that curious scraping noise outside? Or is it downstairs? 
Can it be burglars? 4 ; 

My pyjama suit just the thing, Mr. Hanzt says, for ‘* night alarms.” 
Nuisance to have to get up, though. Why can’t there be a third 
lever, to control burglars ? Put nose out of door—by Jove, how cold 
itis! That dratted oil-stove still smouldering—and smelling! 

Noise seems to have sto till, can’t to sleep just Pe 
Take down Pickwick.... Not as funny asl to think it.... 0 
o’clock!... After all, isn’t use of a bedroom to go to sleepin? Lie 
down ; what a bore that one can’t have electric light Aalf off; room 
in darkness, axeene for gas-stove. Suddenly remember to have heard 
that gas-stove left burning in bedroom sure to suffocate one! But 
if I turn it out, where’s the use of having it? Wish Mr, Harr were 
here to advise. No, on the whole, glad he isn’t. Turn off gas— 
rather heroic of me. Have, of course, ‘‘the mass 
blankets and sheets’? which Mr, Hart condemns, Not ‘* tucked in” 
at all, either; how can I be, as that sort of thing seems to constitute 
** huge set of swaddling clothes, such as only savages now employ even 
for chi P” The light eider-down, however, lets in f lot of 
draught.... Up again, shivering. Three o'clock! Turn on gas in 
stove again. Lever won’t work, or won’t light. Hang Harr! 

4a.M. Just got a lot of good old-fashioned blankets and sheets 
from next room, Fearfully chilled, but have some prospect of a few 
hours’ decently warm sleep. 
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KERR VOULEZ-VOUS CHEZ TERRY ? 


THE present lessee of TerRy’s Theatre is fortunate in his latest 
production, Jedbury Junior. aoe written is the dialogue, well 
sketched the characters, and clear the farcical plot of Jedbury Junior, 
written by MADELEINE Lucette Rytry. Mr. Kerr is excellent in 

EM it, giving all the lightheartedness and pathos to 
ey the character on yoaes Jedbury that it requires ; 
: and this is equally trueof Miss MaupE MILLETT 
as the heroine Dora. There are two novelties 
in the piece; one a character played by Mr. G. 
E. Brttamy, who makes a decided hit by 
appearing throughout the piece without having 
a single word to say except just before the fall 
of the curtain, when he blurts out ‘‘ Hooray ! ” 
and then, like ‘‘ the brief candle,” is ‘* heard 
no more.” The success of The Silence of Dean 
Maitland is as nothing to that of Mr. Bellamy 
Gibb. The other novelty is the obsequious 
but honestly devoted butler, Whimper, an old 
y servant, who acts as the medium of 
communication between Mr.and Mrs, Jedbury 
(the father and mother of the hero, well repre- 
sented by Mr. Beavcnamp and Miss Emity 
Cross), who have quarrelled, and who only 
address one another through the butler, using 
«> him as if he were a telephone. In this part of 
“The Medium” Whimper, Mr. GInpeRt FaRQuHAR deserves 
le h sie Batt or all praise; it is a careful study of a quite 
elepmonie Butler. possible, though, of course, eccentric character, 
and it is redeemed from absurdity by the little touch of genuine sen- 
timent which the old servant exhibits when he has to, in effect, turn 
Jedbury Junior out of Jedbury Senior’s house. Mr. J. L. Mackay, 
as Major Hedway, is in perfect keeping with his artistic make-up. 
Me. ARTHUR PLAYFAIR tones hi n to Tom Bellaby, and 
renders valuable assistance. Is it an oversight on the part of the 
author that Bellaby comes in hot haste, and with the utmost 
earnestness, to borrow a fiver of his friend, but forgets all about 
it after the first two minutes of conversation, and goes off without 
ever recurring to the subject? Miss Eva Moore is charming as 
Nelly Jedbury, and Mr. BrEcuex hard as nails in the character of 
Mr. Simpson, the thieving manager of Jedbury & Co.’s ‘* Bomba 
House,” whose method of fraud is so crude and simple as to affo 
every ground of hope for his going h life, in a highly satisfac- 
tory manner, as a stupid forger and absolutely transparent swindler. 
. L. PowkEr’s Job is, in every 
way, a clever and ori per- 
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formance. The ‘“* confidential 
valet,” who will ultimately grow 
into a family butler of the im- 


per sort, is avery old friend infarce 
and comedy, and is a character 
that, if brought into a piece, has 
to be very carefull treated by 
the dramatist, and with sti 
greater < care by aa pests iene 
off the essentially stagey aspec 

of such a character when he made 
Mr. Lenville describe the kind of 
part that Nicholas Nickleby had 
to write for him, The comic con- 
fidential servant, and the irascible 
old father, always ready to ‘‘ cut 
off his heir with a shilling,’’ are 
old friends, but possible bores. 
When we see either of them on the 
stage we say “‘connu /” But in 
this play, though thestern, stony- 
hearted, but su mrueniey relent- 
ing father, belongs to the old school of irascible parents, yet the 
sympathetic butler and the friendly valet are ancient fri in new 
aspects, and the authoress is to be congratulated on the exponents of 
these two parts. Jedbury Junior has in it plenty of the right mate- 
rial for the achievement of popularity, and Mr. Kerr ought to do 
well with it for some time to come. 





SE \ ‘Lr 
Motto for the latest edition of Master 
Silence, ‘‘ acta non verba.” 


PARADOXICAL, 
(By a Prussian.) 
Krupr’s hundred-tonners to the run, 
We thought, but WILHELM’s wiser ; 


They ’re beaten by the Teu-ton gun,— 
According to our KAISER, 


EVERYTHING’s In A NamE.—A man named Biieut has just been 


sent to prison for defrauding the Board of Agriculture. 


TO BEATRICE. 


On FEBRUARY THE TWENTY-NINTH, 
Farr BEATRICE,—‘?hts is not your name, I know 
({ couldn’t print it, sweet one, in a journal) 
Bat that ’tis you whom I address below, 
Perhaps you’ll learn from evidence 





I’m now promoted to be ** friend an 
OF times that I’ve ‘* proposed’’ I’ve kept 
no score, 
But as a minimum I think I’d name 
eight 
Well, now ’tis Leap Year, surely ’tis your turn 
To take a hand at this exhausting pastime ; 
That you should beat my score I do not yearn— 
You’d win at once! Try, then, the first and last time! 
Look in your calendar—next Saturday 
You ’ll see’s the ean a oi twill not be reckoned 
Again for eight years; don’t, then, wait, I pray ! 
our question can be popped in half a second ! 


internal, 
Read, then, between the lines—’tis now a 
year matters ; 
Since last I rhymed to 7 on sundry 
You lived then in a diff'rent hemisphere— 
distance which attachment rather 
“ shatters. 
a You’re back again, our letters cross no 
Yy more [playmate ”’ ; 


COSIER COTS. 


(Mr. Ernest Hart in Zhe Queen makes various revolutionary proposals 
on “ how to go to bed.”’] 


True for bed. Glad I’ve followed Harr’shints, Quite look forward 
to my comfortable room. Also to getting there—having provided oil- 
stoves in all passages and s s. What’s the good—as T says 
—of being warm in your bedroom, if you are to catch cold on the way ? 

Find I have to sy out the oil-stoves as I pass (as servants have 
retired long ago). Rather a nuisance, this, One won’t expire for 
quite two minutes. What a draughty corner it’s in, too! Don’t 
believe the beast is out yet. Maker assured me these patent centu- 
plex kerosine stoves never smelt of oil, Wish maker could smell 
them now. Chilled. 

Bedroom, anyhow, looking cosy. That idea of the ‘‘ bookshelf 
with a few favourite authors close to bedside,” irable. And 
Haxt quite right in calling nightgown the ‘clothing ot the pri- 
meval savage,’ and recommending pyjamas, 

Have got the ‘‘two eyes, one tor controlling fire, other for 
controlling light.”? In bed. Jolly light from the electric lamp, 
Hullo! What’sit dving? Must really ‘‘ control” it—seems going 
out.... All right now. Take down Guy Mannering—hang the 
bed HaxtT says old bed is a “‘ ridiculous contrivance.” This 
one seems to be trying to chuck me out on to floor every minute, 
Perhaps it’s the ‘movable head-board.”... Out of bed. Have 
controlled head-board. In again.... Odd—seem to have been 

ing for an hour. How time does slip away when you’re reall 
enjoying yourself! It’s one o’clock in the morning. Must fini 
this chapter. Ah! Next chapter is the exciting one—two more. 
What’s that curious scraping noise outside? Or is it downstairs? 
Can it be burglars ? 

My pyjama suit just the thing, Mr. Harr says, for ‘* night alarms,” 
Nuisance to have to get up, though. Why can’t there be a third 
lever, to control burglars ? Put nose out of door—by Jove, how cold 
itis! That dratted oil-stove still smouldering—and smelling! 

Noise seems to have stopped. Still, can’t go to sleep just: = 
Take down Pickwick.... Notas funny asl to think it.... Two 
o’clock!... After all, isn’t use of a bedroom to go to sleepin? Lie 
down ; what a bore that one can’t have electric light Aalf off; room 
in darkness, ex for gas-stove. Suddenly remember to have heard 
that gas-stove left burning in bedroom sure to suffocate one! But 
if I turn it out, where’s the use of having it? Wish Mr. Hart were 
here to advise. No, on the whole, glad he isn’t, Turn off gas— 
rather heroic of me. Have, of course, ed ‘‘the mass of 
blankets and sheets’’ which Mr, Hart condemns, Not ‘* tucked in” 
oes = — os eed as ae sort i thing seems to seen 
- € Bw i es, such as only savages now employ even 
fo ghikdven P” The Heht eider-down, however, lets in fearful lot of 
draught.... Up again, shivering. ree o’cl Turn on gas in 
stove again. Lever won’t work, or gas won’t neh Hang Hart! 

4aM, Just got a lot of good old-fashioned blankets and sheets 
from next room, Fearfully chilled, but have some prospect of a few 

decently warm sleep. 
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PROSPECTS OF THE LEAP YEAR CLUB. 
[“ A ‘Leap Year Club’ has been formed by a number of young ladies.”’—Dai/y Graphic.) 


CONDENSED CONFIDENCE. 


Dearest EtHELINDA,—For mauvaise plaisanterte commend me to 
a Man in Authority. I need say no more. You know the cruel 
practical, too practical, joke played upon me last week, when all the 
names of those who benefit Commerce and Art. and therefore the 
General Public, were ruthlesslv excised by a Hand but too well 
acquainted with the scissors, and asterisks were substituted for their 
honoured appellations. Agaia, I say, cherchons l'homme! under 
such circumstances, and when found, make a note of him. He is 
found, he is noted, and he will be yet more noted. Meantime, let 
his pitiable trick recoil on his owo head. 1 hereby initiate an 
entirely new Missing Word Comnetition, viz., I offer a prize—my 
poems, Twitterings of a Tum-Tit, with autograph—to the ready- 
witted person of either sex who shall correctly fill in the spaces 
made by the literary censor (plus Muscovite qu'un Russe), and send 
the result to Him! I was about to tell you of a lovely confection of 
milk-tea lace and dust-bin crépon, which I have just seen_at 
Madame ——, but, no, I will not even breathe her name inink. Let 
her die like Coatrerton, unknown to cag ag the product of her 
cone perish with her; both struck down by the bolt of Him who 

lust be Obeyed! I have no heart to write more, but here is a new 
dish of my own creation. I call it Kari au Rédacteur impayable. 
Stew a calt’s brain in melted butter seasoned with garlic, pimento, and 
allspice. .Then add a tablespoonful of curry powder, which should be 
bought not a hundred yards from the upper end of Banker's Hill 
a oky Stir over a quick fire, then add a tambler‘of brandy, ditto 
of Welsh whiskey, some areca nut and sliced capsicums, This is an 
excellent night-cap. Ever, dear, Yourloving cousin, KapJ. 

P.S. I am sending a letter to The Man, marked not “ private,” 
but ‘‘ public”! Oaly wait! 


A ROUND-ELAY OF DISTRESS. 
[“ Mr. Rounp. M.P., the famous Eton and Oxford cricketer, has had his 
arm broken by collision with a bicyclist in Kensington Palace Gardens.’’] 
Tats cricketer, for ekill renown’d, 
’Gainst any pace would take his stand; 
Bat Rounp has, to his sorrow, found 
That cycling fast is underhand. 


Sommary oF THE New Maintenance Act.—" All for Her.” 








WHAT MR. H——Y PERHAPS EXPECTED. 


My Dear Tim,—With tears cf joy gusting from my overlaien 
oe I hasten to accept your generous offer of the Chairmanship 
of the National Party. It will afford me the greatest satisfaction to 
be able not only to pour rome soothing whi 


ey into our somewhat 
troubled waters, but also to heap 


up unlimited burning peat on your 
proverbially thin scalp, Tarning to-day to a merry-thoughtfal 
newspaper, with which I know you are connected, I find myself 
described (1) as an unmitigated rogue; (2) as a thief; (3) as a 
lickspittle adherent of Dablin Castle; (4) as a law-abiding landlord ; 
and (5) as a political Guy FawxrEs, anxious to blow up Committee 
Room No. 15. In each of these well-turned jests, dear Tim, I recog- 
nise your masterful way of saying what you dida’t mean. "Tis the 
old ae of firing blank cartridges from behind a hedge, to amuse 
the ‘‘ bhoys”—the best, most loyal, and most devoted of followers. 
Do you remember, Trim, that character drawn by either Lives or 
Lover: the literary man, who’d praise somebody to-dav in one 
per, so that he might abase himself to-morrow in another? Faith! 
ou might have served for the model. You’re as brimfal of fun as 
was Handy Andy. luck to you, my boy! May we have roar- 

ing times together! Cead mille fail+he ! 
Ever yours, affectionately, ‘hs Be 


Cockawhoop Criticism. 
Wuen Art-criticism ’s cocky, spleenful, rude, and mulish, 
It may think it’s PennEeLi-wise, but it is found foolish. 
Donkeys bray, but clever sketchers really ought to know 
That—as Mr. Moatry mentions—lions do not crow! 
Nay, a reasonable rooster, or a game-cock brave, 
Would scarce care to cockadoodie on a great man's grave. 


CompaRaTIve Merits.—What collection of books is better than a 
Free Library ?—Why, certainly, the /rere Library, that once 
belonged to Jonn Tupor Frere, and which has been recently dis- 
posed of and dispersed by Messrs. Soragsy & Co, 


MANAGERIAL Provers As TO OpgraTic Doves —You may go ia 
for the ‘‘billing”’ of the doves as much as you like, but it is quite 


another thing to rely upon their making a coup. 


Frsavaky 29, 1896.] 


ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 
EXTRACTED FROM THE DIARY OF TOBY, M.P. 


House of Commons, Monday, February 17.—Since Mr. CALDWELL 
retired from the calico-printing ‘business and took to Imperial politics 
he has suffered some surprises and survived many disappointments. 
Never did for- 

EUS 5 dp tune treat him 

Past 8 Se 80 scarry oe 

to-night. Had 
remained 
through long 
varied sit- 
ting prepared 
to discourse 
on woes and 
wrongs of crof- 
ters. There was 
preliminary 
isadventure, 
since WF1k had 
rushed in first 
and put down 
amendment to 
Address. He 
would move it; 
but House 
knew member 
for Mid-Lanark 
was to second 
it, and would 
ladly suffer 
s and Cro- 
marty since it 
led up to such 
delight. A long 





By Sprcrat Licence. 
T-by, the Dog that Can’t and Won’t be Muzzled. 


sitting, full of inconsiderable speeches about immaterial things. 


The case of the dynamite prisoners restated by Joon REDwOND ; 
ATHERLEY-JoNES on Venezuela ; WEDDERBURN on Chitral. Each 
came on in turn; talked of at length; shovelled out of the way: 
midnight at hand before Crofter’s Amendment was reached. 

With assistance of pince-nez and tragic tones Werk floundered 
through succession of incoherent remarks, Then CaLDWELL rose; 
rn to reel off speech with smoothness and rapidity of the engines 

ico-printing in the paternal establishment in far cff Milton-on- 
Campsie. Before forty yards had been neatly finished there was a 
hitch in the machinery. Thought at first it was a pebble from the 
indignant Dee protestant against its neighbourhood being dese- 
crated by a Seine ees industry. Turned out to be all due 
Priuvce Artuor. He had been in his place through night; had 
made several speeches; re watchful eye over varied course of 
business. Now, at sight of CALDWELL with bundle of notes sug ges- 
av of small bale of calico ready for the printer, he incontinently 


for breath; rubbed his eyes; regarded with 
startled gaze the empty seat. Was it ible the Leader of the 
House, having in near view prospect of discourse from him, should 
have left? No doubt about fact. Prince AxTHuR had gone, appreci- 
ably reducing number of audience. The Lonp ApvocaTE moved into 
his place, with evident intention of replying. Too much this for 
human nature, howsoe’er i in adversity, tering his 
emotion, CALDWELL lifted up his voice, and denounced the easy 
absent Minister who. he added, in sorrow rather than in anger, 
** apparently deputed the task of reply to a junior member of the 
Government.” House so affe that everyone glad when midnight 
struck a note of sympathy, and a veil dropped over pai scene, 
‘‘And they will have it,’”? said Sark as we wended our 
melancholy way homeward, ‘‘ that the Scotch people have no sense 
of humour. Is there any other of the three nations capable of the 
practical joke of supplying the House of Commons with opportunity 
of hearing in succession JAMES GALLOWAY WEIR and Jemmy CALp- 
WELL? The humour, I admit, is subtle. Prolongation of its flash- 
ing is prone to depression. But there it is; superb in its way, quite 
unigue. All that is required for perfect success is capacity of appre- 
ciation on the part of the audience,” 

Business done.—Still talking round the Address. 


ss pee ene LowTHER, saddling and bridling his old roadster 
ro 
— Le as poe sae oe aeeee oe ae De on ja 
when he presided in wig and gown at Joc ub in 
** Seems to me,” said JoHN Mowsray, tas of the few i 

the present House who knew JEmmy in days of (Parliamentary) 
‘*a great pity J. L. cannot take his seat in the House as he a 

on that memorable occasion. There are times when, contemplating 


CALDWELL 


rel 
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a look of awescme gravity. But the wig and gown are adjuncts o} 
inestimable value. JEMMyY, so arrayed, seated at the corner of th 
front bench below the Gangway in full view of Irish Members, would 
have distinctly salutary effect. Of course it cannot be: must make 
the best of him as he is.” 

Performance of to-night not inspiriting. House already in this, 
its earliest, lustiest infancy, oppressed by deadly weight of Minis- 
terial majority exceeding three fifties. Irish Members subdivided 
till there seems nothing left but Tmr Hearty. Scotch Members al] 
gone to pieces; cannot be brought up to the scratch, even though 
CALDWELL and Werr, claymore and pince-nez in hand, essay to lead 
them on. Welsh Members have re-elected OsponNE MorGAN at 
Chairman of their Parliamentary organisation. That looks blood- 
thirsty. But to-night’s uprising on Education Question proved 
a fiasco, English Liberals chiefly anxious to arrange dinner pairs, 

the freelances, even Capr’eN Tommy Bow res beginning to look 
wistfully towards Greenwich Hospital. Boen making furtive in- 
quiries from Joxrm as to terms of board and lodgings for an old 
salt pi has lost an arm and found a vo'ce in the service of his 
country. 

**Quite a hypothetical case, you know,” he said to Joxrm 
fastening a hook in his buttonhole (“* As if it were a newl -developed 
orchid,” Joxmm said, when telling the story). “But suppose 
there was a case of a man who had sailed on many seas, in- 
cluding Norfolk Broads; had boarded more ships than lie at this 
moment in the Pool of London ; had attempted to teach MunpELLa 
navigation when he was President of the Board of Trade; had seen 
himself passed over when allowance of Ministerial grog was served 
round ; and when approaching middle age found himself stranded in 
shoal water in a dull Hou-e of Commons—suppose, I say, there was 
such a case, would he be put up comfortably, of course at country’s 
expense at oe there to spend his last watch meditating on 

ingra er” 

In such circumstances, at ten o’clock at night, when. dolorous 
Debate on Address flickering out, JEmmy tock his melancholy trot. 
Wasn’t allowed even to put up hurdle in form of wnat ya 
Managed to give one kick out at the Markiss, who, amongst other 

ings, has been saying that in France, where Protection reigns in 
extremest force, agriculture is worse off than in England, ‘‘A more 
unfounded statement never made by mortal man,” exclaimed Jemmy. 

‘* I might have put it shorter than that,” he said, as he got down 
and led the old horse parte back to its loose box in the BenTINcK 
stables. ‘* Might, indeed, have got it all in three words, including 
an article. But they ’re so particular here,”’ 

Business done,—Address agreed to. 


Thursday.—RitcH1e brought in Light Railways Bill; first con- 
sigoment a million sterling drawn from Imperial Treasury to be 
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Tue “CurisTIAN BrRoTHErRs!”’ 
Messrs. D-ll-n and H-ly. 


,” trotted up and down the yard just now. Jemmyrides| distributed among agricultural parishes. All the county Members 
jadicial bench | rose up and called RitcHiz B i 


blessed. Bryce dissembled his love, 
remembering that when last year he brought in similar menmere s 

@ smi 
sardonically when he heard Rircure describe how the million was to 
be di in gifts or in loans. 


‘**My million, dear Tony, or at least ore of my many millions. 


the decadence of a country given up to Free Trade, his face takes on|Do you remember how, during the Gordon Riots, the mob 
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PROSPECTS OF THE LEAP YEAR CLUB. 
[“* A ‘Leap Year Club’ has been formed by a number of young ladies/”’—Dai/y Graphic.] 


CONDENSED CONFIDENCE. 


Dearest EtHELINDA,—For mauvaise plaisanterie commend me to 

a Man in Authority. I need say no more. You know the cruel 
too practical, joke played upon me last week, when all the 

names of those who benefit Commerce and Art. and therefore the 
General Public, were ruthlesslv excised by a Hand but too well 
acquainted with the scissors, and asterisks were substituted for their 
honoured appellations. Again, I say, cherchons l'homme! under 
such circumstances, and when found, make a note of him. He is 
found, he is noted, and he will be yet more noted. Meantime, let 
his pitiable trick recoil on his owao head. 1 hereby initiate an 
entirely new Missing Word Comnetition, viz., I offer a prize—my 
poems, Twitterings of a Tum-Tit, with autograph—to the ready- 
witted person of either cex who shall correctly fill in the spaces 
made by the literary censor (plus Muscovite qu'un Russe), and send 
the result to Him! I was about to tell you of a lovely confection of 
milk-tea lace and dust-bin crépon, which I have just seen_at 
ame ——, but, no, I will not even breathe her name inink. Let 

her die like Ca1TeRTON, unknown to oe the product of her 
— perish with her; both struck down by the bolt of Him who 
lust be Obeyed! I have no heart to write more, but here is a new 
dish of my own creation. I call it Kari au Rédacteur impayable. 
Stew a calt’s brain in melted butter seasoned with garlic, pimento, and 
allspice. Then add a tablespoonful of curry powder, which should be 
bought not a hundred yards from the upper.end of Banker's Hill 
Square. Stir over a quick fire, then add a tambler‘of brandy, ditto 
of Welsh whiskey, some areca nut and sliced capsicums, This is an 


excellent night-cap. Ever, dear, Yourloving cousin, Kapj. 
.S. I am sending a letter to The Man, marked not ‘ private,” 
but ‘‘ public”! Oaly wait! 


A ROUND-ELAY OF DISTRESS. 
[“‘ Mr. Rounp. M.P., the famous Eton and Oxford cricketer, has had his 
arm broken by collision with a bicyclist in Kensington Palace Gardens.’’] 
Tarts cricketer, for ekill renown’d, 
’Gainst any pace would take his stand; 
Bat Rounp has, to his sorrow, found 
That cycling fast is underhand. 


SomMakRy oF THE New Maintenance Act.—" All for Her.” 





WHAT MR. H——Y PERHAPS EXPECTED. 


My Deak Tim,—With tears cf joy gusting from my overlaien 
serels I hasten to your generous cffer of the Chairmanship 
of the National Party. It will afford me the greatest satisfaction to 
be able not only to pour rome soothing whiskey into our somewhat 
troubled waters, but also to heap up unlimited burning peat on your 
proverbially thin scalp. Tarning to-day to a merry-thoughtfal 
newspaper, with which I know you are connected, I find myself 
described (1) as an unmitigated rogue; (2) as a thief ; (3) as a 
lickspittle adherent of Dablin Castle; (4) as a law-abiding landlord ; 
and (5) asa political Guy FawxeEs, anxious to blow up Committee 
Room No. 15. In each of these well-turned jests, dear Tim, I recog- 
Mid toed of Being blsce caxtstiges from ‘ockied a" hedge, fo antes 
old s of firin cartridges from behind a ge, to amuse 
the ‘*bhoys”—the best, most loyal, and most devoted of followers. 
D> you remember, Tim, that character drawn by either Lives or 
Lover: the literary man, who’d praise somebody to-dav in one 

per, 80 that he might abase himself to-morrow in another? Faith! 

ou might have served for the model, You’re as brimfal of fun as 
was Handy Andy. Good luck to you, my boy! May we have roar- 

ing times together! Cead mille failthe ! 
Ever yours, affectionately, T. 8. 


Cockawhoop Criticism. 


Wuen Art-criticism ’s cocky, spleenful, rude, and mulish, 
It may think it’s PenneLti-wise, but it is found foolish. 
Donkeys bray, but clever sketchers really ought to know 
That—as Mr. Moatry mentions—lions do not crow! 

Nay, a reasonable rooster, or a game-cock brave, 

Would scarce care to adoodie on a great man's grave. 


CompaRaTIVe Merits.—What collection of books is better than a 
Free Library ’—Why, certainly, the Jere Library, that once 
belonged to Jonn Tupor Frere, and which has been recently dis- 
posed of and dispersed by Messrs. Sornesy & Co, 


MansGEBIAL Provers as TO Opsratic Doves —You may go ia 
for the ‘‘billing’’ of the doves as much as you like, but it is quite 
another thing to rely upon their making a coup. 





Fresruany 29, 1896.] 


ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 
EXTRACTED FROM THE DIARY OF TOBY, M.P. 

House of Commons, Monday, February 17,—Since Mr. CALDWELL 
retired from the calico-printing ‘business and took to Imperial politics 
he has suffered some surprises and survived many dtespootn ents. 

ever or- 






through long 
and varied sit- 
ting prepared 
to discourse 
on woes and 
wrongs of crof- 
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preliminary 
misadventure, 
since WFrk had 
rushed in first 
and put down 
amendment to 
Address. He 
would move it; 
but House 
knew member 
for Mid-Lanark 
was to second 
it, and would 
ladly suffer 
8 an 0- 
marty since it 
led up to such 
delight. A long 
sitting, full of inconsiderable speeches about immaterial things. 
The case of the dynamite prisoners restated by JoHN REDMOND ; 
ATHERLEY-JoneES on Venezuela ; WEDDERBURN on Chitral. Each 
came on in turn; talked of at length; shovelled out of the way: 
midoight at hand before Crofter’s Amendment was reached. 

With assistance of pince-nez and ic tones WeErR floundered 
through succession of incoherent remarks, Then CaLDWELL rose; 
me to reel off speech with smoothness and rapidity of the engines 

ico-printing in the paternal establishment in far cff Milton-on- 
Campsie. Before forty yards had been neatly finished there was a 
hitch in the machinery. Thought at first it was a pebble from the 
indignant Dee protestant against its neighbourhood being dese- 
crated by a re industry. Turned out to be all due to 
Pruxce Artuor. He had been in his place through night; had 
made several speeches; kept watchful eye over varied course of 
business. Now, at sight of CALDWELL with bundle of notes sugges- 
My of small bale of calico ready for the printer, he incontinently 


for breath: rubbed his eyes; regarded with 
startled gaze the empty seat. Was it possible the Leader of the 
House, having in near view prospect of discourse from him, should 
have left? No doubt about fact. Prince AkTHuR had gone, appreci- 
ably reducing number of audience, The Lorp ApvocaTE moved into 
his place, with evident intention of replying. Too much this for 
human nature, howsoe’er trained in adversity, Mastering his 
emotion, CALDWELL lifted up his voice, and denounced the guiltil 
absent Minister who. he added, in sorrow rather than in anger, 
** apparently deputed the task of reply to a junior member of the 
Government.”’ House so affe that everyone glad when midnight 
struck a note of sympathy, and a veil dropped over pai scene, 

‘‘And they will have it,” said Sark as we wended our 
melancholy way homeward, ‘‘ that the Scotch people have no sense 
of humour. Is there any other of the three nations capable of the 
practical joke of supplying the House of Commons with opportunity 

hearing in succession JAMES GALLOWAY WEIR and JEmmy CaLp- 
WELL? The humour, I admit, is subtle. Prolongation of its flash- 
ing is prone to depression. But there it is; superb in its way, quite 
upigue. All that is required for perfect success is capacity of appre- 
ciation on the part of the audience.” 

Business done.—Still talking round the Address, 


Tuesday.—Jemuy LowTHeER, saddling and bridling his old roadster 
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By SpsrcraL Licence. 
T-by, the Dog that Can’t and Won’t be Muzzled. 


CALDWELL 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 


ters. There was eal 





107 








a look of awescme gravity. But the wig and gown are adiuncts of 
inestimable value. JEMMY, so arrayed, seated at the corner of the 
front bench below the Gangway in full view of Irish Members, would 
have distinctly salutary effect. Of course it cannot be: must make 
the best of him as he is.” 

Performance of to-night not inspiriting. House already in this, 
its earliest, lustiest infancy, oppressed by deadly weight of Minis- 
terial majority exceeding three fifties. Irish Members subdivided 
till there seems nothing left but Tmr Hearty. Scotch Members all 
gone to pieces; cannot be brought up to the scratch, even though 
CALDWELL and WetR, claymore and pince-nez in hand, essay to lead 
them on. Welsh Members have re-elected OspornnE MorGAn as 
Chairman of their Parliamentary organisation. That looks blood- 
thirsty. But to-night’s uprising on Education Question proved 
a fiasco. English Liberals chiefly anxious to arrange dinner pairs, 

the freelances, even Cap’eN Tommy Bow xs beginning to look 
wistfully towards Greenwich Hospital. Been making furtive in- 
quiries from Joxrm as to terms of board and lodgings for an old 
t who has lost an arm and found a vo'ce in the service of his 


country. 

“Quite a Suen case, you know,” he said to Joxm 
fastening a hook in his buttonhole (‘‘ As if it were a new! -developed 
orchid,” Joxrmm said, when telling the story). “But suppose 
there was a case of a man who had sailed on many seas, in- 
cluding Norfolk Broads; had boarded more ships than lie at this 
moment in the Pool of London; had attempted to teach MunpELLa 
navigation when he was President of the Board of Trade; had seen 
himself passed over when allowance of Ministerial grog was served 
round ; and when approaching middle age found himself stranded in 
shoal water in a dull Hou-e of Commons—suppose, I say, there was 
such a case, would he be put up comfortably, of course at country’s 
expense, at Greenwich, there to spend his last watch meditating on 
party ingratitude?” 

In such circumstances, at ten o’clock at night, when. dolorous 
Debate on Address flickering out, JEmmy took his melancholy trot. 
Wasn’t allowed even to put up hurdle in form of amendment, 
Managed to give one kick out at the Marxkiss, who, amongst other 

ings, has been saying that in France, where Protection reigns in 
extremest force, agriculture is worse off than in England, ‘‘A more 
unfounded statement never made by mortal man,” exclaimed JEmmy. 

‘* I might have put it shorter than that,” he said, as he got down 
and led the old horse limpicg back to its loose box in the Bentinck 
stables. ‘* Might, indeed, have got it all in three words, including 
an article. But they ’re so particular here,’’ 

Business done.—Address agreed to. 


Thursday.—Ritcu1e brought in Light Railways Bill; first con- 
sigoment a million sterling drawn from Imperial Treasury to be 
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Tue “CHRISTIAN BRoTHERS!”’ 
Mesers. D-ll-n and H-ly. 


‘* Protection,” trotted up and down the yard just now. JEmmyrides| distributed among agricultural parishes. All the county Members 


we nee as fond * ome oe menenee ot 32-5 eae oe 
when he presided in wig and gown a ub in ‘ 

” Some te me,” said Jon MowBray, a of the tow Msubars of 
the present House who knew Jemmy in days of (Parliamentary) , 


ee t pity J. L, cannot take his seat in the House as he a 
on that memorable occasion. There are times when, contemplating 


had on jadicial bench | rose up and called 


RitcHiE blessed. Bryce dissembled his love, 
remembering that when last year he brought in similar measure it 
was kicked down stairs. As for Squire oF Matwoop, he smiled 
sardonically when he heard Ritcute describe how the million was to 
be dis in gifts or in loans, 

**My million, dear Tony, or at least ore of my many millions. 


the decadence of a country given up to Free Trade, his face takes on|Do you remember how, during the Gordon Riots, the mob 
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CONLERT ACEH 


PROSPECTS OF THE LEAP YEAR CLUB. 
[A ‘Leap Year Club’ has been formed by a number of young ladies,”—Dai/y Graphic.] 


CONDENSED CONFIDENCE, 


Dearest ETHELINDA,—For mauvatse plaisanterie commend me to 
a Man in Authority. I need say no more, You know the cruel 
practical, too practical, joke played upon me last week, when all the 
names of those who benefit Commerce and Art. and therefore the 
General Public, were ruthlessly excised by a Hand but too well 
acquainted with the scissors, and asterisks were substituted for their 
honoured appellations, Again, I say, cherchons l'homme! under 
such circumstances, and when found, make a note of him. He is 
found, he is noted, and he will be yet more noted. Meantime, let 
his pitiable trick recoil on his owa head. 1 hereby initiate an 
entirely new Missing Word Comnetition, viz., I offer a prize—my 
poems, T7witterings of a Tom-Tit, with autograph—to the ready- 
witted person of either cex who shall correctly fill in the spaces 
made by the literary censor (plus Muscovite qu'un Russe), and send 
the result to Him! I was about to tell you of a lovely confection of 
milk-tea lace and dust-bin crépon, whisk I have just seen at 
Madame ——, but, no, I will not even breathe her name inink. Let 
her die like CoatrgRToN, unknown to fame, and the product of her 
genie perish with her; both struck down by the bolt of Him who 


lust be Obeyed! I have no heart to write more, but here is a new 
—_ of ny own creation. I call it Kari au Rédacteur impayable, 
‘ew ac 


8 brain in melted butter seasoned with parila, pimento, and 
allspice. Then add a tablespoonful of curry powder, which should be 
bought not a hundred yards from the upper end of Bunker's Hill 
Square. Stir over a quick fire, then add a tambler‘of brandy, ditto 
of Welsh whiskey, some areca nut and sliced capsicums, This is an 
excellent night-¢ép. Ever, dear, Your loving cousin, KapjJ. 

P.S. I am sending a letter to The Man, marked not ‘* private,” 
but ‘‘ public”! Oaly wait! 


A ROUND-ELAY OF DISTRESS. 
(Mr. Rounp, M.P., the famous Eton and Oxford cricketer, has had his 
arm broken by collision with a bicyclist in Kensington Palace Gardens,’’] 
Tats cricketer, for ekill renown’d, 
’Gainst any pace would take his stand; 
Bat Rounp has, to his sorrow, found 
That cycling fast is underhand. 


ScmMARY OF THE New Maintenance Act.—" All for Her.” 





WHAT MR, H——Y PERHAPS EXPECTED. 


My Dear Tim,—With tears cf joy gusting from my overlaien 
an I hasten to neners your generous cffer of the Chairmanship 
of the National Party. It will afford me the greatest satisfaction to 
be able not only to pour rome soothing whiskey into our somewhat 
troubled waters, but also to heap up unlimited burning peat on your 
proverbially thin scalp. Tarning to-day to a merry-thoughtful 
newspaper, with which I know you are connected, I find myself 
described (1) as an unmitigated rogue; (2) as a thief; (3) as a 
lickspittle adherent of Dablin Castle; (4) as a law-abiding landlord ; 
and (5) asa political Goy FawkeEs, anxious to blow up Committee 
Room No. 15. In each of these well-turned jests, dear Tm, I recog- 
nise your masterful way of saying what you dida’t mean. ’Tis the 
old — of firing blank centeness from behind a hedge, to amuse 
the ‘* bhoys’’—the best, most loyal, and most devoted of followers. 
Do you remember, Tim, that character drawn by either Liver or 
Lover: the literary man, who’d praise somebody to-dav in one 

per, so that he might abase himself to-morrow in another? Faith! 

ou might have served for the model. You’re as brimfal of fun as 
was Handy Andy. Good luck to you, my boy! May we have roar- 

ing times together! Cead mille failthe ! 
Ever yours, affectionately, » vee. 


Cockawhoop Criticism. 


Wuen Art-ocriticism ’s cocky, spleenful, rude, and mulish, 
It may think it’s PannELu-wise, but it is found foolish. 
Donkeys bray, but clever sketchers really ought to know 
That—as Mr. Moatry mentione—lions do not crow! 

Nay, a reasonable rooster, or a game- brave, 

Would scarce care to cockadoodie on a great man’s grave. 


Comparative Merits,—What collection of books is better than a 
Free Library ?’—Why, certainly, the Jere Library, that once 
belonged to Jonn Tupor Frere, and which has been recently dis- 


posed of and dispersed by Messrs. Sorarpy & Co, 


MANAGERIAL PRovers As TO OpgRatic Doves —You may go ia 
for the ‘‘billing’”’ of the doves as much as you like, but it is quite 
another thing to rely upon their ing a coup, 





Frsrvuary 29, 1896.] 


ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 
EXTRACTED FROM THE DIARY OF TOBY, M.P. 


House of Commons, Monday, February 17,—Since Mr. CALDWELL 
retired from the calico-printing business and took to Imperial politics 
he has suffered some surprises and survived many disappointments. 

Never did for- 

ety ate tune treat him 

ee so ecurvily as 

to-night. Had 
remained 
through _ lot 
and varied sit- 
ting prepared 
to discourse 
on woes and 
wrongs of crof- 
ters. There was 
preliminary 
misadventure, 
since WF1e had 
rushed in first 
and put down 
amendment to 
Address. He 
would move it; 
but House 
knew member 
for Mid-Lanark 
was to second 
it, and would 
ladly suffer 





s and Cro- 
= By SPECIAL Licance. : ed 2p roped > 
-by, the Dog that Can’t and Won’t be Muzzled. ddistt: A lone 


sitting, full of inconsiderable speeches about immaterial things. 
The case of the dynamite prisoners restated by JoHN REDWOND ; 
ATHERLEY-JonES on Venezuela ; WEDDERBURN on Chitral. Each 
came on in turn; talked of at length; shovelled out of the way: 
midnight at hand before Crofter’s Amendment was reached. 
With assistance of pince-nez and tragic tones WEIR floundered 
through succession of incoherent remarks, Then CaLDWELL rose; 
an to reel off speech with smoothness and rapidity of the engines 
ico-printing in the paternal establishment in far cff Milton-on- 
Campsie. Before forty yards had been neatly finished there was a 
hitch in the machinery. Thought at first it was a pebble from the 
indignant Dee protestant against its neighbourh being dese- 
crated by a eee industry. Turned out to be all due to 
Prince Artnor. He had been in his place through night; had 
made several speeches ; kept watchful eye over varied course of 
business. Now, at sight of CaLpweLt with bundle of notes sug ges- 
ov of small bale of calico ready for the printer, he incontinently 


CALDWELL gasped for breath: rubbed his eyes; regarded with 
startled gaze the empty seat. Was it ble the Leader of the 
House, having in near view prospect of discourse from him, should 
have left? No doubt about fact. Prince AxTHuR had gone, appreci- 
ably reducing number of audience. The Lorp ApvocaTE moved into 
his place, with evident intention of replying. Too much this for 
human nature, howsoe’er trained in adversity, Mastering his 
emotion, CALDWELL lifted up his voice, and denounced the gaily 
absent Minister who. he added, in sorrow rather than in anger, 

‘* apparently deputed the task of reply to a junior member of the 
Government.” House so affected that everyone glad when midnight 
struck a note of sympathy, and a veil dropped over painful scene. 

‘*And they have it,’”? said Sark as we wended our 
melancholy way homeward, ‘‘ that the Scotch people have no sense 
of humour. Is there any other of the three nations capable of the 
practical joke of supplying the House of Commons with opportunity 
of hearing in succession JAMES GALLOWAY WEIR and JEmuy CaLp- 
WELL? The humour, I admit, is subtle. Prolongation of its flash- 
ing is prone to depression. But there it is; superb in its way, quite 
unigue, that is required for perfect success is capacity of appre- 
ciation on the part of the audience,” 

Business done.—Still talking round the Address. 


Tuesday.—_Jemuy LowTHen, saddling and bridling his old roadster, 


‘** Protection,” trotted up and down the yard just now. JEMmMyY rides 
well; has as good a seat on horseback as he had on judicial 


when he ided in wig and gown at Jockey Club inquiry. 
at OWBRAY, one of the few Members of 


** Seems to me,” said JoHN 
the present House who knew JEmmy in days of (Parliamentary) sin 


‘*a great pity J. L. cannot take his seat in the House as he appeared be di 


on that memorable occasion. There are times when, contemplating 
the decadence of a country given up to Free Trade, his face takes on 
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a look of awescme gravity. But the wig and gown are adjuncts of 
inestimable value. JEMMY, so arrayed, seated at the corner of the 
front bench below the Gangway in full view of Irish Members, would 
have distinctly salutary effect. Of course it cannot be: must make 
the best of him as he is.” 

Performance of to-night not inspiriting. House already in this, 
its earliest, lustiest infancy, oppressed acne weight of Minis- 
terial majority exceeding three fifties. Irish Members subdivided 
till there seems nothing left but Tmt Heary. Scotch Members all 
gone to pieces; cannot be brought up to the scratch, even though 
CALDWELL and WETR, claymore and pince-nez in hand, essay to lead 
them on. Welsh Members have re-elected OspoRNE MoRGAN as 
irman of their Parliamentary organisation. That looks blood- 
thirsty. But to-night’s uprising on Education Question proved 
a co, English Liberals chiefly anxious to arrange dinner pairs, 
A } beginning to look 
sti Ce Greenwich Hospital. Been making furtive in- 
quiries from Joxkrm as to terms of board and lodgings for an old 
salt who has lost an arm and found a vo'ce in the service of his 


country. 

‘Quite a hypothetical case, you know,” he said to Joxm 
fastening a hook in his buttonhole (*‘ As if it were a newl -developed 
orchid,” Joxm said, when telling the story), ‘‘But suppose 
there was a case of a man who had sailed on many seas, in- 
cluding Norfolk Broads; had boarded more ships than lie at this 
moment in the Pool of London; had attempted to teach MunpELLA 
navigation when he was President of the Board of Trade; had seen 
himself passed over when allowance of Ministerial grog was served 
round ; and when Spoecenniog middle age found himself stranded in 
shoal water in a dull Hou-e of Commons—suppose, I say, there was 
such a case, would he be put up comfortably, of course at country’s 
expense, at Greenwich, there to spend his last watch meditating on 
party ingratitude?” 

In such circumstances, at ten o’clock at night, when. dolorous 
Debate on Address flickering out, JEmmy took his melancholy trot. 
Wasn’t allowed even to put up hurdle in form of amendment. 
Managed to give one kick out at the MRxkiss, who, amongst other 

ings, been saying that in France, where Protection reigns in 
extremest force, agriculture is worse off than in England, ‘‘A more 
unfounded statement never made by mortal man,” exclaimed Jemmy. 

‘* I might have put it shorter than that,” he said, as he got down 
and led the old horse mrce back to its loose box in the Bentinck 
stables. ‘* Might, indeed, have got it all in three words, including 
an article. But they ’re so particular here,” 

Business done.—Address agreed to, 


Thursday.—Ritcu1e brought in Light Railways Bill; first con- 
sigoment a million sterling drawn from Imperial Treasury to be 
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Tue “CHRISTIAN BRoTHERS!”’ 
Messrs. D-ll-n and H-ly. 


distributed among agricultural yarishes. All the county Members 
rose up and called Rrrowie blessed. Bryce dissembled his love, 
remembering that when last year he brought in similar measure it 
was kicked down stairs. As for Squire or Matwoop, he smiled 
sardonically when he heard RircHre describe how the million was to 
s in gifts or in loans, 

**My million, dear Tony, or at least ore of my many millions. 
Do you remember how, during the Gordon Riots, the mob 
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PROSPECTS OF THE LEAP YEAR CLUB. 
[“* A ‘Leap Year Club’ has been formed by a number of young ladies”’—Dai/y Graphic.] 


CONDENSED CONFIDENCE. 


Dearest ETHELINDA,—For mauvaise plaisanterie commend me to 

a Man in Authority. I need say no more. You know the cruel 
practical, too practical, joke played upon me last week, when all the 
names of those who enefit Commerce and Art. and therefore the 
General Public, were ruthlessly excised by a Hand but too well 
acquainted with the scissors, and asterisks were substituted for their 
honoured appellations. Agaia, I say, cherchons l'homme! under 
such circumstances, and when found, make a note of him. He is 
found, he is noted, and he will be yet more noted. Meantime, let 
his pitiable trick recoil on his owa head. 1 hereby initiate an 
entirely new Missing Word Comnetition, viz., I offer a prize—my 
poems, Twitterings of a Tum-Tit, with autograph—to the ready- 
witted person of either rex who shall correctly fill in the spaces 
made by the literary censor (plus Muscovite qu'un Russe), and send 
the result to Him! I was about to tell you of a lovely confection of 
milk-tea lace and dust-bin crépon, which I have just seen at 
ame ——,, but, no, I will not even breathe her name inink. Let 

her die like Coa1TeRToN, unknown to fame, and the product of her 
genius Perish with her; both struck down by the bolt of Him who 
lust be Obeyed! I have no heart to write more, but here is a new 
dish of my own creation. I call it Kari au Rédacteur impayable. 
S‘ew a calt’s brain in melted butter seasoned with garlic, pimento, and 
allspice. .Then add a tablespoonful of curry powder, which should be 
bought not a hundred yards from the upper.end of Banker's Hill 
Square. Stir over a quick fire, then add a tambler‘of brandy, ditto 
of Welsh whiskey, some areca nut and sliced capsicums, This is an 


excellent night-cap. Ever, dear, Your loving cousin, ADJ. 
.S. [ am sending a letter to The Man, marked not “ private,” 
but *‘ public”! Oaly wait! 


A ROUND-ELAY OF DISTRESS. 
[“‘Mr. Rounp, M.P., the famous Eton and Oxford cricketer, has had his 
arm broken by collision with a bicyclist in Kensington Palace Gardens.’’] 
Tats cricketer, for ekill renown’d, 
’Gainst any pace would take his stand; 
Bat Rounp has, to his sorrow, found 
That cycling fast is underhand. 


Sommary oF THE New Maintenance Act.—" All for Her.” 





WHAT MR, H——Y PERHAPS EXPECTED. 


My Dear Tim,—With tears cf joy gusting from my overlaien 
eyeballs, I hasten to accept your generous cffer of the Chairmanship 
of the National Party. It will afford me the greatest satisfaction to 
be able not only to pour rome soothing whiskey into our somewhat 
troubled waters, but also to heap up unlimited burning peat on your 
proverbially thin scalp. Tarning to-day to a merry-thoughtful 
newspaper, with which I know you are connected, I find myself 
described (1) as an unmitigated rogue; (2) as a thief ; (3) as a 
lickspittle adherent of Dablin Castle; (4) as a law-abiding landlord ; 
and (5) as a political Guy FawxeEs, anxious to blow up Cummittee 
Room No. 15. In each of these well-turned jests, dear Tim, I recog- 
nise your masterful way of saying what you dida’t mean. "Tis the 
old s To firing blank cartridges from behind a hedge, to amuse 
the ‘‘bhoys”—the best, most loyal, and most devoted of followers. 
Do you remember, Tim, that character drawn by either Liver or 
Lover: the literary man, who’d praise somebody to-dav in one 

per, so that he might abase himself to-morrow in another? Faith! 

ou might have served for the model. You’re as brimfal of fun as 


was Handy Andy. luck to you, my boy! May we have roar- 
ing times together! Cead mille fail the ! 
Ever yours, affectionately, T. 8. 


Cockawhoop Criticism. 
Wuen Art-criticism’s cocky, spleenful, rude, and mulish, 
It may think it’s PennELt-wise, but it is found foolish. 
Donkeys bray, but clever sketchers really ought to know 
That—as Mr, Moatry mentions—lions do not crow! 
Nay, a reasonable rooster, or a game-cock brave, 
Would scarce care to cockadoodie on a great man's grave. 


ComPaRATIVE Merits.— What collection of books is better than a 
Free Library ’—Why, certainly, the /’rere Library, that oncs 
belonged to Jonn Tupor Frere, and which has been recently dis- 
posed of and dispersed by Messrs. Sornesy & Co, 


MANAGERIAL PRovers as TO OpgRatTic Doves —You may go ia 
for the ‘‘billing”’ of the doves as much as you like, but it 1s quite 
another thing to rely upon their making a coup. 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 
EXTRACTED FROM THE DIARY OF TOBY, M.P. 


House of Commons, Monday, February 17.—Since Mr. CALDWELL 
retired from the calico-printing ‘business and took to Imperial politics 
he has suffered some surprises and survived many disappointments. 

Never did for- 
eat & tune treat him 
yet so ecurvily as 

to-night. Had 
remained 
through long 
and varied sit- 
ting prepared 
to discourse 
on woes and 
wrongs of crof- 
ters. There was 


misadventure, 
since Wrrk had 
rushed in first 
and put down 
amendment to 
Address. He 
would move it ; 
but House 
knew member 
for Mid-Lanark 
was to second 
it, and would 
gladly suffer 
ae and a 
m since i 
led up to such 
delight. A long 





By Spscrat Licence. 
T-by, the Dog that Can’t and Won’t be Muzzled. 


sitting, full of inconsiderable speeches about immaterial things. 


The case of the dynamite prisoners restated by JoHN REDWOND ; 
ATHERLEY-JonES on Venezuela ; WEDDERBURN on Chitral. Each 
came on in turn; talked of at length; shovelled out of the way: 
— at hand before Crofter’s Amendment was reached. 

With assistance of pince-nez and ic tones Werk floundered 
through succession of incoherent remarks, Then CaLDWELL rose; 
— to reel off speech with smoothness and rapidity of the engines 

ico-printing in the paternal establishment in far cff Milton-on- 
Campsie. Before forty yards had been neatly finished there was a 
hitch in the machinery. Thought at first it was a pebble from the 
indignant Dee protestant against its neighbourhood being dese- 
crated by a sone peae industry. Turned out to be all due to 
Pruvce Artuour. He had been in his place through night; had 
made several speeches; kept watchful eye over varied course of 
business. Now, at sight of CaLpwett with bundle of notes sug ges- 
ove of small bale of calico ready for the printer, he incontinently 


CALDWELL gasped for breath: rabbed his eyes; regarded with 
startled gaze the empty seat. Was it possible the Leader of the 
House, having in near view prospect of discourse from him, should 
have left? No doubt about fact. Prince AkTHur had gone, appreci- 
ably reducing number of audience, The Lorp ApvocaTE moved into 
his place, with evident intention of replying. Too much this for 
human nature, howsoe’er trained in adversity, Mastering his 
emotion, CALDWELL lifted up his voice, and denounced the can 
absent Minister who, he added, in sorrow rather than in anger, 

‘* apparently deputed the task of reply to a junior member of the 
Government.” House so affected that everyone glad when midnight 
struck a note of sympathy, and a veil dropped over painful scene. 

‘‘And they will have it,’”’ said Sark as we wended our 
melancholy way homeward, ** that the Scotch people have no sense 

humour. Is there any other of the three nations capable of the 
practical joke of supplying the House of Commons with opportunity 
of hearing in succession JAMES GALLOWAY WEIR and JEmMmy CaLp- 
WELL? The humour, I admit, is subtle. Prolongation of its flash- 
ing is prone to depression. But there it is; superb in its way, quite 
unique. All that is required for perfect success is capacity of appre- 
ciation on the part of the audience,” 

Business done.—Still talking round the Address, 


Tuesday.—_JemmMy LowTHes, saddling and bridling his old roadster 
‘* Protection,’ trotted up and down the yard just now. 


when he presided in wig and gown at Jockey Club inquiry. 
** Seems to me,” said JoHN Mowsray, ian of the low Mimmbers of 
the present House who knew JEmmy in days of (Parliamentary) sin 


{ i ‘ sardonically when he heard 
ee ee ee eee es House as he appeared be dis in gifts or in loans, 
on tha 


memorable occasion. There are times when, contemplating 


the decadence of a country given up to Free Trade, his face takes on|Do you remember h 
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preliminary| ,, 


JEMMY rides | distributed among agricultural rarishes. 
well; has as good a seat on horseback as he had on judicial bench | rose oy and called RircwiE blessed. Bryce dissembl 
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a look of awescme gravity. But the wig and gown are adjuncts of 
inestimable value. JEMMY, so arrayed, seated at the corner of the 
front bench below the Gangway in full view of Irish Members, would 
have distinctly salutary effect. Of course it cannot be: must make 
the best of him as he is.” 

Performance of to-night not inspiriting. House already in this, 
its earliest, lustiest infancy, oppressed by deadly weight of Minis- 
terial majority cee three fifties. Irish Mem subdivided 
till there seems nothing left but Tmt Heaty. Scotch Members all 
gone to pieces; cannot be brought up to the scratch, even though 
CALDWELL and WETR, claymore and pince-nez in hand, essay to lead 
them on. Welsh Members have re-elected OspoRNE MoRGAN as 
airman of their Parliamentary organisation. That looks blood- 
thirsty. But to-night’s uprising on Education Question proved 
paw English Liberals chiefly anxious to arrange dinner pairs, 

the freelances, even Car’en Tommy Bow es beginning to look 
sti thes Greenwich Hospital. Been making furtive in- 
quiries from Joxkrm as to terms of board and lodgings for an old 
salt who has lost an arm and found a vo'ce in the service of his 


ie 
> 


untry. 
‘**Quite a hypothetical case, you know,” he said to Joxm 
fastening a hook in his buttonhole (“* As if it were a new! -developed 
orchid,” Joxrm said, when telling the story), ‘But suppose 
there was a case of a man who sailed on many seas, in- 
cluding Norfolk Broads; had boarded more ships than lie at this 
moment in the Pool of London; had attempted to teach MunpELLa 
navigation when he was President of the Board of Trade; had seen 
self passed over when allowance of Ministerial grog was served 
round ; and when approaching middle age found himeelf stranded in 
shoal water in a dull Hou-e of C»mmons—suppose, I say, there was 
such a case, would he be put up comfortably, of course at country’s 
expense, at Greenwich, there to spend his last watch meditating on 
party ingratitude ?”’ 

In such circumstances, at ten o’clock at night, when. dolorous 
Debate on Address flickering out, JeEmmy took his melancholy trot. 
Wasn’t allowed even to put up hurdle in form of iaaadaiaae 
Managed to give one kick out at the MArxkiss, who, amongst other 
things, has been saying that in France, where Protection reigns in 
extremest force, agriculture is worse off than in England, ‘‘A more 
unfounded statement never made by m man,’ exclaimed JEmmy. 

‘*T might have put it shorter than that,” he said, as he got down 
and led the old horse eres back to its loose box in the Bentincx 
stables. ‘* Might, indeed, have got it all in three words, including 
an article. But they ’re so particular here,’’ 

Business done,—Address agreed to. 


Thursday.—Ritcu1e brought in Light Railways Bill; firat con- 
sigoment a million sterling drawn from Imperial Treasury to be 
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Tue “CHRISTIAN BROTHERS!”’ 
Messrs. D-ll-n and H-ly. 


All the ot Members 

his love, 
remem that when last year he brought in similar measure it 
was kicked down stairs. As for Squire oF Matwoop, he smiled 


describe how the million was to 


‘**My million, dear Tony, or at least ore of my many millions. 


ow, during the Gordon Riots, the mob 
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streamed down to the ‘Maypole Inn’ at Chigwell, 
tied John Willet, the landlord, in a chair, whence 
he could, more or less comfortably, certainly with 
full command of the situation, watch the rascals 
helping themselves to all the good things he had 
stored up through a life of long industry ? I don’t 
mean to liken Her Majesty’s Ministers to a riotous, 
mnt mob, still less would I suggest that between 
myself and the landlord of the “Maypole Inn’ is 
there any resemblance, personal or otherwise. Never- 
theless, as I sit here watching Rircnre hand out a 
million for Light Railways; Jokrm preparing to spend 
many millions on strengthening the Navy ; expecting 
soon to have Gorst, who dearly loves a pargon, forking 
out more millions for the parsons’ schools, I am able 
to enter into the feelings of John Willet with keener 
appreciation and fuller sg tc than when, in my 
mind’s eye, I first saw him bound in the chair of bis 
once snug bar-parlour. All my millions, Topsy. 
Hoards for which I toiled, rich webs I spun, 
Sic vos non vobis fertis aratra boves; 
Sic vos non vobis mellificatis apes ; 
Sic vos non vobis vellera fertis oves ; 
Sic vos non vobis nidificatis aves.” 
‘* Well, you know what happened to BatuYLuvs,”’ 
I said, moved at his honest emotion. 
Veg ; but his discomfiture was sudden and sw,ft. 
We’ll probably have to wait six years before the 
BaTHYLLUS- Batrour family are brought to bk; 
and where shall we all be then P” 
Business done.— Quite a lot, Ministers bringing in 
Bills with both hands, 


Friday. —Staxntxy Leicutox, The Man from 
Shro , in fiae form to-night. Rushed in in 
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usual abrupt, excited fashion, crying not ‘‘My “4, Y 

Lord! My Lord!” but *“*Mr, Speaker!” Ques- FT, 4% 

tion was, grant for Welsh Museum. Difficulty is —=s 
Wales has no town which all are content to regard . . 


as their capital. 

** Very well,” said The Man from Shropshire, his 
logical mind piercing film of doubt and difficulty ; ‘ you 
nase no capital in Wales. Then take Shrowsbury.” 

em 
difficulty. First wanted to know where Shidwebury | hungry look. He thinks too much, such men are dangerous.... Would he were fatter !”” 
is. Whisper went round that Le1¢Hton meant Shrews- : : KER THE 
bury ; the other pronunciation specimen of the fine ancient Britain; The Man from Shropshire sat down triumphant. Seemed to 
tongue he had lauded. Crowning recommendation of Shrowsbury is | be all settled, when Goxrst explained that he had no mone 
that someone. at some time. had there been hanged, drawn, and | available for scheme, So something else will have to be done wit 
quartered, at more could anyone want in way of recommenda- | Shrowsbury. 
tion of locality for museum ? Business done.—None; but much talk. 


yen roa oh Paceelace Aneung (Bafa) iia ‘ s. 
vas . : ulius Cesar -l-8 suspiciously, to Antony (B-lf-r). * Let me have men about 
rot indisposed to accept this solution of | me that are fat Cisik-headed tone and such as sleep 0’ Ak Yon Cassius has a lean and 








the clamour for immediative mediation. 


Evening journals review foreign policy of SPORTIVE SONGS. 


A COOL AND COLLECTED CALENDAR. 


(Suggested by the Calm Conduct of an 
Unemotional People.) 


Monday.—Morning papers announce mis- 
understanding with U.S.A. General astonish- 
ment. Evening journals indignant. Every 
Londoner in a condition of wild excitement. 

Tuesday.—Morning papers devote leaders 
to “*the serious news from U.S.A.” Re- 
ports from the provinces of greatly increased 
recruiting. Evening journals call for national 
support. Entire British race (those beyond 
the sea by wire) express their intention of 
rallying round the dear old flag. 

Wednesday.—Morning papers print a tele- 
gram ‘‘made in Germany.” Misunder- 
standing with U.S A. ree in 
the amazement caused by the latest outrage. 
Evening journals suggest armament en masse. 
Proposal received with delirious delight by 
Britons inhabiting both hemispheres. 

Thursday.—Morning papers enlarge on the 
International Insult. eys and provin- 
cials vie with one another in examples of self- 
sacrifice. The army should be recruited with 
the entire popu'ation up to the age of eighty. 
Evening journals pr»pose ine ex pen- 
diture onthe Navy. The inhabitants of Great 
Britain demand, with one voice, twenty shil- 
megs oe und for income-tax. 5 

y.— Morning papers give accounts o 
cruel sufferings of an alien people. Latest 


international insult entirely overlooked in | 


the Government. Universal demand for the 
depatch of a couple of armies and all the fleet 
on ‘‘ special service,” 
Saturday.—Morning papers narrate ter- 
rible accident abroad. eels ee 
in the zeal for collecting su riptions. 
Evening journals give ‘‘ latest details,’ 
amount of charitable chatter before all con- 
cerned go home to enjoy the morrow’s rest. 


Judicious Mixture. 

[Earl Grey is to succeed Dr. Jim as Adminis- 
trator of the South African Chartered Company’s 
territory. ] 

THE introduction of a little Grey will tone 
down the rather Black Look of South African 


Affairs. 


WHEN JUDGES THEMSELVES ARE TRIED.— 
Daring the hearing of an election petition 
which promises to be still hale and hearty at 
the beginning of the next century. 


Seort MOST APPROPRIATE TO THE LOCALITY. 
—Shooting pigeons at Monte Carlo. 


A BorrisH Provers.— When the Johannes- 
burgher ’s in the Wit-lander’s out. 


A SHort “ Vare.’’—Arton, art off ? 


| 


Tue BILLIAEDIST EN FAMILLE. 


i sx. eee youtwenty! There! you make 
A rather lucky fifteen break, 
And now miss cue for want of chalk, 
I follow on. You clearly see 
That unexpected kiss robb’d me, 
And sent you into baulk, 


You’ve got the points you asked, and yet 
ay ations you upset 
y getting up to put me down. 
I don’t complain, I don’t rebel 
If at the sport of ‘‘ Blanche Chapelle” 
You seek to win renown. 


Ha! ha! Ihave you! Quick! the rest! 
That was a stroke! the prettiest 
Of hazards, giving me a chance. 
And there again with certain pride 
I demonstrate the power of side, 
And macé as in France, 


You’re right! The middle pockets draw. 
See, you’re a gainer by the flaw! 
Under the cushion red should be. 
That ’s what I call a master-shot ! 
1’ve broken down when on the spot ! 
What ? ninety-six to fifty-three ? 


No fluke? Then I apologise. 
You’ve won the game. A great surprise. 
You ’re warmer. dear, than any blister. 
I’m very rude? Your temper smother! 
T can’ Someone Else's brother, 
Nor you, alack! that Someone’s sister! 
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ANEWFRENCH EXERCISE. 


THEY say (on dit) that 
we shall have an income- 
tax (tax on incomes) in 
France, The Government 
desires the tax. Does the 
people desire the tax P The 
pone does not desire it, 

he peop'e remain, but the 
Governments do not re- 
m By whom was this 
piece of paper brought to 
my house? The piece of 
paper was brought by the 
policeman (gendarme), Sze! 
it contains many ques- 
tions. It appears that if 
I fail to answer the ques- 
tions they will send me to 
prison. It is a veritable 
tyranny that they establish! 
Beautitul France is no 
longerademocraticcountry. 
Still, it’s necessary that 
we should all obey the laws. 

ake, my son, some ink (de 
Vencre), some pens, some 
paper, and write down 
what (that which) I dictate 
to you. Have you told them 
that the profits of my occu- 
pation of charcutier are 
none at all? Then send the 
paper back to the wretched 
Government. What? Has 
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SPRING BOW-WOWS. 


d Leander, ‘‘ Way, Dock My Stump, IF 1T AIN'T ERO! I SHOULD NEVER ’AVE 
the policeman called again? | KNOwN YER, WITH THAT ’ERE MrzzLE on!” 


Yes, the policeman has 
called again, and has 
brought with him the 
—_ the prison chaplain, 
and the examining magis- 
trate. The honour of such 
a visit is too unexpected, 
You may tell the gaoler 
the prison chaplain, and 

@ examining magistra 
that I am suffering from 
illness, The examining 
magistrate is desolated to 
hear it. They have actually 
entered my room! My 
wife, my mother-in-law, 
my grandfather, the cousin 
of my wife’s sister, and 
my six children, have burst 
into tears. How (he is) 

lite this magistrate (is) 

v then (donc) I am not 
obliged to go to prison, 
or to pay? No, because 
parents with six children 
are exempt from the tax. 
Are all laws bad? No, 
there are some laws which 
are bad, and other laws 
which are good, The law 
about large families and 
the income-tax is a good 
law. Though I do not pay 
the tax, my neigh 
(votsins) will have to pay 
it. Beautiful France is a 
more democratic country 
than I thought (it). 








TITTLEBAT TOMKINS. 


I¥ Mr. Bucuanan and Miss Jay had produced their play of The 
Shopwalker about forty years ago, with Ronson in it, and had 
entitled it Zittlebat Titmouse, adding that it was adapted from 
WaRkBEN’S Ten Thousand a Year, it might have achieved success, 
had it not been anticipated by Peaxe's drama of Zen Thousand a 
Year, which was pro- 
duced at the Adelphi in 
1842, with WRIGHT as 
the comic hero and Pau 
BEprorD as Huckaback, 
the friend who gives him 
the first information o 
his accession to fortune. 
The ‘J and B” treat- 
ment of this old subject 
does not exhibit the latest 
modern dramatic im- 
provements. It gives 
Tittlebat Thomas Tit- 
mouse Tomkins a mother, 
who is a character simi- 
lar to Mrs. Brag in 
THopoRE Hoox’s Jack 
Brag, and also a good, 
true - hearted girl like 
Mary Anne Hoggins, 
who was devoted to the 
immortal Jeames, created 
by TaackErRay. So that 


Shopwalker is a 
kta otek of old- 
fashioned materials, 


without any particularly redeeming feature in the way of dialogue. 
It has a lon ‘scene or two that could be cut down with advantage ; 
but,—and this is the saving clause,—it is capitally acted by every- 
body in the cast, 

For example, no one could be better than Mr. SypNeY Broven as 
the virtuous and rather ’aughty young lover, with little to do, and 
not much of any value to say ; and who, other than Mr. WARDEN, could 
better represent the not absolutely colourlees, because bilious-looking, 
but always aristocratic Karl? Miss Victor, bleas Widow Brag 
Tomkins, makes a brick or two out of the meagre amount of straw 
which falls to her share. Mr, Davip James, representing a lawyer's 
villanous clerk, of Scotch extraction, has the best of the game; and 


aks) 
' Caan 





part of the first Act, has, for the remainder of the piece, up-hill work, 
about the result of which he must have felt rather uncomfortable 
during rehearsals, However, being manager, actor, and Shop- 
walker he has presumably selected this play as ‘’ one of the best,” if 
not the best in his répertoire, unless he has a surprise for us up his 
sleeve. Miss Nina Bovcricavtt is delightful, even in this sketchy 

rt of Mabel ; but ’tis a pathetic sight to witness the struggles of 

iss May Patrrey, vainly attempting to interest an audience in the 
authors’ story of her overwhelming woes, Mr. Votrf, as Hubbard, 
Father Hubbard, not Mother of that ilk, is as good as he can be; 
and to say this of him in such a part is high praise. In the bill it 
is described as ‘‘a new and original comedy,” which are epithets 
generally difficult to verify of anything dramatic nowadays, and in 


f | this instance absolutely impossible. 


SONG FOR BARON POLLOCK, 
(Some way after Sir Charles Sedley.) 
Arrn—‘ Phyllis is my only Joy.” 
WH£ILt Is does me much annoy, eo gent too late I find 
Doggedest of all Q C.’s Nothing puts him in a fix ; 


Clients who his skill employ Yet I try to make him mind ; 
He can never fail to please. I am up to all his tricks ; 
If with a frown, ich though I see 
I set him down, Yet baffle me, 
ILLIS, smiling, He affronting, 
JELF be-riling, I low grand, 
Pops up perkier than before ! Election cases are a bore ! 


‘“NOM D’UNE PIPE!” 


‘“‘ Quoth Jack Tar, ‘ Blow me tight, here ’s a sip of my sort ; 
Without ‘ paying the piper,’ a pipe full of port !”’, 
Despite the forensic skill of Mr. A. G. SrreL—perhaps “ batter” 
known as a batter than a barrister—the proprietors of a “‘ pipe of 
rt,’”’ which had been shipped from Oporto, and which on arrival at 
Piveevool was ‘found practically empty,” were unsuccessful in 
obtaining damages against the shipowners. For there was no 
‘* satisfactory explanation or evidence” forthcoming as to the cause 
of the mysterious disappearance of the ‘‘old tawny.’’ Either some 
‘* sucking Nelson ”’ on the ‘‘ port watch” was at the cask during the 
voyage, or else the “ pipe” evaporated—smoked itself out, in fact. 
Which, as Euclid says, is absurd. 


SreancEe Fact.—Sir Francis Evans, who has just been returned 


Mr, WEEDON GrossMiTH, after he has made a good start in the earlier | for Southampton as a Sepuratist, is Chairman of the Union Company. 
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TURK THE SUBLIME! 


Sultan (log.) ‘‘ Now, Mr, But, vou HavE pezN Mis Ecyrt’s GUARDIAN I0NG ENOUGH, SO I INVITE YOU TO CONSIDER WHETHER THE TIME HAS NOT NOW ARRIVED FOR HER 
RETURN TO THE ARMS OF HER LOVING UNOLE,” 
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Huntsman (seeking a leaten fox), ‘‘ Now THEN, HAVE YOU SEEN ANYIHING OF HIM 1” 
Cockney Sportsman (immensely pleased with himself). ‘* WELL, RATHER! Why, I’VE JosT 


WHEN BAR MEETS BAR, | nsec’ irechey: 7Ot Hf you had the 
Entive’y New and Original Suggestion for a| Judge. Sly atanat thee teak T wie ban 
haa to be produad at a etinee ) f —in another (Loud laughter ) 

Witness. t’s a matter yr 


ScrnE—A Courtof Justice. Judge presiding. 
Witness in the Box. Counsel examining 
and cross-examining, 


First Seems I did not quite catch that 


efer the “Pig and Whistle,’ ate 
Screams.) 

First Counsel. You make a bn nt 
while you wet er whistle. 


last answ Judge hope g). This seems an Scie 
Witness. "I said I oa three pots of beer. tf Sarutag til to-morrow. 
(Laughter.) Yes, I drank three or four. t Ourtain vals ack cae 


8—for a time—upon the costs, 
ee ) 
First Counsel, And not for the first time, 
T’ll be bound. (Renewed laughter ) 
Second Seal I must re 7 ai lain of 
my friend's conduct. I am eeulas at his 


Te Counsel, I will not be insultd! You 
are surprised at everything. We all know 


you. 

Second Counsel, I am pore an it is|B 
more than anyone will say of you. 

First Counsel, My Lord, I really must ap- 
peal to your Lorde iD. This is not the first 
time that my friend has grossly affronted me. 

d Counsel, I claim the protection of 
the Bench also. It is simply unbearable. 
My friend loses no opportunity of holding me 
2 to contempt. 

Judge. 1 have known you both for many 
years, and I am sure you are each of you in- 
capab‘e of harbouring anything other than 

mo feelings to s one another. 

Witness, You seem to be forgetting me. 
(Lavghter.) I shouldn’t mention it, only I 
promised to take my old woman for a walk| ‘On! wourp [were Barb. ce Epwin 
this afternoon, (Roars, S ARNOLD has gone to the No 

Ag You said you had taken four pots ves area he will sing more like a bird than ever 

er 


THE REAL EASTERN QUESTION. 
(By a Prosaic Sufferer from the Season. ) 
ieee Wi: LLIAM WATSON calls ‘*‘ The Parple 


ae Ap _T know not; but in simple prose 
tind he that’s neith ther g man or beas 


ae aoe ceraeaie a oi my nose! 
e great Ww ——— é estion, 
How to avoid it is m asetin. 


patie wrt ds tae a d upon i 
piietearaereaeee eas 
ere’s “* inthe 
And of the purple east to go aad tie os 
When ‘Brine s generally have oe got the bl 
en ve e blaes. 
wee oth ase listen t penis woe P 
en theeast windistw one’s nore 
And that, however bards may chant oe oh le. 
Is the sole way in which the east seems purple! 
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DRIVEN HIM INTO THIS DRAIN FoR you!” 


JIM AND JILLS. 


[“* About 130 letters . > eualted Dr. Jame- 
SON. - many of them “con —e. offers o 
b, 27.] 


asi “* Westminster Gazette,” 
Tuey all run after Dr. Jim, 
en ee 
The tall, the short, the stout, the slim 
The ail eid, he stout, the a 


(Poor Dr. i" 
The ro ones, sweet and neat and 


The youthful widows, aly} 
you wi Aeon x hey fl m 
Soft eyes, which = cometimes 


Sweet lips, to charm the sera — 
pike ae (Oh! Dr. Ju!) 
is perhaps a oe puree § whim, 
Like ripple lost on river’s brim, 
For Dr. Jim; 
cannot tear him limb from limb, 
That oak may have a piece of him, 
Their Dr, Jr, 


Better than Leather. 


[“‘ The London police-constables have by a large 
majority preferred to receive a money allowance in 
lieu of the boots hitherto supplied to them,’’] 


Sacactots Bobby, on the tramp, 
(Whatever be the style of anion’ 

You’ve learnt on beats of direful damp 
There’s something that outrivals a 

For you no boots of doubtful form, 

But that which will brave any emi 


It compensates for mud and 
And makes no errand ak 
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TURK THE SUBLIME! 
RETURN TO THE ARMS OF HER LOVING UNCLE, 
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Sultan (log.)) ‘‘ Now, Mr, But, you Have pezn Miss Ecyrt’s GUARDIAN I0NG ENOUGH, SO I INVITE YOU TO CONSIDER WEETHER THE TIME HAS NOT NOW ARRIVED FOR HER 
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WHEN BAR MEETS BAR. 
(Entive'y New and Original Suggestion for a 
Harcs to be prodwad at @ Matinée ) 
ScenE—A Courtof Justice. Judge presiding. 
Witness in the Box. Counsel examining 

and cross-examining, 


First Counsel, I did not quite catch that 
last answer. 

Witness. I said I drank three pots of beer. 
tpeesser’) Yes, I adr three or four. 

oars, 

_ First Counsel, And not for the first time, 

T’ll be bound. (Renewed laughter ) 

Second Counsel, I must really complain of 
my friend’s conduct. I am surprised at his 


evity. 
Feat Counsel, I will not be insultd! You 
are surprised at everything. We all know 


you. 

Second Counsel, I am honoured—for it is 
more than anyone will say of you. 

First Counsel, My Lord, I really must ap- 
peal to your Lordship. This is not the first 
time that my friend has grossly affronted me. 

Second Counsel. I claim the protection of 


the Bench also. It is simply unbearable. 
My friend loses no opportunity of ing me 
up to contempt. 


Judge. 1 have known you both for many 
years, and I am sure you are each of you in- 
capab‘e of harbouring anything other than 
harmonious feelings toweraa one another. 

Witness. You seem to be forgetting me. 
(Lavghter.) I sho ’t mention it, only I 
promised to take my old woman for a 
this afternoon, (Roars.) 

Judge, You said you had taken four pots 
of beer P 
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Huntsman (seeking a leaten for), ‘‘Now THEN, HAVE YOU SEEN ANYIHING OF HIM!” 
Cockney Sportsman (immensely pleased with himself). ‘‘ WELL, RATHER! Why, I’vE JUsT DRIVEN HIM INTO THIS DRAIN FoR you!” 


Witness. So would you if you had the 


chance, (Laughter.) JIM AND JILLS. 


[** About 130 letters .... awaited Dr. Jamz- 


Judge. It is fortunate then that I was here 

—in er Loud laughter.) SON. . . . man of them moray * offers o 
Witness. t’s a matter of opinion, I | marriage.” —“* Westminster Gazette,” Feb, 27.] 
efer the “Pig and Whistle,’’ myself, Tuey all run after Dr. Jim, 

Screams.) And yet they can’t all marry him, 

First Counsel. You make a pig of yourself ne Dr. Jim; 

while you wet your whistle. ells.) The tall, the short, the stout, the slim, 
Judge (rising). This seems an sppropriate The oldish maidens, somewhat grim, 

moment for adjourning until to-morrow. (Poor Dr. Ju!) 


[Curtain falls —for a time—upon the costs, The young ones, sweet and neat and 


trim, 
Th thful widows, slyly prim, 
@ you 0 Be yu) 


THE REAL EASTERN QUESTION. (E 
Svft eyes, wits tears make sometimes 


(By a Prosaic Sufferer from the Season.) 


Wuat Wi tt1am Watson calls ‘‘ The Parple Sweet lips, to charm the seraphim, 
hii oka 7 eas not; but in simple prose It ha: ov Me ee h 

why— : is per & patsi him, 
Its wind, that’s neither good for man or Like Sinus | Bo po iwi brim, 
Brings that ob ps colour—to my nose ! For Dr. Ja; 
If the great bard will pardon the een: They cannot tear him limb trom limb, 
How to avoid it is _~ Eastern Question. _ That each may have a piece of him, 
And he would do wide good, depend upon it, Their Dr, Ju, 


Ms he will saree = that in oe meee sonnet, | Sn Lae EE Nee 
ere’s ‘* ingeringin i : gag ete eae 
f ere aii Better than Leather. 


pots Soren aero 
Se ee eee muse “The London poli tables have by a large 
el gn Carga |e a Fe 
When theeast wind is tweaking one’s poor note? ere to supp 
fieteericcemsens| “ame Pants rat, 

! ever be the style o ; 
cafe, acc a all Wg ms rE hg we ip yarn 

There’s something that outrivals leather, 


For you no boots of doubtful form, 


**On! wouLp I werE A Barp.”—Sir Epwin 
But that which will brave any storm ; 


ARNOLD has gone to the Canary Isles, No 
doubt he will sing more like a bird than ever| It compensates for mud and 
on his return. And makes no errand 








112 





THE SENSATION OF THE MOMENT, 


(A Story wafted from Berlin.) 


Wuart was the matter? No one could 
give the reason. It was astonishing, and 
caused a feeling of uneasiness that could 
not be overcome. The CHANCELLOR shook 
his head. Sodidthe Premier. Then the 
MINISTER FoR Foreren AFFAras confided 
his apprehension to the MINISTER OF THE 
IntERIOR. The chiefs of the Army were 
in dire distress and eg the absence 
of their comrades in the Navy. Even the 
sentries walking outside the portals of the 
palace were apprehensive. at did it 
all mean? That was the question asked 
in whi in the editors’ rooms and re- 

ated in the class-rooms of the academies. 

he students forgot to fight their duels, 
the professors to study ee The 
entire population gave up their beer. 
hen the doctors woke up. There would 
be certainly work for them if the strain 
continued. The public were unaccustomed 
to the situation. 
‘ It was then by Space o Yes De oe 
orelgn newspaper thought it time 
for further and better particulars. 

He soon found a crowd surrounding the 
study of the Inscrutable One, They were 
listening eagerly. and keenly on the watch. 

‘** What és it all about?” asked the re- 
presentative of the Press, 

Then came the reply which explained 


everything. 

The arm has kept quiet without 
doing anything startling for the last five 
minutes ! ”’ 








CABBY ; OR, REMINISCENCES OF THE RANK AND THE ROAD. 
No. XIV.—By ‘‘ Hansom Jack,” 
["* Gentleman Joe’s invitation to his brethren to be present at the cabmen’s 
matinée at the Prince of Wales’s is nothing if not thorough. Not ‘ fellow- 


cabbies’ merely, but ‘their wives and babies’ also, are invited to celebrate 
Gentleman Joe's first birthday.”—Daily News.] 


GENTLEMAN Joz is—a gentleman! Yes, and I reckon and gue3s, 
though we ain’t toffs or bankers, 

There’s more o’ that sort to be found, if they’re sought, amongst 
wot I may London’s ** Gentleman Rankers,’’ 

Grammar and gab don’t make gents on a cab any more than they do 
in a ball-room or pulpit ; [day ’e’ll ’ave a rare full pit. 

Bat Gentleman Joe is a gent, and I’ll bet that upon ’is first birth- 


I know some dirty pertaters,-I do, who disgrace a cab-rank as they 
would church or chapel. [Mother Eve picked that apple. 
Guess the Old Sarpent ’as’ad ’is fair pick, ’igh and low, ever since 
We’ve got our JasEZ Batrourses and Piceors, our fiddlers and 
did our crawlers and cadges. 
But wot price outsiders, wherever their pitch, under scarlet and 
epplets, or drab capes and badges ? 
Lent ’s on, a slack time, but the weather is prime, and the winter's 
bin wonderful open and easy, 
No fog and no snow, not worth mentioning,—no, but east-winds 
| always make me feel snappy and sneezy ; 
And actlacks with my betters, I s’pose; leastways fares about now 
| run most or and nippy ; 
They shuts down the glass, and they shuts up their pockets, and tells 
me, ’most ’arsh, to shut up, and look slippy. 
The pennorth o’ voilets tied on to my whip, as the first sign o’ 
spring all-a-blowing-a-growin 


g 
Don’t melt ’em a mossel, ot price button ’olers when in your left 


ear a nor’-easter’s en 
Nobs with numb fingers don’t drop on odd tanners when fumblio’ 


with thick fur-topped gloves in a pocket, 
‘* Rayther ae. shillin’! ” said insinivating-like, don’t nail’em now ; 
ey are off like a rocket! 
Oa togs and on temper our climate will tell. Jumry Jia, a four- 
wheeler of thirty-year sarvice— 
ay anyone knows the full cut of ’is jib, any-more than they do 
at ’is right name is JARVIs— 
Looks just a big pile of assorted Ole Clo’, ready packed for the rag- 
man buyer of lumber. and wrops without number. 
_ All you see is the top of a mulberry nose ’twixt a shin 
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ON THE CARPET (TURKISH). 
(To the Editor of Punch.) 


Drak Sre,—As I havenothing very much 
to do just now, and have some note-paper 
on the desk before me, it has occurred to 
me to make you a pro . you nae 
I have been writing letters broadcast. 
prefer stamps to post-cards, and in this 
respect differ from that ‘* unspeakable 
but right hon. gentleman Mr. GLADSTONE. 
I differ from him in other respects, but 
that is a matter of detail. 

Now, it has occurred to me that many 
of your cartoons and articles are very un- 
satisfactory—from my point of view. The 
result is that your admirable paper has no 
sale in my country. You may suggest 
that the cause of this failure in circulation 
is attributable to the fact that it is not 
allowed to cross the frontier. Very likely 
you are right, so I beg you to ‘‘regularise” 
the situation. This could be easily done. 
All I would ask is that you should vacate 
your chair, and allow me to take your 
place. Then I should be able to do some- 
thing for you. It would be simplicity 
itself, especially on your side, You see 
from this suggestion that I am a bit of a 
wag myself, 

But let us be serious and business-like. 
I make the concrete proposal that I should 
o— your ewe tinguished ba 

ray my dis ished considera- 
tion, and atleve me (if you can) to be 
Your greatly maligned model, 
Tue SULTAN. 


— 
Pa 
— 
~~ 
—_— 
- 
—_ 
roa 
os 
rT) 


*** Soring, Spring, bee-yutiful Spring!’” pipes Jumpy, ’is voice likea 
feller saw-rasping ; 

** Wish aye ae could try spring on my box with old Jenny 
a-wheeze like ’er marster a-garsping. . 

Potry ’s like parsons, all flowery-ware, and no square solid facks as 
a cove can freeze on to. 

Me go see Gentleman Joe? Twig thes3 togs! There wos gentle- 
men, onst; J dunno where they ’re gone to. 


‘* You’re fond of the flowery in gab or in garden-stuff, sing-song 
and patter, or smart button-’oler. 
Flower’s won’t feed yer, Jack. Give me good cabbage. It’s all 
iky sniff wiv smart slops and brown bowler ; 
JACK, and see snide 
[baccy and brandy.” 


S» trot to yer Prince o’ Wyles matiynay, 
ARTHUR Roperts a-doin’ the dandy, 

I ’d rather tuck my old duds on a settle, and do a nice skulk over 

Ah, poor old Jumpy, ’e’s gone a bit balmy with troubles and tippling. 
E’s arf off ’is eee ike ’is style you can lump it. 

And if you remonsterate friendly like, snubs you, and sez if you don’t 

‘*Rum’s my religion and baccy’s my Bible,” ’e sneers, ‘‘and they 

don’t ask no pew rents at my church, 


Sacks and dry stror is old Jem’s Sunday-best, and in them no one 
wants ’im at low church or ’igh church, 


‘* Drav a old mivvy to chapel larst Sanday, two mile and ten yard, 
and she ti me—a shillin | (degrsded old willin, 

Arsked ’er for jist two ‘d’ more, for a toto’ rum ’ot, and she sez, ‘ You 

You sony. old drunkard, ’ow dare you? On Sanday, too, when we 
should all go to church.’ If J do mum, 

I sez, most respekful, you’ll find mea seat _ to you, I’ve no 
doubt; but then, who will drive you, mum 


‘*She sniffed and flounced in, leaving me all-a-shiver houtside. 
Now old Jumry is jest a mite dingy; 

But she, in ’er warm silks and furs, on the Sabbath, must treat a 
poor sinner, like me, mean and stingy, 

And fly in a tantrum acos I were thusty and chilled. Now, I arsk 
yer, wot sort of a sperit 

os she in for up? If that’s Sunday-best-go-to-meetin’, 

I’ll stick to my pub—and prefer it!” 


Wot could I say? ‘* Fellow-cabbies” sometimes is not Gentleman 

Joes, but a tidy ways offit. § [tried, with a good deal o’ profit. 

Still, AnTHUR’s plan, to class, man to man, might be oftener 

Swish! There, by Jove, go my voilets a flying! Picked up by a 

grub of a gal too, F ENNY 

She ’s pinning them into ’er shabby old shawl, with asmile! Well, 
right, I don’t grudge ’er that penny! 


Maxcn 7, 1896.] 


SPORTIVE SONGS. 


A Oowarp Oyo.sist To HIS CoMPANION 
IN ELOPEMENT, 


My — steed d gives gs t ae 
yn ves geollant ¢ ¥ 


: oro an end ibert we id 
ith courage never 
Within my pocket lies the brief, 
E y eealed, 
Tha es our hope, a firm belief 
In Paradise revealed. 
Mark! how we = sane the track 
With unabated 
What matter if the o night be be —_ to 
It shows the lan 
What matter if the dik 
at ay oes my heart, 
See! y that milestone we are told 
We have a ten-mile start ! 
Your father is a grave J. P., 
And rules with iron sway ; 
Your uncle isa grim C, C.— 


They shall not stop our way! 
aoe ers not catch the flectest pair 
** bikes’ 


[5d Uke te kaw tho ane oe a Gans 
Dispute our right of road ! 


pal Ha! The wheels are whirling 


The goal’s no lon ar! 

Ha! Ha! Theen will goon be found 
I laugh like Lochinvar ! 

What ho? A locomotor’s sound !} 
Your father’s latest fad ? 
ogether we must not be found, 
Farewell to you and dad! 


Too bad! Tis sad! 

ween say “‘ cad’ P 

Well, still I must to treadles trust. 
Farewell to you and dad ! 


BY THE BEACH. 
I, 


Our winter season at Little Fd pace 2059 a Tse 
fect southern climate) is in full a 
JONESES are down 
from Tooting, the other SurrHs Siem Rave: 
water, and the Roxnrnsons from Walham 
Green. The Smrrus know the other Suirus, 
= the JonEsEs, too: in fact, young 
to be rather gone on the eldest Jonzs 

girl, and the two have been noticed m 

onee in the m ht (lovely moonlight 
nights here, a a bit cold), whispering sweet 
nothings on ier. @ JONESES are & 
numerous famil 


iy en —_ visitors arrive 
at ie — ae, see =e ey do 

coun em. var 
al old friends have been known e  euerel 
over their results, but on one t 


—it is a perfect marvel how all those chil 
can be ed away at night into those poky 
little ings. 


Ma Jones is a large, worried-looking lady, 
who is always forgetting something. Gener 
ally it is the dinner. On these occasions there 
is a rush to the confectioner’ o prerngggy re 
dine enone er eae se dl pastry. After 
that come the bilious attacks, and Apa, the 
eldest, spends the night administering pills. 

Pa Jonxs, for the most yart, takes ete 
quietly. At times, however, and without any 


apparent cause, he bursts into a of 
excitement ; over anon, when you 
least voice is heard— 


bedi seckdents t breakwater! That’s 
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Johnny (who has to face a bad Monday, to Manager at Messrs, R-thsch-ld s). 


TO—AH |-SEE YOU ABOUT AN OVERDRAFT 


Manager, ‘‘How MUCH DO YoU REQUIRE f” 
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Pe Se ey 


po o> oy 
ears 


re 


‘An! I—WANT 


Johnny. ‘' AH |—HOW MUCH HAVE you Gor?” 





just the way people get drowned, you block- 
ras is 


teh SMITA, on S young man, is a very 

creature. He wears a blue serge 

scoarsl eae with brass buttons, a yachting hat, and 

a telescope. Onv ary ¢ calm The he sometimes 
in 


takes a shilling he Sunbeam: on 
other occasions the paces er, or looks 
through his glass at a arated t and asks 


the coastguard what he makes of her. If no 
ore | sail bé in sight he turns his telescope u 
the Parade and criticises the girls. ‘* Taut 
little craft, that, {by Jove! bea up for the 
shelter, but don t much like the look of the 
hulk lumbering in her wake, Phew! saucy 
little barque seudding down there! Half a 
mind to run alongside and board her 
that’s her consort, flying the blue ‘licens | 
A regular clipper, bejove! - 

Apa thinks him not only very beautiful but 
astoundingly cleyer. She admires him im- 
mensely ; not, however, so much as he admires 
himself, He has proved a 
to the beach eae i gros e has been taken 
over and over again: sighting a sail through 
the telescope; with the telescope under 
arm; with the telescope extended ; with the 
telesco shut up; with the telescope stand- 
ing in the foreground; with the telescope lying 
at his side—in short, with the telescope in 
every pose into which the beach photographer 


Se ais cs ae 
onee, A’s 0 
Smira invited her to be taken en ge : im, It 
was quite an event on the beach, and 

Led Gacaiy gap; tan ‘photogriabie 
made a ; the pho er 
himself said so, and cl ae shoal nor 80 


And | cried the photographer, ‘‘ 


erfect gold mine | bet 


his | really have it a 


well ashe? Ava is standing with her back 
against The Sunbeam ; young SMITH is bend- 
ing ores and ar feta the uses of the tele- 
scope whi olds out for her en 
Apa’s ats is thrown back as she looks at 
her lover: her lips are parted in a happy 
smile, and she listens to the words of wisdom 
with wonder and interest. Al er a beau- 
tiful picture. ‘‘ He looks so noble!” thinks 
Apa; and the photographer hands it round 
amongst the spectators as a triumph of his 
art, ‘‘It oughter ’ave a frime, Mister,” 
says he, ‘‘A pink piper mount don’t do it 
no boop yer see.” ‘A frame let it have,” 
replies a ee with a lordly wave of 
the hod, The crowd ud. “Ah!” 
em ’s the sort for 
me | e a free ’and like that and I’ll 
show yer what Hart kin do!” 
It is we beautiful. =r agrees with the 

photographer, and even yo SmirH admits 
that fe ip not half bad, Oy ove! ‘You'd 
ter keep it,” he adds, i in an off-hand way, 
as if it were a mere nothing. ‘‘ May I?’ 
says ADA, blushing with delight. ‘‘ May I 
Apa is radiant all that day ; 
she cherishes the tin-type in her bosom, an 
I fancy you would be pretty safe in making 
a bet that when she retires to rest at night she 
dreams with it under her pillow. 





RECEPTION OF THE PRINCE AT BRIGHTON 
BY ITs TWO REPRESENTATIVE NosBLEMEN.— 
all} The Chain Peer, in full armour, and the 
West Peer, in his best west coat, were, of 
course, among the first to welcome H.It.H. 
to Brighton. 





| 
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THE SENSATION OF THE MOMENT. 
(A Story wasted from Berlin.) 


Wuart was the matter? No one could 
give the reason. It was astonishing, and 
caused a feeling of uneasiness that could 
not be overcome. The CHANCELLOR shook 
his head. Sodidthe Premier. Then the 
MINISTER FOR ForEIGN AFFAIRS confided 
his apprehension to the MuNIsTER OF THE 
IntTERIOR. The chiefs of the Army were 
in dire distress and sere the a ce 
of their comrades in the Navy. Even the 
sentries walking outside the portals of the 
palace were apprehensive. at did it 

mean? That was the question asked 
in whi in the editors’ rooms and re- 
ated in the class-rooms of the academies. 
he students forgot to fight their duels, 
the professors to study puloony 
entire population gave up their beer. 
Then the doctors woke up. There would 
be certainly work for them if the strain 
continued. The public were unaccustomed 
to the situation. 
; It was then oe, SEL oe Ss 
orelgn newspaper thought it time 
for further and better particulars. 

He soon found a crowd surrounding the 
study of the Inscrutable One, They were 
listening eagerly. and keenly on the watch. 

‘** What és it all about?” asked the re- 
presentative of the Press, _ 

Then came the reply which explained 


ever “eae § 

**The KarsEr has kept quiet without 
doing — startling for the last five 
minutes ! ” 


ak 


(CHARTERED | 
RU 
Ni 


No. I. 








CABBY ; OR, REMINISCENCES OF THE RANK AND THE ROAD. 
No. XIV.—By ‘‘ Hansom Jack,” 
[“* Gentleman Joe’s invitation to his brethren to be present at the cabmen’s 
matinée at the Prince of Wales’s is nothing if not thorough. Not ‘ fellow- 


cabbies’ merely, but ‘their wives and babies’ also, are invited to celebrate 
Gentleman Joe's first birthday.”’—Daily News. ] 


GENTLEMAN JOE is—a tleman! Yes, and I reckon and guess, 
though we ain’t toffs or bankers, 

There’s more o’ that sort to be found, if they’re sought, amongst 
wot I may call London’s ‘‘ Gentleman Rankers,”’ 

Grammar and gab don’t make gents on a cab any more than they do 
in a ball-room or pulpit ; day ’e’ll ’ave a rare full pit. 

Bat Gentleman Joe is a gent, and I’ll bet that upon ’is first birth- 


I know some dirty pertaters, I do, who disgrace a cab-rank as they 


would church or chapel. [Mother Eve picked that apple. 
Guess the Old Sarpent ’as ’ad ’is fair pick, ’igh and low, ever since 
We’ve got our Jasez Batrourses and Piaeors, our fiddlers and 


did our crawlers and es. 
But wot price outsiders, wherever their pitch, under scarlet and 
epplets, or drab capes and badges ? 
Lent ’s on, a slack time, but the weather is prime, and the winter's 
bin wonderful open and easy, 
No fog and no snow, not worth mentioning,—no, but east-winds 
always make me feel snappy and sneezy ; 
And stietasty with my betters, I s’pose; leastways fares about now 
run most orkud and nippy ; 
They shuts down the glass, and they ehuts up their pockets, and tells 
me, ’most ’arsh, to shut up, and look slippy. 
The pennorth o’ voilets tied on to my whip, as the first sign o’ 
spring all-a-blowing-a-growing, 
Don’t melt ’em a mossel. ot price button ’olers when in your left 
ear a nor’-easter’s a-blowing ? 
Nobs with numb fingers don't a10 on odd tanners when fumblio’ 
«cp With thick fur-topped gloves in a pocket. 
Rayther long shillin’! ” said insinivating-like, don’t nail’em now ; 
ey are off like a rocket! 
Oo togs and on temper our climate will tell, Jumpy Jim, a four- 
wheeler of thirty-year sarvice— 
ay anyone knows the full cut of ’is jib, any-more than they do 
Lisakcs Jud og pile cd acccrted Oke CAi?,siedy paalced des th 
just a big pile of assor 0’, or the rag- 
man and buyer of lumber. {and wrens without number. 


All you see is the top of a mulberry nose ’twixt a shiny sou’-wester 
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ON THE CARPET (TURKISH). 
(To the Editor of Punch.) 


Drak Sre,—As I havenothing very much 
to do just now, and have some note-paper 
on > — before me, it be Sores to 
me to make you a a you know, 
ae om writing etters Drones A 

er 8 post-cards, and in 
respect differ from that ‘* unspeakable ” 
but right hon. ne Mr. GLADSTONE. 
I differ from him in other respects, but 
that is a matter of detail. 

Now, it has occurred to me that many 
of your cartoons and articles are very un- 
satisfactory—from my point of view. The 
result is that your admirable paper has no 
sale in my country. You may suggest 
that the cause of this failure in circulation 
is attributable to the fact that it is not 
allowed to cross the frontier. Very likely 
you are right, so I beg you to ‘‘regularise” 
the situation, This could be easily done. 
All I would ask is that you should vacate 
your chair, and allow me to take your 
place, Then I should be able to do some- 
rae | for you. It would be wg pred 
itself, especially on your side. You see 
from this suggestion that I am a bit of a 
wag myself, 

But let us be serious and business-like. 
I make the concrete proposal that I should 
become your Editor. 


os 
— 
_— 
SS 
_— 
— 
ae 
Ce 
— 
a 
mT) 
S 
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Pray t my distinguished considera- 
tion, and hatiere me (if you can) to be 
Your greatly maligned model, 


Tue SULTAN. 


‘* * Soring, Spring, bee-yutiful Spring!’” pipes Jumry, ’is voice likea 
feller saw-rasping ; 

** Wish eyeny nee could try spring on my box with old Jenny 
a-wheeze like ’er marster a-garsping. 

Putry ’s like parsons, all flowery-ware, and no square solid facks as 
a cove can freeze on to. 

Me go see Gentleman Joe? Twig thess togs! There wos gentle- 
men, onst; J dunno where they ’re gone to. 


** You’re fond of the flowery in gab or in garden-stuff, sing-song 
and patter, or smart button-’oler. 
Flower’s won’t feed yer, Jack. Give me good cabbage. It’s all 
iky sniff wiv smart slops and brown bowler : 
JACK, and see snide 
[bacey and brandy.” 


S» trot to yer Prince o’ Wyles mattynay, 
ARTHUR Rosearts a-doin’ the dandy, 

I ’d rather tuck my old duds on a settle, and do a nice skulk over 

Ah, poor old Jumpy, ’e’s gone a bit balmy with troubles and tippling. 
E’s arf off ’is Sousa [like ’is style you can lump if. 

And if you remonsterate friendly like, snubs you, and sez if you don’t 

‘*Rum’s my religion and baccy’s my Bible,” ’e sneers, ‘‘and they 

don’t ask no pew rents at my church, 


Sacks and dry stror is old Jem’s Sanday-best, and in them no one 
wants ’im at low church or ’igh church, 


‘*Drav a old mivvy to chapel larst Sanday, two mile and ten yard, 
and she ti me—a in | (degrsded old willin, 

Arsked ’er for jist two ‘d’ more, for a tot o’ rum ’ot, and she sez, ‘ You 

You aa old drunkard, ’ow dare you? On Sanday, too, when we 

should all go to church.’ If J do mum, 

I sez, most respekful, you’ll find mea seat + to you, I’ve no 
doubt; but then, who will drive you, mum 


“She sniffed and flounced in, leaving me all-a-shiver houtside. 
Now old Jumry is jest a mite dingy; 

But she, in ’er warm silks and furs, on the Sabbath, must treat a 
poor sinner, like mse, mean and stingy, 

And fly in a tantrum acos I were thusty and chilled. Now, I arsk 
yer, wot sort allel ani 

Wos she in for up? If that’s Sunday-best-go-to-meetin’, 
I’ll stick to my pub—and prefer it!” 

Wot could I say? ‘‘ Fellow-cabbies” sometimes is not Gentleman 

__ Joes, but a tidy ways offit.  [tried, with a good deal o’ profit. 

Still, ARTHUR’s p. to class, man to man, might be oftener 

Swish! There, by Jove, go my voilets a flying! Picked up by a 
grub of a gal too, Flash Jenny 

She ’s pinning them into ’er shabby old shawl, with asmile! Well, 

right, I don’t grudge ’er that penny ! 
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SPORTIVE SONGS. 


A Cowarp OyoList TO HIS COMPANION 
IN ELOPEMENT, 


me = steed gives goles “a 


For leva st Titorte berty we one 
With courage yt foiled ; 


Wren my the brief, 
Episco eed 
— es as hope, a firm belief 


revealed, 


Mark! how we send along the track 
With unabated dash ! 

What matter if the mee be black P— 
It shows the lantern’s flash ! 

What matter if the wind be cold P— 
It only warms my heart, 

See! By that milestone we are told 
We have a ten-mile start ! 


Your father is a grave J. P., 
And rules with iron winds ; 

Your uncle isa grim C, 

not stop our ‘way ! 

They may not catch the testeat pair 
That ever ** bikes’’ bestrode. 

I’d like to know the man who’d dare 
Dispute our right of road ! 


Ha! me The wheels are whirling 


The goal’s no lon ar! 
Ha! Ha! The en rit T aosn becdownd) 
I laugh like Lochinvar ! 
What ho? A locomotor’s sound! 
Your father’s latest fad ? 
ogether we must not be found. 
Farewell to you and dad! 


Too bad! Tis sad! 

Did you say ‘* cad’ P 

Well, still I must to treadles trust. 
Farewell to you and dad ! 


BY THE BEACH. 
I, 


Our winter season at Little Puddleton (per- 
fect southern climate) is in full swing. e 
JONESES are down from am, the 
from Tooting, the other Smrrus from oe 
water, and the Roxnrnsons from Walham 
Green. The Surrus know the other SmITHs, 
and the JonxEsEs, too: in fact, young SmrrH 
is said to be rather gone on the eldest so 
girl, and the two have been noticed 
once in the m ht (lovely moonlight 
nights here, aah a bit cold), whispering sweet 
nothings on ier. e JONESES are a 
numerous fam emily en fresh visitors arrive 
- a Puddleton, the first thing they do 
to try to count them. Estimates vary 
and old frieads have bees known to Sens 
over their results, but on one 
—it is a perfect marvel how ae 
oan, be ed away at steht into those poky 
© ings. 
Ma Jonzs is a large, worried-looking lady, 
who is always forgetting something, Gener- 
ally it is the dinner. On these occasions there 
is a rush to the confectioner’ eee 
dine immoderately on puffs aad oie Regio 
A, 


that come the bilious ees, aA 

eldest, spends the night administering pills. 
Pa Jonzs, for the most part, takes matters 

quietly. At times, however, and without any 

apparent cause, he burs oon whe of | coul 

excitement ; Ww. you 

least — it, hi 


I’ve seen so man 
I—Harry! Harry 


Come oon from that breakwater! 


That ’s | himself 
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Johnny (who has to face a bad Monday, to Manager at Messrs, R-thsch-ld s). 


TO—AH !-—SEE YOU ABOUT AN OVERDRAFT.” 


Manager. ‘‘How MUCH DO YOU REQUIRE?” 
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Johnny. *‘ AH|—HOW MUCH HAVE you GoT?” 





head ve way people get drowned, you block- 


ieee ees =e young man, is a very 
He wears a blue serge 
ett with ea buttons, a yachting hat, and 
a telescope. On very calm days he sometimes 
takes a shilling in The Sunbeam: on 
other occasions {he paces the pier, e, looks 
through his glass at a herring-boat and asks 
hat he makes of her. If - 

escope u 
irls, aut 
little craft, that,fby Jove! bea up for the 
shelter, but don t much like the look of the 
hulk lumbering in, h in her wake. Phew! saucy 
little barque scudding down there! Half a 
mind to run alongside and board her 
that’s her consort, flying the blue blouse ! | m 

A peenies a ee _ bejove! ee 
not only very beautiful but 
astoundingly clever. She him im- 
nee not, however, a 

Linised He has proved a i ect gold mine 
to the panes TO epee opee te been taken 
over and over again: ao sail through 
the telescope; with th 
arm ; with the telesco —e 

tel shut up; wi 


extended; with the 
~ telescope stand- 


ing in eee ee lag apres rode 
at his side—in short, with e telescope 
oresy pose into — the Seas chelataghes 
And once to Apa’s t h 
Surra invited her to he taken with Kim, nit 
was quite an event on the beach, 
oo eee m rowed round tose They 
made a charming group; the otograp er 
said so, and who should know 


And oried the photographer, ‘‘ 


under his really ha 


well ashe? Apa is standing with her back 
against The Sunbeam ; young SMITH is bend- 
ing over and ex laining the uses of the tele- 
scope which he holds out for her i ion. 
Apa’s head is thrown back as she looks at 
her lover: her lips are parted in a happy 
smile, and she listens to the words of wisdom 
with wonder and interest. Altogether a beau- 
{iful picture. ‘‘ He looks so noble!” thinks 
Apa; and the photographer hands it round 
n| amongst the spectators as a fara te of his 
art. ‘It oughter ’ave a frime 
says he, ‘‘A pink piper mount Non't de do it 
no justice, yer —_ <fetes on it eee 
replies young SMITH, with a y wave 0 
the and The crowd a laud. “ARI” 
em ’s the sort for 
e a free ’and like that and I’ll 
ae yer what Hart kin do!” 

It is very beautiful. Apa agrees with the 
photographer, and even young SMITH admits 
that it is not half bad, by Jove! 
better keep it,’’ he adds, in an off-hand way, 
as if it were a mere nothing. ** May I?’ 
says ADA, blushing with delight. ‘‘ May I 

yhaveit?” Ana is radiant all that day ; 
she cherishes the tin-type in her bosom, an 
I a bt tat would be pretty tty safe in making 
a bet that when she re to rest at night she 
dreams with it under her pillow. 


RECEPTION OF THE PRINCE AT BRIGHTON 
BY ITS TWO REPRESENTATIVE NoBLEMEN.— 
all| The Chain Peer, in full armour, and the 
West Peer, in his best west coat, were, of 
course, among the first to welcome H.It. H, 
so | to Brighton. 


— 


WHAT OUR POET (THE 
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NEWLY-MARRIED ONE) HAS TO 
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PUT UP WITH. 


“I'vE JUST RECEIVED TAE Proors or My OCoLLictaD PorM3, DEAREST, SIT DOWN IN THE ARMCHAIR, AND MAKE YOURSELF 


THOROUGHLY COMFORTABLE, AND I ’LL READ THEM TO YOU.” 
‘‘OH! THAT WILL BE DELIGHTFUL, DARLING! ONLY, 


YoU sif IN THE ARMCHAIR, AND I'LL SIT ON THIS LITTLE WOODEN Sr10oL 


WITHOUT A’ BACK TO IT—LEST I SHOULD SUDDENLY FEEL SLEEPY, YOU KNOW.” 


ROUNDABOUT READINGS. 
. Oxp SERVANTs, 


Ir I ever start a hobby—and a hobby-less old age would seem to 
offer a melancholy prospect—I think I shall set up as a collector of 
old servants, Oid seryants—the gennine variety, 1 mean— are rare, 
and rarity is in the collector’s eyes the highest recommendation. In 
the feverish aoey of modern existence there is apparently no room 
for the servant who is not merely old in years, but old also in regard 
to the period of service during which he has been attached to one 
family. Here and there, for the most part in quiet country places, 
ceereeee are still to be found. They are easily recognisable. The 

ed collector cannot be deceived as to a Chippendale table, a piece 
of old Leeds pottery, or a Stradivarius violin. Similarly, I shall la 
my hands unerringly on the old servant wherever I find him, and 
shall employ all the diabolical cunning and persistency of enthusiasts 
in the effort to gain possession of my specimen and add him (or her) 
to my album or my gallery. | . 


I am cecasionally privileged to hear from a lady of my acquaint- 
ance about her maid, a real old servant if ever there was one, Far 
back in the mists of a remote antiquity are conoeald the beginnings 
of her service. Originally, I incline to believe, she was a nurse- 
maid. She then passed into the housemaid’s de ent, continued 
as a parlour-maid, and then married. After a short spell of married 
happiness.her husband died, and she returned t) her ancient 
service, under the name of Mrs. Watson, in the capacity of lady’s 
maid, Ten years passed and she married again, her second husband 
being a Pole named Bosrinsky. He, too, went the way of all Poles, 
and she returned again—this time, as it appears, for good and all— 
one sow rea - unquestioned aeorsy . the ees 

stress. For some reason the second marriage is i : 
and although she has every right to be called Mrs, Bopaiwexy, she 


a sever dressed as anything but Mrs, Watson, or Watson for 


‘* Watson,” writes my friend, “is a great stand-by and help ia 





the house, and is sewing and cutting out and planning to her heart’s 
content. I wish you could Save heard her Sauce this morning 








and remember some of them for you. Time. 8.30a.m. Scene, my bed- 
room. ~I am in bed, taking breakfast. Watson is seated at the 
bottom of the bed taking hers. We have it together, so that she can 
wield the tea-pot and help generally ; and you will quite understand 
that, in order to show a proper respect, she takes hers on the most 
uncomfortable seat and in the most uncomfortable way ingenuity can 
devise. I happened to be reading something out of the morning 
paper about a funeral, 


‘* WATSON, interrupting, ‘Lor! I wouldn’t ’ave married a under- 
taker for all you could a’ given me, No, not if ’is ’air was ’ung 
with di’monds, I wouldn’t. I’ve ’ad enough of ’em; first when 
the little un went, and the silly bit of poetry printed on the memorial 
card, pore little dear, about setting on is father’s knee no more, and 
’im over seven and never ’ad set on ’is father’s knee since ’e was 
three.’ ‘ But who wrote the verses, Wa1son ?’ I ventured to remark. 
Watson : ‘ Why, of course, the undertaker, ’e ’ad ’em done by some 
cheap poet. There’s lots of ’em always ready for a ob and they was 
all the same for all the children in our district, so stupid, but 
BoBRINSKY bein’ a foreigner and knowin’ no better, ’e rather liked 
them, and ’im and me ’ad a few words over it. Bat no more of 
them verses for me, said I, and when Bosriysky went, I told ’em, 
just a Plain—as plain as could be!’ 


‘** Tigy sa'd they should advise feathers as more respectfal, and 
would only rise it up to thirty shillings more, but I told ’em I wouldn’t 


’ave a feather, not one, as ] knoo Bosprinsky would ’ate them plooms 
a noddin’ over ’is’ead. A plain urse and one, said I, is all I want. 
But all the same it came in eleven pound six, and my brother, ’e got 
ELLEN, ’is wife done for six pound ten. That shows you ’ow they ’ll 
take a single womanin, I’ad nobody to’elp me about it all, but my 
brother ’e made a bargain about ELLEN, and got ’er done at trade 
price, bein’ in trade ’isself, you see, penny ices and periodicals, but 
still pays ’is way. She was a great trouble to my brother, was 
ELLEN, and a good job too when she went, which of course she was 
paralyzed in ’er chair and used to gibber at ’im when ’e asked ’er a 
question, But them undertakers, lor’, I ’ave a ’orror of ’em—a 
swindling lot!’’? If any more examples of Mrs. Watson’s wisdom 
should happen to come in my way I will not fail to make them 
known to my readers, and on the general subject of old servants 


about Bonkrsxy’s funeral, and undertakers in general, I must try | there may be much more to be said on another occasion. 
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TWO OF A TRADE. 


First HeapsMan (exhibiting his ‘‘ Parliamentary Guillotine” invention). ‘‘ WELL—WHAT DO YOU THINK OF IT?” 


Secon» HEADSMAN (meditatively). ‘‘UM—YES—I CAN CONCEIVE A SITUATION WHEN IT MIGHT BE EXTREMELY 
USEFUL ” 
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THE MARCH 


INTERESTING RESULT ATTAINED, WiTd AID oF ROntoEN Rays, 
BY A First-FLooR LODGER WHEN PdOTOGRAPHING HIs SITTING- 
koom Door, 








AT SCHOOL. 


(‘The German Emperor is having a telephone put up between Berlin, 
Potedam, and Ploen, so that he and the Empress will be able to talk to 
heir sons when they are away from them at school.’’—Sunday Times. ] 


ScenE—Ploen. Professor and young princes reading Vinci, 
** Zineid,” Book V., line 47. 


Crown-Prince (construing). ... ‘* bones of my divine father-——” 
: [ Telephone. 

Emperor, Well, boys, what are you doing this morning ? 

_Crown-Prince. Going to do the boat-race, Rare ! 

Emperor. Boat-race, indeed! I won’t have any of your nonsenre. 
You know perfectly well that it doesn’t come off till March 28, By 
the way, I must not forget that telegram to the Oxford crew if they 
win; and 1 won’t have you going to boat-races when you should be 
at your studies. Do you hear me P 

rown-Prince, right, Sir. But it’s the boat-race in Viren, 
don’t you know. ‘Trojan regatta and sports in Sicily—— 
[EmPEnor retires from telephone. Construing proceeds, Pre- 
sently bell rings again, 

Emperor. Are you there ? 

Crown-Prince. ‘‘ Salve, sancte parens, iterum |” 

Emperor. Himmel, I not endure these impertinences. If 
your professors cannot check your flippancy, I will have them all 
pesecones against forthwith for /ése-majesté, Acquaint them with 
my resolve. 

Crown-Prince, It’s all right, Sir. Comes in the text, line 80. 
Look it out for yourself and you ’ll see. 

Emperor. Oh, very well, That’s different, but don’t let it occur 
cons, I was going to say that to-day, being the anniversary of 

e battle of Donnerwetterenburg, you would do well to address a 
tao speech to local recruits. If no recruits, raise a regiment 
ins 


y: 
Crown-Prince, Right you are, Iknow. Regis voluntas suprema 
ez, and all that sort of thing. on nicely with my Tatin, 
you see, [Lesson proceeds for a few minutes. Telephone bell, 





Em 


4 ess, Are you oe, eitel Fnitz? Did youtake your proper 
ose 


tonic after breakfast this morning 
Prince. Oh yes, rather! Three doses. (Aside, to Pro- 
fessor and Crown-Prince.) Bother that telephone. 

Empress. Are you sure that you have on your extra warm woollen 
underclothing 
oe Prince. — think I had, and two pairs of socks ! 

impress, y 

“dane Most exciting part of race interrupted by 
é. 

Emperor, I forgot to say that I wish you, when aoe the 
recruits, to wear your uniform as Honorary Colonel of the Royal and 
Imperial Corps of Express District Bicycle-Messengers. 

own-Prince. I won't forget. But I really must have some new 
uniforms soon, The people here know all mine by heart now. 

Emperor. I will at once design you half a dozen or so myself. By 
the way, don’t forget to say something about the Navy. We must 
have a German Navy times as powerful as the combined 


0 ————= 

Professor cores aloud from text), ‘“‘Quamquam o! sed su- 
perent quibus hoc, Neptune, dedisti ! ”’ 

Crown-Prince. Very well, I’ll remember. But we really must 
get on with the Vireit now. Just got to a good part. 

Emperor, Your love of study is gratifying to me; but do not 
forget that I ex you to aleoinclude swimming, fencing, bicycling, 
boxing, football and cricket, skating and tennis, rowing, yachting, 
hockey and chess in your daily curriculum. 

Crown-Prince, Oh, doshut up! (Leaves telephone.) I say, Pro- 
fessor, look here | This telephone’s a beastly nuisance, don’t you 
know. What do you say. Fritz, eh? I vote we go and cut the 
wire |! e Unanimous adjournment for that purpose. 


CUCKOO! 


‘The cuckoo has been distinctly heard in the neighbourhood of IIat- 
field.”—Daily Press. ] 
In the neighbourhood of Hatfield now the cuckoo has been heard, 
Which establishes a record for this very early bird: 
Yet the sceptics are declaring that the statement is absurd, 
And a ** cuckoo”? | 


Once we thought the bird o’ freedom—that ’s the eagle swift of flight— 
With his talons and his beak against the lion wished to fight ; 
But ’twas found to be another fowl, yclept the Jingo Kite, 

Or the ‘* cuckoo.” 


If a ruler is as restless as the blatant Kaiser Bit, 
With his telegrams and twaddle, with his painting-brush and quill, 
Wiser folks can only smile and say, ‘* Poor Polly, can’t keep still. 

Silly cuckoo! ”’ 
Now, behold, the bard official twangs his lute both loud and long, 
Bat the instrament is crack’d, or else the strings have gone all wrong : 
For ’tis positive that ev’ryone would ae ae the song 

a cuckoo. 


When the bobby on his beat in wintry night ’mid storm and hail 
Halts and turns his searching bull’s-eye light below the area rail, 
It is Not to brave the burglar, but to get a glass of ale 

From the cook-oo, 


In the Arctic og a NANsEN bold, with trusty band, 

By COTE e Pole has glory shed upon his land ; 

And the voice he heard the very first—‘‘ from telegrams to hand ”— 
Was the cuckoo! 


THe CompiEat ANGOT-LER.—T wo sheriffs, who raided St. John’s 
Market, the Liverpudlian Billingsgate, in order to effect a ‘‘ distress’ 
upon a certain fish-wife, had a very warm reception at the hands of 
the marchande de marée. The debtor, or rather debtoress, seems to 
have been what the Liverpool Courier, with bretzy originality, calls 
** the Pg of the market, like Charité, the Offenbachian heroine in 
La fille de Madame Angot!” (We always had a vague idea that 
this opera was from Lecoca's pen, and that Clatrette was heroine 
thereof.) Anyway, the lady in question was ‘‘ably supported,’’ her 
fellow-tradeswomen sane up in arms for her a the invading 
sheriffs who—"‘ telle étatt la mere Angot””—would have met with an 
untimely fate had it not been for the arrival of a posse of polica to 
the rescue, ibernian spectator of the fray is said to have 
remarked, ‘‘ Avick! shure an’ it reminds me of an eviction! ”’ 


Wat Sr A, Mackenzie omitTep To SAY IN HIS ¢MARKS ON 
** Musica Prrou.”—That ‘‘ this was a sort of pitch which you could 
touch, and yet could come out with clean hands.” 


Crassic ComMmMISGLING,—Dr, “‘ Jim”? is Leander and J/ero rolled 
into one. 


Maron 7, 1896.] 





INTERESTING RESULT ATTAINED, WITd AID oF RéstoEsn Rays, 
BY A Fiast-FLoOOR LODGER WHEN [PdAOTOGRAPHING HIs SITTING- 
Eoom Door, 








AT SCHOOL. 


(‘The German Emperor is having a telephone put up between Berlin, 
Potsdam, and Ploen, so that he and the Empress will be able to talk to 
heir sons when they are away from them at school,’’—Sunday Times. | 


ScENE—Ploen. Professor and young princes reading Virait 
“* Eneid,” Book V., haw 47, a ; 


Crown-Prince (construing). ... ‘* bones of my divine father-——” 
E Well, boys, what jiptiueicr 
mperor, 8, what are you doing this morn 
_Crown-Prince. Going to do the foat-raee. Rare rt | 
Emperor. Boat-race, indeed! I won’t have any of your nonsense. 
You know perfectly well that it doesn’t come off till March 28, By 
the way, I must not forget that telegram to the Oxford crew if they 
win; and I won’t have you going to boat-races when you should be 
at your studies. Do you hear me? 
own-Prince, right, Sir. But it’s the boat-race in Viren, 
don’t you know. ‘Trojan regatta and sports in Sicily—— 
[EmPeEnor retires from telephone. Construing proceeds, Pre- 
sently bell rings again, 
Emperor, Are you there ? 
Crown-Prince. ‘‘ Salve, sancte parens, iterum ! ”’ 


Emperor. Himmel, I not endure these impertinences. If 


your professors cannot check your flippancy, I will have them all | fell 


proceeded against forthwith for /ése-majesié, Acquaint them with 
my resolve. 


Crown-Prince, It’s all right, Sir. Comes in the text, line 80. | th 


Look it out for yourself and you ’ll see. 

Emperor, Ob, very well. That’s different, but don’t let it occur 
| again. I was going to say that to-day, being the anniversary of 
the battle of Donnerwetterenburg, ie would do well to address a 
aera speech to local recruits. If no recruits, raise a regiment 
instantly. 

Crown-Prince, Right you are. Iknow. Regis voluntas suprema 
ez, that sort of thing. on nicely with my vatin, 
[Lesson proceeds for a few 


you see, minutes, Telephone bell, 
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Empress, Are you there, eitel Fritz? Did you take your proper 
dose of tonic after breakfast this morning ? 

Second Prince. Oh yes, rather! Three doses, (Aside, to Pro- 
fessor and Crown-Prince.) Bother that telephone. 

Ser ots. Are you sure that you have on your extra warm woollen 
underclo 
Second Prince. Should think I had, and two pairs of socks ! 
Empress, Good boy ! 

[More Vina. Most exciting part of race interrupted by 


é. 
Emperor. I forgot to say that I wish you, when addressing the 
recruits, to wear your uniform as Honorary Colonel of the Royal and 
Imperial Corps of Express District Bicycle-Messengers. 

Crown-Prince. I won’t forget. But I really must have some new 
uniforms soon. The people here know all mine by heart now. 

Emperor. I will at once design you half a dozen or so myself, By 
the way, don’t forget to say something about the Navy. We must 
have a German Navy times as powerful as the combined 

0 od 

Professor cones aloud from 
perent quibus hoc, Neptune, dedisti | 

Crown-Prince. Very well, I’ll remember. But we really must 
get on with the Vireit now. Just got to a good part. 

Emperor. Your love of study is gratify to me; but do not 
forget that I ex you to also include swi , fencing, bicycling, 
boxing, football and cricket, skating and tennis, rowing, yachting, 
hockey and chess in your daily curriculum. 

Crown-Prince. Oh, do shut up! (Leaves telephone.) I say, Pro- 
fessor, look here | This telephone’s a beastly nuisance, don’t you 
know. What do you say, Fritz, eh? I vote we go and cut the 
wire | Unanimous adjournment for that purpose. 


text). **Quamquam o! sed su- 


CUCKOO! 


Cae cuckoo has been distinctly heard in the neighbourhood of Ilat- 
field.”"—Daily Press. } 
In the neighbourhood of Hatfield now the cuckoo has been heard, 
Which establishes a record for this very early bird : 
Yet the sceptics are declaring that the statement is absurd, 

And a ‘* cuckoo” ! 


Once we thought the bird 0’ freedom—that’s the eagle swift of flight— 


With his talons and his beak against the lion wished to fight ; 
But ’twas found to be another fowl, yclept the Jingo Kite, 
Or the ‘‘ cuckoo,” 


If a ruler is as restless as the blatant Kaiser BIL, 
With his telegrams and twaddle, with his painting-brush and quill, 
Wiser folks can only smile and say, ‘‘ Poor Polly, can’t keep still. 

Silly cuckoo!”’ 
Now, behold, the bard official twangs his lute both loud and long, 
Bat the instrament is crack’d, or else the strings have gone all wrong : 
For ’tis positive that ev’ryone would aay 8 bone the song 

a cuckoo, 


When the bobby on his beat in wintry night ’mid storm and hail 
Halts and turns his searching bull's-eye light below the area rail, 
It is Not to brave the burglar, but to get a glass of ale 

From the cook-oo, 


In the Arctic Ee NANsEN bold, with trusty band, 

By en erreee e Pole has glory shed upon his land ; 

And the voice he heard the very first—‘‘ from telegrams to hand” — 
Was the cuckoo! 


THe ComPiEit ANGOT-LER.—T wo sheriffs, who raided St. John’s 
Market, the Liverpudlian Billingsgate, in order to effect a *‘ distress”’ 
upon a certain fish-wife, had a very warm reception at the hands of 
the marchande de marée, The debtor, or rather debtoress, seems to 
have been what the Liverpool Courier, with bretzy originality, calls 
** the pet of the market, like Charité, the Offenbachian heroine in 
La fille de Madame Angot!” (We always had a vague idea that 
this opera was from Lecoca’s pen, and that Clairette was heroine 
thereof.) Anyway, the lady in question was ‘‘ ably supported,’’ her 

ow-tradeswomen eae up in arms for her agen the invading 
sheriffs who—"* telle étatt la mere Angot”’—would have met with an 
untimely fate had it not been for the arrival of a posse of polica to 
e rescue, ibernian spectator of the fray is said to have 
remarked, ‘* Avick! shure an’ it reminds me of an eviction!” 


Wat Ste A, Mackenzie omitTep To SAY IN HIS Ji eMARKS ON 
** Musicat Prrou.”’—That ‘‘ this was a sort of pitch which you could 
touch, and yet could come out with clean hands.” 


Crassic CommIsGLinec.—Dr, “Jim” is Leander and Jlero rolled 
into one. 
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THE MA 
INTERESTING RESULT ATTAINED, WiTd AID oF RéstoEN Raya, 


BY A FirRst-FLOOR LODGER WHEN P#OTOGRAPHING HIs SITTING- 
koom Door, 











AT SCHOOL. 


(“The German Emperor is having a telephone put up between Berlin, 
Pots and Ploen, so that he and the Empress will be able to talk to 
heir sons when they are away from them at school.””—Sunday Times. ] 


Scene—Ploen, Professor and young princes reading Vinait, 
** Eneid,” Book V., line 47. 


Crown-Prince (construing). ... ‘* bones of my divine father-——” 

E Well, boys, what ‘ie tiimesege 

mperor. 8, what are you is morn 

_Crown-Prince, Going to do the ieab-chen: Rare rt 

Emperor. Boat-race, indeed! I won’t have any of your nonsense, 
You know perfectly well that it doesn’t come off till March 28, By 
the way, I must not forget that telegram to the Oxford crew if they 
win; and I won’t have you going to boat-races when you should be 
at your studies. Do you hear me P 

own-Prince, All right, Sir. But it’s the boat-race in Virei, 
don’t you know. Trojan regatta and sports in Sicily—— 
[EmPEnor retires from telephone, 
sently bell rings again, 

Emperor. Are you there P 

Crown-Prince, ‘‘ Salve, sancte parens, iterum | ” 

Emperor. Himmel, I will not endure these impertinences. If 
your professors cannot check your flippsncy, I will have them all 
proseetes against forthwith for /ése-majesié, Acquaint them with 
my resolve. 

Crown-Prince, It’s all right, Sir. Comes in the text, line 80. 
Look it out for yourself and you ’ll see. 

Emperor. Ob, very well. That’s different, but don’t let it occur 

ain, I was going to say that to-day, being the anniversary of 

e battle of Donnerwetterenburg, 7 would do well to address a 
a speech to local recruits, If no recruits, raise a regiment 


y. 
Crown-Prince, Right you are, Iknow. Regis voluntas suprema 
ex, and all that sort of thing. on nicely with my Latin, 
you see, [Lesson proceeds for a few minutes. Telephone bell, 


Construing proceeds. Pre- 


seriey oes Are you there, ete] Fritz? Did youtake your proper 
dose of tonic after breakfast this morning ? 


Second Prince. Oh yes, rather! Three doses. (Aside, to Pro- 
fessor and Crown-Prince.) Bother that telephone. 
Empress. Are you sure that you have on your extra warm woollen 


und 

Second Pyineé, Should think I had, and two pairs of socks! 

Empress, Good boy ! 

[ ken Most exciting part of race interrupted by 
é. 

Emperor, I forgot to say that I wish you, when rae the 
recruits, to wear your uniform as Honorary Colonel of the Royal and 
Imperial Corps of Express District Bicycle-Messengers. 

Crown-Prince. I won’t forget. But I y must have some new 
uniforms soon. The people here know all mine by heart now. 

Emperor. I will at once design you half a dozen or so myself, B 
the way, don’t forget to say something about the Navy. We mus 
pate . German Navy three times as powerful as the combined 

eets of — 

Professor (reading aloud from text), ‘*Quamquam o! sed su- 
perent quibus hoc, Neptune, dedisti |! ”’ 

Crown-Prince. Very well, I’ll remember. But we really must 
get on with the Vireit now. Just got to a good part. 

Emperor, Your love of study is gratifying to me; but do not 


forget that I expect you to also include swimming, fencing, bicycling, 
boxing, football and cricket, skating and tennis, rowing, yachting, 


hockey and chess in your daily curriculum. 

Crown-Prince, Oh, do shut up! (Leaves telephone.) I say, Pro- 
fessor, look here |! This telephone’s a y nuisance, don’t you 
know. What do you say, Fritz, eh? I vote we go cut the 
wire | e Unanimous adjournment for that purpose. 


CUCKOO! 


‘The cuckoo has been distinctly heard in the neighbourhood of Hat- 
field,”"—Daily Press. ] 
In the neighbourhood of Hatfield now the cuckoo has been heard, 
Which establishes a record for this very early bird : 
Yet the sceptics are declaring that the statement is absurd, 


And a *‘ cuckoo” ! 
Once we thought the bird o’ freedom—that’s the eagle swift of flight— 
With his talons and his beak against the lion wished to fight ; 


But ’twas found to be another fowl, yclept the Jingo Kite, 
Or the ‘‘ cuckoo.” 


If a ruler is as restless as the blatant Kaiser BILL, 
With his telegrams and twaddle, with his painting-brush and quill, 
Wiser folks can only smile and say, ‘' Poor Polly, can’t keep still. 
Silly cuckoo!” 
Now, behold, the bard official twangs his lute both loud and long, 
But the instrament is crack’d, or else the strings have gone all wrong : 
For ’tis positive that ev’ryone would rather hear the song 
Of a cuckoo. 
When the bobby on his beat in wintry night ’mid storm and hail 
Halts and turns his searching bull’s-eye light below the area rail, 


It is Not to brave the burglar, but to get a glass of ale 
From the cook-oo, 


In the Arctic ap ag NANsEN bold, with trusty band, 
e Po 


By discovering le has glory shed upon his land ; 
And the voice he heard the cary int" fdas telegrams to hand” — 
Was the cuckoo! 


Tar Compirit Ancot-LER.—T wo sheriffs, who raided St. John’s 
Market, the Liverpudlian Billingsgate, in order to effect a ‘‘ distress” 
upon a certain fish-wife, had a very warm reception at the hands of 
the marchande de marée. The debtor, or rather debtoress, seems to 
have been what the Liverpool Courier, with bre¢zy originality, calls 
“the pet of the market, like Charité, the Offenbachian heroine in 
La fille de Madame Angot!” (We always had a vague idea that 
this opera was from Lecoce’s pen, and that Clatrette was heroine 
thereot.) Anyway, the lady in question was “ably supported,’’ her 
fellow-tradeswomen rising up in arms for her against the invading 
sheriffs who—** telle étatt la mere Angot”’—would have met with an 
untimely fate had it not been for the arrival of a posse of polica to 
the rescue. A Hibernian spectator of the fray is said to have 
remarked, ‘‘ Avick! shure an’ it reminds me of an eviction!” 


Wuat Sr A. Mackenzie omitrep To SAY IN HIS EMARKS ON 
** MosicaL Prrow.””—That ** this was a sort of pitch which you could 
touch, and yet could come out with clean hands.” 


Crassic CommIsGLina,—Dr, “ Jim’ is Leander and J/ero rolled 
into one. 











"SLSITOAD AYVINAWVITEVd 


[Marcu 7, 1896 


\ oes 
bt Lt 

WY 

\\\ 

\ 


sf 


A\\ 


h 


-PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 





118 





Marcu 7, 1896.] 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 


| 








THE CHILDREN’S CORNUCOPIA. 
(Conducted by Auntie Chickabiddy. ) 
OUR PRIZE WINNERS. 





4 Ve 


Cora BENANGEL. 


Dora DIMPLE. 


BunTiIna BunsieEs. 


(Aged 6.) (Aged 13.) (Aged 9.) 
Prize.—The Poet Laure- Prize.—ApDAm SM1TH’s Prize.—YounG's 
ate’s England's Darling. Political Economy. Night Thoughts. 


Drak Dartrnos,—The above are the portraits of your little friends 
who have been clever enough to carry off the prizes in the three 
classes devoted to English Composition. I give their essays below so 
that you may see for yourselves that Cora, Dora, and BuNIING 
have fairly won the diplomas which accompany the valuable booke. 
The jadges were the Dowager Countess of SnurrineTox, Lady 
THEOPHRASTA CHARLEMAGNE-TUBBS, and the Hon. Mrs. CAMELSUMP. 
Ark Papa, Mamma, or governess to show you these ladies’ names in 
Burke's or Walford’s Peerage ; either work you will learn to love 
and appreciate when you are o'der. I have not been out lately on 
account of a severe cold, s» you cannot expect much news, but this 
must interest you. My beautiful Kamtchatka pussy, Buz- Wuz, 
has made me a present of five lovely wee-wee kittens. I am going 
to sell them to my friends for the small sum of £2 a-piece in order 
that I may help a poor lady, who does not wish her name to bs 
known. S» if any of your relatives would like them they should 
write at once, for I want the pou lady to go to the South of France 
as soon as possible. Charity begins at home, but often ends abroad. 
My doctor says that I ought to seek the bright sun and fair flowers 
of the Riviera, s9, pases I, too, may have to tear are away from 
dear, dismal England. But I shall be back, if I do make the 
journey, in time to arrange your Easter Fancy-dress Danc3, invitation 
cards for which can now be had, price half-a-guinea each. As the 
numb:r of guests must be limited, it would be as well to apply at 
once for the cards. The refreshments will include tea, coffee, 
lemonade, sandwiches, cake, oranges, apples, and, pomp ices, and 
I hope to engage the Green Bohemian Band. The Grand Duchess of 
GRUNTERSHEIM (look up this coun‘ry in the map) has graciously 
promised to be present. So we must look forward to a gay and seleot 
meeting. Always, darlings, | Your true friend, 

AUNTIE CHICKABIDDY, 

P.S. Here are the successful essays :— 


Crass J, 
Subject: The Rise and Fall of Napoleon the Great. 


DEAR AUNTIE,—NAPOLEON was a bad man, but he crossed the 
Alps by the use of vinegar. He fought everybody, including the 
King of Enctanp and the Emperor of Russra. It was on his famous 
retreat from St. Petersburg that he skated over the Danube on the 
ice. Afterwards he lost the battle of Sedan, and died in the Isle of 
Elba, of a broken heart. He invented boots like his rivals, the Duke 
of WELLINGTON and Colonel BrucuEr. I hope this will win the 
prize. Yours, most affectionately, Cosa, 

Crass II, 
Subject: Vegetarianism, 

Dearest AuNTIR,—The cow is a vegetarian, and so was NEBu- 
CHADN#FzzAkR (I didn't spell this word myself), and so are my rabbits 
and CHARLEY'S guinea pigs. So is grandma, who likes sparrow- 
grass, and always chews the cud. If a lion was one, he would eat 
vegetable marrow-bones. Our seas! ita apples and sugar. So do I, 

our loving Dora, 


Crass III. 
Subject : Babies. 


Dartine AUNTIE,—I used to like babies when I was one. Nowl 
don’t. They cry all day. Your own little - BUXTING, 


UNCONFIRMED Report.—That President CLEVELAND was, on the 
anniversary of WAsHINGTON’s birthday, presented by his country- 
men with a facsimile of little Gzorcr’s axe. Oliver Twist’s ‘‘ ax” 
is more in GROVER’s line. 





PROTEST BY A PRECISIAN, 
(After reading an Article on ‘' Amateur Sport.” Cup and 


League Football.) 
O SporTIvE Muse, We’re gry to lar 
We can’t refuse, [totwist;| Although that phrase 
For you our English tongue Hath a pedantic sound. 
Bat we do squirm But ‘‘ semi-finalist’’! Alas! 
At that vile term, That ‘** well of English unds- 
A ‘‘ semi-finali:t *’ | filed” ! 


It is too bad ! 
The stalwart lad [mate round,’ 
Left in ‘‘ ths ante-penulti- 


Sach bastard lingo who can 
8 
pty not feel ril d? 


A PROBLEM, 


Way is a traveller by the L. C. and D. Railway, who cannot 
afford first-class fare, and who refuses to travel third, likely to do 
the journey from Victoria to Ramsgate by the Granville Express in 
less than a seven thousandth part of the two hours usually occupied ? 
—Solution \ Because, starting from Victoria, he arrives at te 
in @ second, 


TO VALETUDINARIANS, ADVICE FOR MARCH 10, 


Go to Bow Street if ailing in health or in limb, 
For you'll find Surgeon Baipae there, and eke Doctor Jim. 


ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 
EXTRACTED FROM THE DIARY OF TOBY, MP. 


House of Commons, Monday, February 24.—A pleased smile 
illamincd Paince AttTHur’s countenance to-night when Private 
Hansury was brought up to the triangle and received three dozen. 
Don José smiled responsive. ‘* Most useful fellow,” said Parince 
Aeinor; ‘does his work capitally in Downing Street; says nothing 
with becoming grace on the Treasury Bench; and now, when you 
and I might expect to be hauled up with embarrassing reminiscences 
of what we said and did when a much milder ges than ours was pro- 
opal Mr. G. in order to carry his Home-Kule Bill, Hansuay is 
dragged out, takes his punishment, and we escape.” 

A gree deal in this, 

‘* Remembering, and it seems but yesterday, all that was said and 
done in Session of 1893, in denunciation of time-closure invoked tem- 
porarily in face of avowed obstruction, after prolonged endeavour to 
make way under ordinary sail, it takes away one’s breath to hear 
PainceE Aatuue blandly Bropose a severer form of gag, not apse oe 
ble to a Bill in exceptional circumstances, but automatically choking 
ditcassion on the Estimates, not for one Session but for all time.” 

Thus Sark, his honest face flashed with surprise, his tender b>som 
eee with emotion, But Sasx is comparatively young; superla- 
tively honest; a sort of Parliamentary ingénu. To older Parlia- 
mentary Hands the situation is charmingly interesting. They have 
seen many things on the same lines. No place in the world where 
converrions are more rapid and complete than in the House of 

mmons. The Right Hon. Member for Tarshish rides out one day a 
Coercionist. His horse stumbles; he remounts a Home Raler, and 
gallops over everything in his new career. Or the other way about; 
or the came thing on half a dozen leading questions of the day, 
If the icdividual is prominent, spiteful things are said; speeches 
delivered in his earlier mood are resurrected; he is pelted with 
passages, But not in modern times has the somersault, taken by a 
whole Treasury Bench and the bulk of a great Party, been to 
sudden, or done within the bounds of so narrow a stretch of carpe 

Cap’en Tommy Bow es, faithful among the faithless found. will 
have none of the business. No Parliamentary Benedick he. When 
Prince ARTHUR and Don José said they would die rather than con- 
sent to the gag, they did not believe they would live to force it on to 
the House of Commons. Cap’en Tommy, with them in 1893 when 
they walked the strait path, parts from them in 1896, when they go 
astray. The Cap’En is, after all, almost human, and his voice 
falters, his eye is clouded with unwonted moisture as it falls on the 

e of his apostate friend, now seated on Treasury Bench. 
emories of early happy days soften the indignant rigour of his 
regard, He remem how, a Parliamentary infant, he sat 
on the knee of Private Hansuay, was suckled on the Estimates, 
weaned upon motions for the reduction of Ministers’ salaries, And 
now his nurse, his mentor, just for a handful of silver, put 
for a ribbon to stick in his coat, has joined the brigand band he 
taught the nevis Tommy to shy stones at. The only comfort 
the deserted, desolate human wreck has is in the reflection that if 
some of. Private Hansury’s earliest efforts had succeeded he would 
now be drawing only half his Ministerial salary. 
Business done.—PpiInce ARTHUR brings in the gag; lays it on the 
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THE CHILDREN’S CORNUCOPIA. 
(Conducted by Auntie Chickabiddy. ) 
OUR PRIZE WINNERS. 
Class l. 





Cora BENANGEL. Dora DIMPLE. 


aa BunBLeEs. 


Aged 6.) (Aged 13.) (Aged 9.) 
Prize.—The Poet Laure- Prize.—ApAm SMITH’s Prize.—YounG's 
ate’s England's Darling. Political Economy. Night Thoughts. 


Drak Darirnes,— The above are the portraits of your little friends 
who have been clever enough to carry off the van in the three 
classes devoted to English Composition. I give their essays below so 
that ara may see for yourselves that Cora, Dora, and Bunrine 
have fairly won the diplomas which accompany the valuable booke. 
The judges were the Dowager Countess of SnurrinetTon, Lady 
THEOPHRASTA CHARLEMAGNE-TUBBS, and the Hon. Mrs. CAMELSUMP. 
Ark Papa, Mamma, or governess to show you these ladies’ names in 
Burke's or Walford’s Peerage; either work you will learn to love 
and appreciate when you are o'der. I have not been out lately on 
account of a severe cold, s> you cannot expect much news, but this 
must interest you. My beautiful Kamtchatka pussy, Buz- Wuz, 
has made me a present of five lovely wee-wee kittens. I am going 
to sell them to my friends for the small sum of £2 a-piece in order 
that I may help a poor lady, who does not wish her name to be 
known. S) if any of your relatives would like them they should 
write at once, for I want the poor lady to go to the South of France 
as soon as possible. Charity begins at home, but often ends abroad. 
My doctor says that I ought to seek the bright sun and fair flowers 
of the Riviera, s, pases I, too, may have to tear ae away from 
dear, dismal England. But I shall be back, if I do make the 
journey, in time to arrange your Easter Fancy-dress Dano, invitation 
cards for which can now be had, price half-a-guinea each. As the 
number of guests must be limited, it would be as well to apply at 
once for the cards. The refreshments will include tea, coffee, 
lemonade, sandwiches, cake, oranges, apples, and, perhaps. ices, and 
I hope to engage the Green Bohemian Band. The Grand Duchess of 
GRUNTERSHEIM (look up this coun‘ry in the map) has graciously 
promised to be prerent. So we must look forward toa gay and select 
meeting. Always, darlings, Your true friend, 

AuntTIE CHICKABIDDY. 

P.S. Here are the successful essays :— 


Crass IJ, 
Subject: The Rise and Fall of Napoleon the Great. 


DEAR AUNTIE,—NAPOLEON was a bad man, but he crossed the 
Alps by the use of vinegar. He fought everybody, including the 
King of EnGtanp and the Emperor of Russra. It was on his famous 
retreat from St. Petersburg that he skated over the Danube on the 
jce. Afterwards he lost the battle of Sedan, and died in the Isle of 
Elba, of a broken heart. He invented boots like his rivals, the Duke 
of WELLINGTON and Colonel Brucurr. I hope this will win the 
prize. Yours, most affectionately, Cosa, 

Crass IT, 
Subject: Vegetarianism, 

Dearest AuntTIzE,—The cow is a vegetarian, and so was NEesu- 
CHADN#¥zzAR (I didn’t spell this word myself), and so are my rabbits 
and CHARLEY's guinea pigs. So is grandma, who likes sparrow- 
grass, and always chews the cud. If a lion was one, he would eat 
vegetable marrow-bones, Our pony [eres apples and sugar. So do I, 

our loving Dora, 
Crass III, 


Subject : Babies, 
DaRrtinc AUNTIE,—I used to like babies when I was one. 
don’t. They cry all day. Your own little 


Now I 
BUKTING, 


UNcONFIRMED ReEport.—That President CLEVELAND was, on the 
anniversary of WAsHINGTON’s birthday, presented by his country- 
men with a facsimile of little Gzorcr’s axe. Oliver Twist’s ‘‘ ax” 
is more in GRovER’s line. 





PROTEST BY A PRECISIAN, 


(After reading an Article on ‘‘ Amateur Sport,” Oup and 
League Football.) 





O Sportive Muse, | We're game to praise, 
We can’t refuse, [totwist; Although that cia 
For you our English tongue Hath a pedantic sound. 
Bat we do squirm But ‘‘ semi-finalist”?! Alas! 
At that vile term, That ‘* well of Eoglish unds- 
A ‘‘ semi-finali:t "| filed ”’ | 
It is too bad ! Sach bastard lingo who can 


The stalwart lad [mate round,’ 
Left in ‘‘ ths ante-penulti- 





s 
Ants not feel ril d ? 


A PROBLEM, 


Way is a traveller by the L. C. and D. Railway, who cannot 
afford first-class fare, and who refuses to travel third, likely to do 
the journey from Vic*oria to Ramsgate by the Granville Express in 
less than a seven thousandth part of the two hours usually occupied ? 
—Solution & Because, starting from Victoria, he arrives at Ramsgate 
in @ second, 


TO VALETUDINARIANS, ADVICE FOR MARCH 10. 


Go to Bow Street if ailing in health or in limb, 
For you'll find Surgeon Baipce there, and eke Doctor Jim. 


ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 
EXTRACTED FROM THE DIARY OF TOBY, MP. 


House of Commons, Monday, February 24.—A pleased smile 
illamined Paixce AkTHuR's countenance to-night when Private 
Hansury was brought up to the triangle and received three dozen. 
Don José smiled responsive. ‘* Most useful fellow,” said Patnce 
Aeginor; ‘‘ does his work capitally in Downing Street; says nothing 
with becoming grace on the Treasury Bench; and now, when you 
and I might expect to be hauled up with embarrassing reminiscences 
of what we said and did when a much milder than ours was pro- 
separ Mr. G. in order to carry his Home-Kule Bill, Hansvay is 
dragged out, takes his punishment, and we escape.”’ 

A ppoed deal in this, 

‘* Remembering, and it seems but yesterday, all that was siid and 
done in Session of 1893, in denunciation of time-closure invoked tem- 
porarily in face of avowed obstruction, after prolonged endeavour to 
make way under ordinary sail, it takes away one’s breath to hear 
Parnce Aatuue blandly Bropose a severer form of gag, not oe 
ble to a Bill in exceptional circumstances, but automatically choking 
ditcassion on the Estimates, not for one Session but for all time.” 

Thus Sark, his honest face flashed with surprise, his tender b»som 
ne ee emotion. But Sask is comparatively young; superla- 
tively honest; a sort of Parliamentary ingénu. To older Parlia- 
mentary Hands the situation is charmingly interesting. They have 
seen many things on the same lines. No place in the world where 
conversions are more rapid and complete than in the House of 
Commons. The Right Hon. Member for Tarshish rides out one day a 
Coercionist. His horse stumbles; he remounts a Home Raler, and 
gallops over everything in his new career. Or the other way about; 
or the same thing on half a dozen leading questions of the day. 
If the icdividual is prominent, spiteful things are said; speeches 
delivered in his earlier mood are resurrec he is pelted with 
passages, But not in modern times has the somersault, taken by a 
whole Treasury Bench and the bulk of a great Party, been to 
sudden, or done within the bounds of so narrow a stretch of 

Cap’en Tommy Bow es, faithful among the faithless found. will 
have none of the business. No Parliamentary Benedick he. When 
Prince ARTHUR and Don José said they would die ra than con- 
sent to the gag, they did not believe they would live to force it on to 
the House of Commons, Cap’en Tommy, with them in 1893 when 
they walked the strait path, parts from them in 1896, when they go 
astray. The Cap’En is, after all, almost human, and his voice 
falters, his eye is clouded with unwonted moisture as it falls on the 
oe of his apostate friend, now seated on Treasury Bench. 

emories of early happy days soften the indignant rigour of his 
regard. He Sates how, a Parliamentary infant, he sat 
on the knee of Private Hansusy, was suckled on the Estimates, 
weaned upon motions for the reduction of Ministers’ salaries, And 
now his nurse, his mentor, just for a handful of silver, just 
for a ribbon to stick in his coat, has joined the brigand band he 
taught the lisping Tommy to shy stones at. The only comfort 
the deserted, d te human wreck has is in the reflection that if 
some of Private Hansury’s earliest efforts had succeeded he would 
now be drawing only half his Ministerial salary. 

Business done.—PRince ARTHUR brings in the gag; lays it on the 
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THE CHILDREN’S CORNUCOPIA. 
(Conducted by Auntie Chickabiddy. ) 
OUR PRIZE WINNERS. 
Class 1. 





Dora DIMPLE. 


BuntTiInG BunBueEs. CorA BENANGEL. 


(Aged 6.) (Aged 13.) (Aged 9.) 
Prize.—The Poet Laure- Prize.—ApDAm SmITH’s Prize.—YounG's 
ate’s England's Darling. Political Economy. Night Thoughts. 


Drak Darirnes,—The above are the portraits of your little friends 
who have been clever enough to carry off the prizes in the three 
clarses devoted to English Composition. I give their essays below s0 
that you may see for yourselves that Cora, Dora, and BuNrING 
have fairly won the diplomas which accompany the valuable booke. 
The judges were the Dowager Countess of SnNurroneTox, Lady 
THEROPHRASTA CHARLEMAGNE-TUBBS, and the Hon. Mrs. CAMELSUMP, 
Ark Papa, Mamma, or governess to show you these ladies’ names in 
Burke's or Walford’s Peerage ; either work you will learn to love 
and appreciate when you are o'der. I have not been out lately on 
account of a severe cold, s>» you cannot expect much news, but this 
must interest you. My beautiful Kamtchatka pussy, Buz- Wuz, 
has made me a present of five lovely wee-wee kittens. I am going 
to sell them to my friends for the small sum of £2 a-piece in order 
that I may help a poor lady, who does not wish her name to be 
known. 8S» if any of your relatives would like them they should 
write at once, for I want the poor lady to go to the South of France 
as soon as possible. Charity begins at home, but often ends abroad. 
My doctor says that I ought to seek the bright sun and fair flowers 
of the Riviera, s», pears I, too, may have to tear mayen ney from 
dear, dismal England. But I shall be back, if I do make the 
journey, in time to arrange your Easter Fancy-dress Dano3, invitation 
cards for which can now be had, price half-a-guinea each. As the 
number of guests must be limited, it would be as well to apply at 
once for the cards. The refreshments will include tea, coffee, 
lemonade, sandwiches, cake, oranges, apples, and, perhaps, ices, and 
I hope to engage the Green Bohemian Band. The Grand Duchess of 
GRUNTERSHEIM (look up this coun‘ry in the map) has graciously 
promised to be present. So we must look forward to a gay and select 
meeting. Always, darlings, | Your true friend, 

AUNTIE CHICKABIDDY. 

P.S. Here are the successful essays :— 


Crass J. 
Subject: The Rise and Fall of Napoleon the Great. 


DEAR AUNTIE,—NAPOLEON was a bad man, but he crossed the 
Alps by the use of vinegar. He fought everybody, including the 
King of Encianp and the Emperor of Russra. It was on his famous 
retreat from St. Petersburg that he skated over the Danube on the 
jee, Afterwards he lost the battle of Sedan, and died in the Isle of 
Elba, of a broken heart. He invented boots like his rivals, the Duke 
of WELLINGTON and Colonel BrucuEr. I hope this will win the 
prize. Yours, most affectionately, Cosa, 


Crass II, 
Subject : Vegetarianism, 

Dearest Auntre,—The cow is a vegetarian, and so was Nesv- 
CHADN¥Fzzak (I didn’t spell this word myself), and so are my rabbits 
and CHARLEY's guinea pigs. So is grandma, who likes sparrow- 
grass, and always chews the cud. If a lion was one, he would eat 
vegetable marrow-bones. Our Pate apples and sugar. So do I, 

our loving Dora, 
Crass III. 
Subject : Babies. 

Daktinc AuNnIIE,—I used to like babies when I was one. NowI 

don’t. They cry all day. Your own little BunxTInNe, 


UnNconFIRMED Report.—That President CLEVELAND was, on the 
anniversary of WASHINGTON’s birthday, presented by his country- 
men with a facsimile of little Gzorcr’s axe. Oliver Twist’s ‘‘ ax” 
is more in GROvVER’s line, 





PROTEST BY A PRECISIAN, 
(After reading an Article on ‘‘ Amateur Sport,”” Oup and 


League Football.) 
O Sportive Muse, ; We’re game to praise, 
We can’t refuse, [totwist;| Although that p 
For you our English tongue Hath a pedantic sound. 
Bat we do squirm But ‘* semi-finalist’?! Alas! 
At that vile term, That ** well of English unds- 
A ‘‘ semi-finali:t"’ ! filed” ! . 
It is too bad ! Such bastard lingo who can 


The stalwart lad [mate round,’ 


3 
Left in ‘‘ ths ante-penulti- rey not feel ril d? 


A PROBLEM. 


Wary is a traveller by the L. C. and D. Railway, who cannot 
afford first-class fare, and who refuses to travel third, likely to do 
the journey from Victoria to Ramsgate by the Granville Express in 
less than a seven thousandth part of the two hours usually occupied ? 
—Solution 5 Because, starting from Victoria, he arrives at Ramsgate 
in @ second, 


TO VALETUDINARIANS, ADVICE FOR MARCH 10. 


Go to Bow Street if ailing in health or in limb, 
For you'll find Surgeon Baipae there, and eke Doctor Jim. 


ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 
EXTRACTED FROM THE DIARY OF TOBY, MP. 


House of Commons, Monday, February 24.—A pleased smile 
illaminecd Patince AtTHUR’S countenance to-night when Private 
Hanbury was brought up to the triangle and received three dozen. 
Don José smiled responsive. ‘* Most useful fellow,’”’ said Partnce 
Aeginor; ‘‘does his work capitally in Downing Street; says nothing 
with becoming grace on the Treasury Bench; and now, when you 
and I might expect to be hauled up with embarrassing reminiscences 
of what we said and did when a much milder gag than ours was pro- 
posed By Mr, G. in order to carry his Home-Kaule Bill, Hansvay is 
dragged out, takes his punishment, and we escape.’’ 

A good deal in this, 

‘* Remembering, and it seems but yesterday, all that was siid and 
done in Session of 1893, in denunciation of time-closure invoked tem- 
porarily in face of avowed obstruction, after prolonged endeavour to 
make way under ordinary sail, it takes away one’s breath to hear 
Parnce Aatuue blandly coe a severer form of gag, not ape 
ble to a Bill in exceptional circumstances, but automatically choking 
ditcassion on the Estimates, not for one Session but for all time.” 

Thus Sark, his honest face flashed with surprise, his tender b»som 
heaving with emotion, But Sask is comparatively Ce ; superla- 
tively honest; a sort of Parliamentary ingénu. To older Parlia- 
mentary Hands the situation is charmingly interesting. They have 
seen many things on the same lines. No place in the world where 
conversions are more rapid and complete than in the House cof 
Commons. The Right Hon. Member for Tarshish rides out one day a 
Coercionist. His horse stumbles; he remounts a Home Raler, and 
gallops over everything in his new career. Or the other way about; 
or the same thing on half a dozen leading questions of the day, 
If the icdividual is prominent, spiteful things are said; speeches 
delivered in his earlier mood are resurrected; he is pelted with 
passages, But not in modern times has the somersault, taken by a 
whole Treasury Bench and the bulk of a great Party, been to 
sudden, or done within the bounds of so narrow a stretch of carpet. 

Cap’en Tommy Bow es, faithful among the faithless found. will 
have none of the business. No Parliamentary Benedick he. When 
Prince ARTHUR and Don José said they would die rather than con- 
sent to the gag, they did not believe they woald live to force it on to 
the House of Commons. Cap’en Tommy, with them in 1893 when 
they walked the strait path, parts from them in 1896, when they go 
astray. The Cap’En is, after all, almost human, and his voice 
falters, his eye is clouded with unwonted moisture as it falls on the 

e of his apostate friend, now seated on y Bench. 
emories of early happy days soften the indignant rigour of his 
regard. He remem how, a Parliamentary infant, he sat 
on the knee of Private Hansuay, was suckled on the Estimates, 
weaned upon motions for the reduction of Ministers’ salaries, And 
now his nurse, his mentor, just for a handful of silver, just 
for a ribbon to stick in his coat, has joined the brigand he 
taught the aeons Tommy to shy stones at. The only comfort 
the deserted, desolate human wreck has is in the reflection that if 
some of Private Hansury’s earliest efforts had succeeded he would 
now be drawing only half his Ministerial salary. 
Business done.—P prince ARTHUR brings in the gag; lays it on the 
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Marcon 7, 1896.| PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARLI. 
THE CHILDREN’S CORNUCOPIA. PROTEST BY A PRECISIAN. 
(Conducted by Auntie Chickabiddy. ) (After reading an Article on ‘'‘ Amateur Sport,”” Cup and 
OUR PRIZE WINNERS. nee Sraees . 

Clee 1. O Sportive Muse, | We’re game peaion, 
We can’t refuse, [totwist;| Although that p 

“6 For you our English tongue | Hath a pedantic sound. 

: Bat we do squirm But ‘‘ semi-finalist”?! Alas! 
At that vile term, That ** well of Eoglish unds- 
A ‘‘ semi-finali:t"’ ! filed ”’ | 

It is too bad ! Sach bastard lingo who can 





' } hilly 
Buntinc BusBieEs. ConA BENANGEL. Dora DIMPLE. 
(Aged 6.) (Aged 13.) (Aged 9.) 
Prize.—The Poet Laure- Prize.—Apam SmitH’s Prize.—YouncG's 
ate’s England's Darling. Political Economy. Night Thoughts. 


Drak Dartrnos,—The above are the portraits of your little friends 
who have been clever enough to carry off the prizes in the 
clatses devoted to English Composition. I give their essays below eo 
that you may see for yourselves that Cora, Dora, and Bunrine 
have fairly won the diplomas which accompany the valuable booke. 
The judges were the Dowager Countess of SnurrineTox, Lady 
THEOPHRASTA CHARLEMAGNE-TUBBS, and the Hon. Mrs. CAMELSUMP. 
Ark Papa, Mamma, or governess to show you these ladies’ names in 
Burke's or Walford’s Peerage ; either work you will learn to love 
and appreciate when you are o'der. I have not been out lately on 
account of a severe cold, s> you cannot expect much news, but this 
must interest you. My beautiful Kamtchatka pussy, Buz- Wuz, 
has made me a present of five lovely wee-wee kittens, I am going 
to sell them to my friends for the small sum of £2 a-piece in order 
that I may help a poor lady, who does not wish her name to bs 
known. 8) if any of your relatives would like them they should 
write at once, for I want the a lady to go to the South of France 
as soon as possible. Charity begins at home, but often ends abroad. 
My doctor says that I ought to seek the bright sun and fair flowers 
of the Riviera, s», poate I, too, may have to tear ae away from 
dear, dismal England. But I shall be back, if I do make the 
journey, in time to arrange your Easter Fancy-dress Danc3, invitation 
cards for which can now be had, price half-a-guinea each. As the 
numbar of guests must be limited, it would be as well to apply at 
once for the cards. The refreshments will include tea, coffee, 
lemonade, sandwiches, cake, oranges, apples, and, perhaps, ices, and 
I hope to engage the Green Bohemian Band. The Grand Duchess of 
GRUNTERSHEIM (look up this coun‘ry in the map) has graciously 
promised to be present. So we must look forward toa gay and select 
meeting. Always, darlings, | Your true friend, 

AUNTIE CHICKABIDDY, 

P.S, Here are the successful essays :— 


Crass J. 
Subject: The Rise and Fall of Napoleon the Great. 


DEAR AUNTIE,—NAPOLEON was a bad man, but he crossed the 
Alps y the use of vinegar. He fought everybody, including the 
King of EnGianp and the Emperor of Russta. It was on his famous 
retreat from St. Petersburg that he skated over the Danube on the 
ice. Afterwards he lost the battle of Sedan, and died in the Isle of 
Elba, of a broken heart. He invented boots like his rivals, the Duke 
of WELLINGTON and Colonel BrucuEr. I hope this will win the 
prize, Yours, most affectionately, Cosa, 

Crass II, 
Subject : Vegetarianism, 

Dearest Auntrx,—The cow is a vegetarian, and so was Nesu- 
CHADN¥2zAR (I didn't spell this word myself), and so are my rabbits 
and CHARLEY's guinea pigs. So is grandma, who likes sparrow- 
grass, and always chews the cud. If a lion was one, he would eat 
vegetable marrow-bones. Our pany eve apples and sugar. So do I. 

our loving Dora, 


Crass III. 
Subject : Babies. 


DaRLInG AUNTIE,—I used to like babies when I was one. NowI 
don’t. They ory all day. Your own little BUNTING, 


UNCONFIRMED ReEport.—That President CLEVELAND was, on the 
anniversary of WasHINGTON’s birthday, presented by his country- 
men with a facsimile of little Grorcr’s axe. Oliver Twist’s ‘‘ ax”’ 
is more in GRovER’s line, 





The stalwart lad [mate round,’ 


pass 
Left in ‘‘ ths ante-psnulti- And not feel ril d? 


A PROBLEM. 


Wary is a traveller by the L. C. and D. Railway, who cannot 
afford first-class fare, and who refuses to travel third, likely to do 
the journey from Victoria to Ramsgate by the Granville Express in 
less than a seven thousandth part of the two hours usually occupied ? 
—Solution 5 Because, starting from Victoria, he arrives at Ramsgate 
in @ second, 


TO VALETUDINARIANS, ADVICE FOR MARCH 10, 


Go to Bow Street if ailing in health or in limb, 
For you'll find Surgeon Baines there, and eke Doctor Jim. 


ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 
EXTRACTED FROM THE DIARY OF TOBY, M.-P. 


House of Commons, Monday, February 24.—A pleased smile 
illamincd Patince AtTHuR's countenance to-night when Private 
Hanpury was brought up to the triangle and received three dozen. 
Don José smiled responsive. ‘* Most useful fellow,” said Parnce 
Aeinvg; ‘does his work capitally in Downing Street; says nothing 
with becoming grace on the Treasury Bench; and now, when you 
and I might expect to be hauled up with embarrassing reminiscences 
of what we said and did when a much milder gag than ours was pro- 
posed DY Mr. G. in order to carry his Home-Kule Bill, Hansuay is 
dragged out, takes his punishment, and we escape,’’ 

A oo deal in this, 

** Remembering, and it seems but yesterday, all that was s:id and 
done in Session of 1893, in denunciation of time-closure invoked tem- 
porarily in face of avowed obstruction, after prolonged endeavour to 
make way under ordinary sail, it takes away one’s breath to hear 
Paince Aatuue blandly peepee a severer form of gag, not applica~ 
ble to a Bill in exceptional circumstances, but automatically choking 
ditcassion on the Estimates, not for one Session but for all time.” 
Thus Sark, his honest face flashed with surprise, his tender b>»som 
heaving with emotion, But Sask is comparatively young; superla- 


tively honest; a sort of Parliamentary ingénu. To older Parlia- 
mentary Hands the situation is charmin ly interesting. They have 
seen many things on the same lines. No place in the world where 


conversions are more rapid and complete than in the House of 
Commons. The Right Hon. Member for Tarshish rides out one day a 
Coercionist. His horse stumbles; he remounts a Home Raler, and 
gallops over everything in his new career. Or the other way about; 
or the same thing on half a dozen leading questions of the day. 
If the icdividual is prominent, spiteful things are said; speeches 
delivered in his earlier mood are resurrected; he is pelted with 
passages, But not in modern times has the somersault, taken by a 
whole Treasury Bench and the bulk of a great Party, been to 
sudden, or done within the bounds of so narrow a stretch of carpet. 

Cap’en Tommy Bowtes, faithful among the faithless found. will 
have none of the business. No Parliamentary Benedick he. When 
Paince ArtHouR and Don José said they would die rather than con- 
sent to the gag, they did not believe they would live to force it on to 
the House of Commons. Cap’en Tommy, with them in 1893 when 
they walked the strait path, parts from them in 1896, when they go 
astray. The Cap’En is, after all, almost human, and his voice 
falters, his eye is clouded with unwonted m as it on 
apere of his se friend, now seated on Treasury Bench. 

emories of early happy days soften the indignant rigour of his 
regard, He remem how, a Parliamentary infant, he sat 
on the knee of Private Hansuay, was suckled on the Estimates, 
weaned upon motions for the reduction of Ministers’ salaries, And 
now his nurse, his mentor, just for a handful of silver, just 
for a ribbon to stick in his coat, has joined brigand he 
taught the lisping Tommy to shy stones at. The only comfort 
the deserted, desolate human wreck has is in the reflection that if 
some of Private Hansury’s earliest efforts had succeeded he would 
now be drawing only half his Ministerial salary. 

Business done.—P prince ARTHUR brings in the gag; lays it on the 





120 





table; asks House to open its mouth and shut its eyes and see what 
he and Don José will give it. 


Tuesday.—W hen, just before midnight, after seven hours’ debate 
on and round the gagging resolutions, VicAry GIBBS was observed 
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* Over THE BoRDER WITH MoRLFEY.”’ 
Sir W-ll-m «xplair s the mysteries of “cess aud stent.” 
to his feet, a shudder ran through hitherto languid House. 
embers recalled how, on a famous night in July in the Session of 
1893, Vicany's hand set a light to the smouldering fires of reeent- 


ment, causing them to blaze forth with uncontrollable force, un- 
ed ferocity. New Members had read all about it. Here was 


risin 
Old 


(but for a minor detail) a repetition of the causes that led up to the 
famous free fight which earned for Colonel SaunpERson favourable 
mention in the despatches. The gag, more severe and more syste- 
matic than that whose operation was the tignal for the historic 
scufile, was again prorosed. P 

The minor detail, of course, is that the very men who, in the 
Home-Rule Session, indignantly denounced, resolutely resisted, the 
iniquitous attempt to tamper with freedom of debate, to-day occupy 
the Treasury Bench. That, of course, has little bearing on the 
incident of the moment. However it be with them, to a man of 
VicaRry’s independence, Trojan and Tyrian are the same. Not for 
him to affirm that that in Praryce Artsvur’s but a choleric word 
which in Mr. G. was flat blasphemy. He will do the right thing 
whate’er befall. 

Members momentarily withdrawing their gaze from the prema- 
turely brindled hair of the still pore Setoetee of freedom of speech, 
looked round for Hayrs FIsHer. as he ready to play again his 
patriotic t? When, on that fateful night, Logan, sauntering 
past the Front Opposition bench, seated bimse y on CARSON, 
(.C., and partly an the bench, Hayes Fisrer, safe in entrenchment 
on the bench behind, punched him on the nape of the neck. Real 
merit is always modest. When called to account Hayrs Fisuer, 
whilst blushingly admitting his intrepid action, insisted upon 
assigning the whole initiative of the row to Mr. Guapsrong. Me. 
G. is far removed from the ecene to-night, restful by the blue water 
that laps the shore at Cannes, If Hayes FisHER means business, 
and, in obedience to instinct of a noble nature, insists on appor- 
tioning elsewhere the meed of praise, he must pick out some one 


But Hayes FisHer is not here, As for Vicary, he is nearly three 
pests older, and has evidently done with war and its alarms. His 
elm is now a hive for bees, They buzz reproach round the head of 
Prince ARTHUR, inasmuch as he “‘ has put a very heavy strain on 
faithful and loyal followers.”” But it is a mild reproof, grand- 
motherly compared with the fierce trumpet-tones of defiance that 
rang h the same Chamber on the same provocation ears 
ago. Colonel SaunpERSON having, when VicaRy rose, the 
oor key, without which, since his experience of that July 
night, he never approaches Parliamentary debate, let it drop again 
in the recesses of his pocket. It will not be wanted to-night to cool 
abraised cheeks, smitten in hand-to-hand fight in resistance of that 
unholy, un-English institution, the gag. | 
Business done,—Gagging Resolution discussed. 
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cee othing eo pleasing during course of debate on our 
Procedure than readiness of the new Members to come for and 
settle eer points. Subject full of intricacies, Oldest Parliamen 

Hands (with exception, of course, of the CapP’EN) occasionally fl 

by it. Once eat just when Prince ARTHUR seemed to be 
entering port with his precious cargo in prime condition, shipwreck 
was i ent. Som like hopeless muddle ensued ; bewildered 
Members clamoured feebly for adjournment, that being, aprerensy 
the only safe thing. Through the storm the new Members sa 
serene and confident, radiant with joyous consciousness of that 
ability which is prior to knowledge. there is one thing in the 


world they really know nothing about, it is the bearings of Parlia- 
mentary procedure, Therefore they can discuss it. 


i 

Drace did, with effect accidentally marred by presence of SQuiRE 
or Matwoop. Him he turned out of Derby at General Election. Rolled 
him out of borough like an empty beer-barrel. Emerging to-night 
from No. 1, Cloister, Temple, E.C. (*‘ DracE just the man to select a 
cloister for residence,” says SARK), he thought he would tell House 
more than he knew about Procedure. Just as he was beginning his 
eye fell upon fi of the SqurrE. With the fine instinct of new 
Member as to what exactly suits taste of House, Draer, having spare 
oyster shell in his pocket, thought it would be nice to shy it at the 
Figure. Nothing House of Commons so thoroughly appreciates as 
spectacle of new Member, of young-mannish appearance, making his 
maiden speech, staying something grossly impertinent about the 
Leader of the Opposition. Pleasure enhanced by knowledge of fact 
that in an electoral contest of recent date the old Member had been 
unseated by the new. ‘‘A monumental instance of inconsistency 
throughout his political life,” was the reflection that occurred to 


Mr. DracE ae he rewreee the SquiRE. 

Effect of y conned sentence a little disappointing. House 
growled its discontent. Drager i - began to wish he was 
safely back in the Cloister, E.C. Thought he heard Dr. CrarxK 
smile, Turned upon him with cloistered severity. Rebuked him in 
the name of private Members. 

**I made no observation,” said Dr, CLarK, justly amszed at his 
own for ce. 

** Hal” cried Daacs, frowning; ‘‘it 

is perhaps as well that the hon. Mem- 
ber did not.” 

g >” said 

‘It comes 


‘Now that at least is 

the appreciative Sark. 

nearer to a repartee by the Hatter than 

anything heard out of Wonderland,” 
lause grew so persistent ard 


promiscuous that the new Member 
abruptly resumed his seat, having 


omi to aay what he had risen to 
ropound on the subject of New Proce- 
ure Rules. 


Business done.— Procedure Rules 
agreed to, with proviso that Sclect 
Committee sha]l be appointei to deter- 
mine exactly what we and they mean. 

\day.— ped through the sup- 
plementary estimates. At half-past 
seven, when last was voted, J. W. 
LowTHER, breathless with rapidity of 
putting successive questions in record 
time, led out of chair and laid on his 
back in cool passage, 

Seemed as if under new condition 
of things business of sitting would 
- en up in time to go : dinner. 

ut, Supply disposed of, Havertock 
Wutson hove alongside with his Mer- 
chant Seamen Bill. Not much liked 
in Ministerial circles, But would look 
bad to throw it out on second reading. 
So second reading agreed to, on con- 
sideration that nothing more shall be 
heard of Bill until Committee on Man- 

ing of Merchant Ships has reported. 
‘* Then,” said Ritcare, ‘* we’ll see.’’ 

Business done.—Supplementary Es- 
timates to. Princk ARTHUR 
says he didn’t promise Select Commit- 
tee to inquire into New Procedure Rule ~ 
and tell Houee, which has just parsei 
it, exactly what it meant in so doing. 
What he did promise was something ~ =~ 
quite different. ‘‘’Edunno;where we 
are,” said Cap’en Tommy, scratching “= 
the crown of his head with the point 
of his hook as is his habit in moments 
of abstraction. 
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SPORTIVE SONGS. 


Tae GENEROUS WHIST-PLAYER TO THE 
ErvupITtgz MAIDEN, 
& Wr cut for’partners. Youtand I 
a570 Were destined to be vis-a-vis, 2% 
« You said the foe we might defy 
ca-- 10u were so glad to fight with me! 
For grandmamma shown you 
‘er The scientific skill she knew, 
Had taught you how for trumps to cal), 
And how to score with chances few. 


With omen zest the game commenced, 
Our adversaries three tricks e. 
‘ Now, really, I was not incensed 
““7a When you played club instead of 
spade ; 

Nor was I angry when you placed 
That fatal king upon my queen. 

OF course, I saw the card was faced, 
Another deal there should have been. 


’T was scarcely wise the fourth time 


roun 
The ace of diamonds to lead ; 
But then it often has been found 
That theory is worse than deed. 
A bumper rubber! Yet your smile 
Was not less joyous than before, 
** With hearts for trumps, just wait a 
while! ” 
You cried, as we began once more. 


’T was in the middle of the game, 
In dire distress, I breathed a wish 
That grandmamma, of matchless fame, 
Had read a little Cavendish. 
"Twas quite by accident I spoke— 
My stupid tongue I can’t restrain | 
So do blame me for your revoke 
And let us partners be again ! 


ROYALTY BICYCLING. 


H.R.H, The Prince of Waxes has taken | down. for the benefit of 


to bicycling. After the usual spill or two, 


which all first-rate riders whether on| horses 


MR. PUNCH’S PLAYING CARDS. 





No, II1.—Taumps—Kine or HEARTS oF Oak. 


THE CHAUNT OF THE BODLEY HEAD. 
(After Praed.) 


I THINK what modern mortals crave, 
With feverish endeavour, 

Is work erotically brave, 
Satanically clever: 

I think no book should now be long, 
And therefore I determine 

That idox must mark the song, 
And epigram the sermon, 


I think the business of the wise 
Is with old rules to quarrel, 
Defiant of the decencies 
Oblivious of the moral : 
The rule of Art the Autocrat 
No ethic impulse troubles,— 
While priest says this, and pedant that, 
Art—blows mephitic bubbles. 
I think they should be brightly blown, 
Though full of poisonous vapour, 
Sin’s iridescent sheen alone 
Outshines dull Virtue’s taper. 
Old Honesty temptation flies 
And bids the devil behind him ; 
But we log-roll the Sire of Lies, 
And Beardsleyesquely bind him. 


I think to grub like ghouls in graves 
For gruesome allegories, 

Creative talent while it saves, 
Gives vogue to vapid stories, 

Old-fashioned critics carp and fume, 
Neurotic nonsense banning ; 

But while the bookstalls give us room, 
Fresh bogies pay for planning. 

I think the DickENsEs and Hoops, 
Their stories and their verses, 


PROPOSED REGULATIONS FOR HYDE PARK. | Too cheerful far for modern moods, 


(Compiled to please the Whesling Minority.) 


1. THe gates shall be oven from daybreak to sun- 
e cyclists, 
2. Carriages drawn by, and riders mounted on, 


will be only admitted at convenient hours, 


h 3 i i, | for the benefit of the cyclists. 
rett Gist fe Lemesian cok hare 3. Volunteer corps will not be allowed to take up| Or like a foul November day, 


Royal Highness is ing such an ex- 

that a change of title is seriously 
contemplated. If the alteration can be 
made without harm to the British Consti- 
tution (an excellent one enjoyed by the 
enjoys), then H.R.H. will be kno 
** The Prince of Wheels,”’ 


Dr. Fisnee, Soffragan Bishop of South-| in processions of twos and twos, 
ampton, is evidently exceptionally and| the cyclists. 


deservedly popular. According to the 


Westminster, *‘ he has enormous influence | the general public, for the benefit of the cyclists, 


with jockeys in Yorkshire”? and ‘‘at 
Newmarket.” ‘*FisHER” is an appro- 
priate name for a Bishop, as ‘* Piscator 

minum’’; and it is s» proved by his 
already having caught the jockeys, and 
all ‘ton his own hook.” May he follow. 
in the footsteps of the great Bishop 
FisHER; only, may he never ‘lose his 
head,” as that ¢ ecclesiastic did,—ex- 
cept for conscience’ sake, 


CoMPETITIVE EXAMINATIONS SUPER- 
SEDED BY THE New PuotroeRaruy.—The 
examiners will simply have to use the 
latest photographic saan to see if a 
candidate has any brains or not, 
course, the examination will be in camera. 


SHAKSPEARE AND ‘‘ THE NEw Puorto- 
Grapuy.”’—‘‘ Sit you down.... I set you 
up a glass where you may see the inmost 
part of you.” — Hamlet, Act III., Se. 4, 


Opentne Scenk oF NEw NAvrIican 
Axctic Drama.—‘* Curtain rises, North 
Pole discovered,” 


VOL. OX, 


wh as leve 


positions, for the benefit of the cyclists. 


4, Public meetings will not be held in the custo-| Good f 


mary spots, for the benefit of the cyclists. 


lied, for the benefit of the cycliste. 
6. Mili bands will be discontinued, for the 
benefit of the cyclists. 


7. Schools 


8 and last. The park shall be closed in the 


Mem. by a Man. 

(After reading Lord Wolseley’s Speech.) 
DespiTeE New Woman nonsense, crass, immense, 
If still the Briton is to rule the brine, 


Tis very clear our ‘* First Line of Defence” 
Must still be mascu-line ! 


5. Flower-beds will be removed and the sites| Bot, bound in ma 


Which run on crimes and curses, 
I think eg must frown 
On Nell, or We Are Seven ; 
For nothing now will take the town 
That smacks of home or heaven. 


I think Love’s like a problem-pla 
Where Pan and Poo.e are es A : 


Whose fog in sludge is ended. 

un in coster, cad, or rough, 

In slums and ‘“‘ fourpenny dosses ” ; 
rriage bonds, stale stuff, 
Which natural instinct crosses. 


I think that sex, old he and she, 


permi : Want some new common measure, 
<<" — 1 ore love, like union, should be free, 


only object pleasure. 


face of | One man one wife might well content 


The drudge, the saint, the friar, 
Were wedlock more a sacrament 
And woman less a liar. 


I think that Wit should woo St. Giles, 
And not St. George, or Stephen. 

That Rahab and her subtle wiles 
Make Fancy’s truest heaven. 

The pink and pure no more delight 
Your genius-gifted fellow, 

Now —— Art is black and white, 
And Literature all yellow. 


Happy AND ImpRRIALAFTER-THOUGHT,—“ By some | The world for geniuses has sighed 


most unaccountable oversight I omitted to send my 


customary congratulations to the Shoan Chief on his | I’ve printed 


recent victory. May I ask you, my dear and most 


Of | excellent Mr, P-nch, to make known publicly how | Some who once worship 


much I regret this strange but absolutely uninten- 


tional omission? Yours, W-11.-m ([mpeRaToR),” 


Latest Caicket.—What were the English Team 


in Australia ‘‘out for’? They were out for—a 
holiday. 


THE Ricwest Trrat Gorne.—The St. George’s 
Election Petition is said to have cost four guineas a 
minute, Si non e vero e BENN trovato, 


, in sheaves, have found them : 
them with margins wide, 
And arabesquely bound them. 
, in remorse 
Their idols now seem burning ; 
But I keep on my even course, 
A lane that has no turning. 


_ 


Morro ror Mr. Lecky ann OTHERS.— 
They who play at (Tommy) Bow Lzs must 
expect rubbers. 


THE Brest or SmvuaeLteD Goons, — 
JAMESON’S spirits, 
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THE METROPOLITAN STATUES SUPPLY ASSOCIATION. 


[ Mr. aaeee oes: replying to Mr. LasoucHeRe as to whether his 
attention had been called to a statue ‘ purpo to be of the late Mr. Joun 
Bricut in the Central Lobby, and whether it is to remain there,’ said that 
it was erected under arrangements made with his predecessors. He admitted 
that there were very varied views as to its artistic merits.’’] 


TuHis company has been formed for the purpose of supplying| 4 
public statues and monuments on the hire system. consequence 
the numerous complaints against existing 
statues, there is reason to believe that tem- 
memorials, if obtainable, would be uni- 
y erected. The promoters expect that 
ie company will be immediately a ioe 
Sole Purveyors of Statues to the Houses of 
Parliament. It is needless to draw attention 
to the many advantages which would have 
accrued to the pockets of the subscribers, to 
the uninter1upted ess of traflic, and to 
= the public comfort and convenience generally 
—not to mention the cause of Art—if the 
m meen of statues and memorials in London 
been obtained on this system, and had 
been subsequently removed. The apparently 
permanent ons and statues in various 
recent exhibitions have shown that the use of 
real bronze or marble is an old- fashioned and 
exploded fallacy. 

Guaranteed Portrait aT eae — On 
payment of ten per cent. extra on the hirin 
terms, a certificate of correct resemblance, ed by the executors 
of the person represented, will be supplied with the statue. 

Circulating Statuary Department.—Statues lent out in the same 





manner as books from Messrs. Mupie’s. For terms of subscription, 
epply to the eeeeay Statues cannot be changed more frequently 
an once a wee 


Memorials Department. — Larger erections, containin ng several 
€ 


statues or rroups, supplied at the shortest notice. A large selection of 
horses, griffins, and other animals. The acme ene anatomy 
and action of these fabulous monsters will y attended to. 


Fountains Department.—The new patent fountains, with imita- 
tion jets of water, will be a special feature, This new invention 
obviates the wetting of passers-by, the fear of which has hitherto 
prevented the use of 7 a large jet, an "has necessitated a meagre squirt 
or dribble of water, of mean and ridicalcus a ance, The new 

jets, of a patent metallic com — gleam in the sunlight, and are 

varied at re in rise and fall by an arrangement of springs in 
the fountain. a at presat manufac Germany by the 
Se a ae aigees chaft, the Scientific Art Company, of 
Berlin. Real water for drinking purposes, rarely required, can, if 
wished, bhi o supplied from a tap. 

Depariment.—A large number of returned statues, 
misfite. ond other or elightiy damaged stock, will be offered for gale at 
immense reductions, Suitable for provincial towns, tea-gardens, 
newly-erected villa residences, &c., &c. Warranted to stand the 
weather if properly varnished once a year. Great reduction on 
taking a quanti 

Preliminary Notice os Sale.—A a lot of real bronze and marble 
statues, removed from Trafalgar Square, the oe 


&ec., will shortly be iffered at sidigulonsly low pricer. 
—— on f (tarnish tarnished), and a griffin. Both wi h very spirited 
action. Suita 


le for exportation to Central Africa. 


FASHIONABLE MOVEMENTS, 
(As they cught to be Reported, ) 
Kine Paempen and Suite are making a length- 
ened stay at Elmina Castle, 
Ex-Prime Minister RarnILareivonris expected 
at Geryville, Algeria, from Madagascar 
ABABI Pasna continues to anlar thea salubrious My 
climate of Ceylon. /; A 
Dr. LEANDER JAMESON, SirJoHN WItLovcHBY, “7% 
the Hon. H. F. Wuire, the Hon. R. Wuitr, “ “” 
Mr, C, P. Forry, and friends, have arrived in 
town, after a short tour in the Transvaal, 
Major Loruarre has been summoned to 
Léopoldville, Congo Free State, on urgent 
personal business. 
pThe King of Burman and family are still on 
a visit to the GovERNOR-GENERAL OF INDIA, 





Tae Royat ACADEMY HAS NOW REACHED A MOST PROSPEROUS 


Prriop.—It is enjoying its Millaisnium. 


| smooth bores. 


HOME! DULL HOME! 
(Up-to-date Version of a very Out-of-date Song.) 
ae — are learning how to live, and even to take our pleasures less 
sadly. . Another decade or so may see us a pleasure-loving nation. Yes, 
we are on the up-grade! The younger generation of husbands and wives 


will not live “to keep house.” . .. The feminine glory of domesticity is 
Bute if not already dead.”’— «“ Concerning Dress” in the “ Westminster 


as _aee and Ice Palaces now let us 
rcam 
Be it ever so risky it’s better than 


home, 
A spell as of lead seems to deaden us 
ere, 
Let’s mix = bos world and cavort 
everyw 
Home home! dull, dull home | 


A slow place is home! A s!ow place 
is home ! 


To learn eee to live we must quit the 
The up rade of life is on Fa-hion's 
Your of dave -at-home dowdy is now out 
To kee keep WB te tas; you must bike 


Hama! home! dull, dull home! 
Be it ae stylish, a slow place is ‘vt’ 
meé oc. > el ‘ 


** Keep house,” in a suburb? What prison were that! 
No, no, we’ll hang out on a smart West-End flat 
Sky- scraping, perchance, but with that we ’ll aks shift, 
For we’re raised in the world by the aid of a lift. 
Home! home! Who cares for home! 
Be it ever so lofty, a flat may be home! 


The sweet domesticities women now flout, 
an +The sala and Joan style of thing is played out. 
non ulse quickens,’’ as everyone feels, 
d, like our women, now eer upon wheels. 
More home P Man’s not a gnom 
To dwell in a dull hole because it’s aes home | 


The unselfish stay-at-home girl has no 
She must tennis and she must eee ate, and dance, 
In tammy and jupe, or in rational 
She must flo around if she hele: soore & SUCCESS. 
Home? home? Abroad she m 
Or be doomed all her days to that dull called home ! 


Ep aed aredh matage ey wrlabe  get Lemd ml A 
six 6 
hep 0 ete oe NL baa’ oad what Society likes 


and a matron who bikes. 
Aaa P home P flash oam, 
Oar women now crave, and they ’re scarce found at home! 


woman grizzles in pain— 
h! are me m ckers and cycle again; 
The high -co JOHNNIES who come at my call, 
Give me them, with the fizz of mind dearer than all!” 
Home? home? Dall, dull home! 
Till a woman turns sixty a slow place is home! 





smart.”’ 


A isoner at hom 


BILLIARDS UP-TO-DATE.—A mateh—7500 u —— being played at 
Manchester between M/rs. Richarps and J. Mack. This is the first 
time, says the Liverpool Daily Post, = a lady player has a 


in public, But there is no reason why the fair sex he not 
succeed in this new sphere of action. For ladies are not in 
sone: and thoroughly understand the art of “* renee: he 
Lady Professional Billiard Player is in training to lead troops, as she 


at least will never faint at the sound of a cannon! 


WELL ProtecteD.— Both Houses of Parliament are provided with 
an inexhaustible stock of great bores, small bores, and old-fashioned 
With their aid either Chamber can be cleared in less 
than three minutes, 


War is the Primrose League particularly interested in President 
KnrieEr’s visit P—Because he is Premier of a Pretoryan Parliament. 
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THE RIGHT HON: 
SIR W.V. HARCOURT. 


THE RIGHT HON 
CHAMBERLAIN: 
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New Erricy or Joun Bricur. 


=e 
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WHAT PARLIAMENTARY SCULPTURE IS COMING TO! 


STATUES FOR THE OvrER Lospy OF THE HovsE OF COMMONS, SPECIALLY DESIGNED TO HARMONISE IN DIGNITY OF TREATMENT AND ACCURACY OF PORTRAITURE WITH THE 


R- 


RICHT HON 
THUR BALFOY 
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THE METROPOLITAN STATUES SUPPLY ASSOCIATION. 


[“ Mr. Axers-Dova3as, replying to Mr. LasoucHERE as to whether his 
attention had been called to a statue ‘ purporting to be of the late Mr. Joun 
Bricut in the Central Lobby, and whether it is to remain there,’ said that 
it was erected under arrangements made with his predecessors. He admitted 
that there were very varied views as to its artistic merits.’’] 


THis company has been formed for the purpose of supplying 
public statues and monuments on the hire system. In consequence 
of the numerous complaints against existing 
statues, there is reason to believe that tem- 
porary memorials, if obtainable, would be uni- 
V y erected. The promoters expect that 
the company will be immediately anne 
Sole Purveyors of Statues to the Houses of 
Parliament. It is needless to draw attention 
to the many advantages which would have 
accrued to the pockets of the subscribers, to 
the uninterrupted ess of traffic, and to 
= the public comfort and convenience generally 
—not to mention the cause of Art—if the 
majority of statues and memorials in London 
had been obtained on this system, and had 
been subsequently removed. The apparently 
permanent erections and statues in various 
recent exhibitions have shown that the use of 
real bronze or marble is an old-fashioned and 
~ exploded fallacy. 

Guaranteed Portrait Department, — On 
payment of ten per cent. extra on the hiring 
terms, a certificate of correct resemblance, ed by the executors 
of the person represented, will be supplied with the statue. 

Circulating Statuary Department.—Statues lent out in the same 
manner as books from Messrs. Mupie’s. For terms of subscription, 
apply to the Secretary. Statues cannot be changed more frequently 

an once a week. ; Ss 

Memorials Department. — Larger erections, containing several 
statues or groups, oe at the shortest notice. A large selection of 
horses, griffins, and otheranimals. The hitherto disregarded anatomy 
and action of these fabulous monsters will be y attended to, 

_ Fountains Department.—The new patent fountains, with imita- 
tion jets of water, will be a special feature. This new invention 
obviates the wetting of passers-by, the fear of which has hitherto 
prevented the use of a large jet, and has necessitated a meagre squirt 
or dribble of water, of mean and ridiculcus a ce. The new 
e sunlight, and are 





jets, of a patent metallic er gleam in I 
varied at intervals in rise and fall by an ement of springs in 
the fountain. They are at present manufa in Germany by the 
Wissenschaftlichekunstgesellschaft, the Scientific Art See , of 
Berlin. Real water for drinking purposes, rarely req , can, if 
wished, be supplied from a tap. 

Secondhand Department.—A large number of returned statues, 


misfits, and other slightly damaged stock, will be offered for sale at 
immense reductions. Suitable for provincial to tea-gardens, 
Tr villa residences, &c., &c. Warranted to stand the 
weather if properly varnished once a year. Great reduction on 
taking a quantity. 

Preliminary Notice of Sale.—A job lot of real bronze and marble 
statues, removed from Westminster, Trafalgar Square, the City, 
&e., will grants § be offered at ridiculously low prices. ) an 
aluminium angel (tarnished), and a griffin. Both with very spirited 
action. Suitable for exportation to Central Africa. 


FASHIONABLE MOVEMENTS, 
(As they cught to be Reported,) 


Kine Praempes and Suite are making a length- 
ened stay at Elmina Castle. 

Ex-Prime Minister RaInILarnivonyis expected 
at Geryville, Algeria, from Madagascar. fy 

AzBABI PasHa continues toenjoy the salubrious // 
climate of Ceylon. Yi 

Dr. LEANDER JAMESON, SirJoHN WILLoUGHBY, (7/4 
the Hon. H. F. Waite, the Hon. R. Wurtz, “ 

Mr. C. P. Forry, and friends, have arrived in 
town, after a short tour in the Transvaal, 

Major LorHarrE has been summoned to 
Léopoldville, Congo Free State, on urgent 
personal business, 

The King of Burman and family are still on 
a Visit to the GovERNOR-GENERAL OF INDIA. 





Tue RoyaL ACADEMY HAS NOW REACHED A MOST PaRosPEROUS 
PERIop.—It is enjoying its Millaisnium. 


‘| smooth bores. Wi 
than three min 





HOME! DULL HOME! 
(Up-to-date Version of a very Out-of-date Song.) 

“We English are learning how to live, and even to take our pleasures less 
sadly, . . . Another decade or so may see us a pleasure-loving nation. Yes, 
we are on the ree: The younger generation of husbands and wives 

e 


will not live “‘to keep house.” . . . The feminine glory of domesticity is 
Bude not already dead.’’—“ Concerning Dress” in the “* Westminster 
udget. 


’Mip a s and Ice Palaces now let us 
rcam 
Be it ever so risky it’s better than 


ome, 
A spell as of lead seems to deaden us 
ere, 
Let’s mix in the world and cavort 
every where, 
Home! home! dull, dull home! 
A slow place is home! As!ow place 
is home ! 


To learn how to live we must quit the 
fireside, 

The parece of life is on Fa-hion’s 
full tide, 

Your oc Satuiaia dowdy is now out 
of da 


To keep up to time, you must bike 

and must skate. 
Home! home! dull, dull home! da 
Be it ever so stylish, a slow place is ‘vt"" 
home ! eer, Bh * 





‘* Keep house,” in a suburb? What prison were that! 
No, no, we’ll out on a smart West-End flat. __ 
Sky-scraping, perchance, but with that we ’ll make shift, 
For we’re raised in the world by the aid of a lift. 

Home! home! o cares for home! 

Be it ever so lofty, a flat may be home! 


The sweet domesticities women now flout, 

The Darby and Joan style of thing is played out. 

** The social pulse quickens,” as everyone f 

And the world, like our women, now goes upon wheels. 
Home? home? Man’s not a gnome, 
To dwell in a dull hole because it’s called home! 


The unselfish stay-at-home girl has no chance ; 
She must tennis and flirt, she must bike, skate, and dance, 
In tammy and jupe, or in rational 
She must flourish around if she’d score a success. 
Home? home? Abroad she must ro 
Or be doomed all her days to that dull called home ! 


If married and mother she yet plays her part; 
With six charming children rhe still must 
For, Jadging by facts, what Society likes _ 
Is a maid who is bold, and a matron who bikes. 
Home? home? Froth, flash, and foam, 
Oar women now crave, and they ’re scarce found at home! 


A om ipo at home, woman grizzles in pain— 
**Oh! give me m knickers and cycle again; 
The high-co JOHNNIES who come at my call, 
Give me them, with the fizz of mind dearer than all!” 
Home? home? Dall, dull home! 
Till a woman turns sixty a slow place is home! 


46 smart.” 


BILLIARDS UP-TO-DATE.—A match—7500 aoe being played at 
Manchester between M/s. Ricuarps and J. Mack. This is the first 
time, says the Liverpool Daily Post, that a lady player has a 


in public. But there is no reason why the fair sex should not 
su in this new sphere of action. For ladies are not in 
cue-riosity, and thoroughly unders the art of ‘‘ nursing.” The 


Lady Professional Billiard Player is in training to lead troops, as she 
at least will never faint at the sound of a cannon! 


WELL ProtecteD.—Both Houses of Parliament are provided with 
an inexhaustible stock of great bores, small bores, and old-fashioned 
ce ee Chamber can be cleared in less 
u 


Wary is the Primrose League ae interested in President 
KnrieEn’s visit P—Because he is Premier of a Pretoryan Parliament. 


124 


JOTTINGS AND TITTLINGS. 
(By Basoo Hurry BunesHo JABBERJEE, B.A.) 
No. VI. 

Dealing with his Adventures at Olympia, 


THE dialoquial form is now become an indispensable fuctotum in 
periodical literature, and so, like a brebis de Panurge, I shall follow 
the fashion occasionally,—though with rather more obedience to a 
literary elegant style of phraseology than my predecessors in Punch 
have thought to practise. Time: the other morning. Scene: 
the breakfast-table at Porticobello House, Ladbroke Grove. Myself 
and other select boarders engaged in masticating fowl eggs with their 
concomitant bacon, while intelligently discussing topical subjects (for 
we carry out the poetical recipe of ‘* Plain thinking and high living”’). 

Miss Jessimina (at the table-head). The papers seem eloquent in 
laudation of the Sporting and Military Show at Olympia. How I 
should like to go if I had anyone to take me! : 

Mr. Wylie (stingily). And I would be enraptured at so tip-top an 
opportunity, but for circ ce of 
being stonily broken. 

[Helps himself to the surviving 
owl egg. 

Mr. Cossetter (in sepulchral tone), 

that doctorial prescriptions 
do nill for me such noctarnal jinks ; 
otherwise—— 
[ He ae himself to a digestible 


t e ° 

Myself (taking a leap into the 
darkness and deadly breaches). Since 
other gentlemen are not more obse- 
quious in gallantry, I hereby tender 
myself for honour of accompanyist 
and vade mecum. 

Miss Jess. (lowering the silken 
curtains of her almond-like orbs). 
Oh, really, Prince! ‘So very unex- 
pected | I must obtain the ex pert 
opinion of my Mamma. 

Mistress MANKLETOW did approve 
the ae on condition of our being 
saddled by a select lady boarder of 
the name of SPINK as a tertium quid 
to play at propriety ; at which I was 
ey. disgusted, fearing she 
would play the old gooseberry with 
our (éte-a-téte. 

ene arrived at Olympia, we 
perambulated the bazaar prior to the 
commencement of the shows, and here 
(after parting with rs. 84 for 
seats on the balcony) I did bleed more 
freely still, for Miss JEssIMINA ex- 
prested a —_ ok ey pos- 
sess my profile, snipped out of paper 
by the scissors of a Silhouette, for 
which I mulcted one shilling sterling. 

And, after all, although it proved 
the alter ego and speaking likeness of 
my embossed Bombay cap and golden 
spectacles, she f the fault that 


reflecting (wi ing 
oe as a Stygian, this criticism applied to t f 


€ 
Farther on I presented her and the female Rooney. with a 
pee bee a-piece, interwoven by a mec with their 
tismal appellation (another rupee !). L ; : 

en we arrived at a cage containing an automatic Devil revealing 
the future for a penny in the slit, and Miss Jess1mina worked the 
oracle with a coin advanced by myself, and the demon, after flashing 
his optics and consulting sundry playing-cards, did presently produce 
a small paper which she opened eagerly, 

Miss Jess. (after perwonl Only fancy! It says I’m “‘ to marry a 
dark man, and go for a long journey, and be very rich.’’ What 
ridiculous nonsense! do you not think so, Pamsce? 

Myself (with a tender sauciness). Poet SHAKSPEARE asserts there 
are more things in Heaven and earth than the Horatian philosophy. 
I am not a superstitious—and a this mechanical demon may have 
seen correctly through the brick wall of Futurity. Have you nota 
worshi adorer who might be described as dark, and to whose 
native land it is a long journey ? 

Miss Jess. (with the complexion of a tomato). It’s time we took 
our seats for the performance. And you are not to be a silly! 


feminine imperceptivity) aoa the material 
e portraitures 0 
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‘* With a large, stout constable.’’ 
it rendered my complexion of a too excessive murksomeness; not | thundered to the dismay of their barbarian adversaries ! 


[Marcu 14, 1896. 


It is notorious that the English female vocabulary contains no more 
caressing and flattering epithet than this of ‘‘a silly,” so that I 
repaired to my seat immoderately encouraged by such gracious 
appreciation. Of the show, I can testify that it was truly magnifi- 
cent, though the introductory portion was somewhat spoilt by the too 
great prevalence of the bicycle, which is daily increasing its ubiquity, 
nor do I see the rationality of engaging a sats in topped boots to 
attend upon each machine, under the transparent pretentiousness of 
its belonging to the equine genus, since it can never become the 
similitude of a horse in mettlesome vivacity. 

My companions marvelled greatly at the severe curvature of the 
extremities of the cycle-track, which were shaped like the interior of 
a huge bowl, and while I was demonstrating to them how, from 
scientific considerations and owing to the centrifugal forces of 
gravitation, it was not possible for any rider to become a loser of his 
equilibrium—lo and behold ! two of the competitors made the facilis 
ee and were intermingled in the weltering hotchpot of a 
calamity. 

But on being disentangled they did limp away, and it is allowable 
to hope that they suffered no serious ismantling of their vital 
organs. Still, I cannot approve of 
these bicycle contentions, which are 
veritable provocative flights at the 
providential features. 

It is mem. con, and undeniable that 
it was a wise move to transfer the race 
for the Derby Ribbon from the re- 
moteness of [Newmarket Downs toa 
spot where it can be competed de die 
tn diem and under a cover. And I 
was overjoyed to perceive Hon’ ble Sir 

y InvInG, who was pointed out 
to me, returned from United States 
of New York, and driving a small 
open vehicle in company of Charley’s 
Aunt and a youth attired as amariner. 
But the pity of it, Horatio! that he 

selected a steed of such snailish 
propensity as only to be budged by 
the pricks of a parasol! Moreover, I 
venture to hint that it was infra dig. 
for so respectable a Thespian to chase 
Charley’s Aunt around the circum- 
ference of the velodrome, and the 
spectacleof such incongruous spright- 
liness may detriment his fame as a 
tragic, 

The concluding entertainment was 
a military battle with the Chitralis; 
and how to express the swelling of 
my heart with the martial sentiment 
of courage at beholding the warriors 
on the march, and taking tender 
farewells of their ladyloves and 
fiancées, who were Niobe all tears on 
the shoulders of their nearest rela- 
tions ! 

And pride further expanded my 
bosom to witness the construction of 
an impromptu bridge in a storm of 
snow across the bottomless pit of an 
abyss, and the gallantry with 
which British troops volleyed and 


_ Such exhibitions do greatly assist in promoting 
implant the courageous im in many an unwar 
can vouch from personal experience. 

After the termination I conducted my protégées to the Palmarium, 
where we sat under a shrub eee lemon crushes, brought by a 
neat-handed Phyllis in the uniform of a housemaid intermixed with 
a hospital nurse. Here occurred a most discomposing coniretemps, 
for presently Miss Jxssmmmna uttered the complaint that two 
strangers were regarding herself and Miss Spink with the brazen 
eyes of a sheep, and even making personal comments on my 
nationality, which rendered me like under a harrow with burn- 
ing indignation, 

At length, being utterly beside myself with rage, I summoned one 
of the Phyllises and xeeeees her to take steps to abate the nuisance, 
being met with a smiling ‘‘ Nolo scopart.” So, entreating my 
companions not to give way to panic and leave their cause in my 
hands, I went in search of a ogee 

Unfortunately some time flew before I could find one at liberty to 
understand my crucial position, nor could I obtain from him a legal 
opinion as to whether I could administer a cuff or a slap in the ear 
to my insulters without incurring risk of retaliation in kind. 

And, on returning to the spot with a large, stout constable, I had 


atriotism, and 
e breast, as I 


Marcu 14, 1896.] 


the mortification to discover that the two impolite 
strangers had de d, and that Misses MANKLETOW and 
SprInkK were similarly imperceptible. 

However, after prolonged search and mental anxiety, 
I returned alone, and was rewarded by finding my fair 
friends arrived in safety; and hearing that the two 
strangers had explained, in the gentlemanly terms of 
an apology, that they had mistaken them for acquaint- 


ances, 
S Meda ck anuelh. ap badleed, taste cioedaity an] 
my design of assa » more as 
am the happy receiver of many handsome aalintints 
on all sides upon the tactfulness and savoir faire with 
which I extricated myself from my shocking fix. 

At which my countenance beams with the shiny 
resplendency of self-satisfaction. 


ROUNDABOUT READINGS. 
MorE Abovur OLD SERVANTS. 


I LEFT off last week ne said but little on the general 
character of old and fait servants—the epithets in 
this connection are practically synonymous. i 

as a vital force has vanished from the land, but in the 
relation of an old servant to the family he has served 
something of feudalism still lingers, something that 
enables one to understand the deep devotion of medieval 
retainers to their house and the fatherly interest of the 


ot his dependants. It is curious how, as the years 
Ni ’ 
e 


the ancient butler or body-servant assimilates 

istics of the master he admires; imitates, 
let us say, his little bursts of temper, his manner of bear- 
ing himeelf, his walk, the fashion of his ties, and his way 
of wearing his hat, and offers to a different circle a 
reproduction, as close as circumstances will permit, of the 
general air of his beloved master. One venerable servitor 
of this kind it was my lot to know, and I shall never 
forget the old man’s grief and vexation when his master, 
who had long worn his collars turned down, was 
suddenly converted to the stick-up variety. It was as 
though the face of the world had been completely 
changed, so difficult did he find it to accommodate him- 
self to his master’s new appearance, 


**Or course,” he observed, ‘‘ Mr. B. looks well in that 
kind of collar—he’d look well in anything; but there 
was a gcomething about the old ones which 1 can’t get in 
this new lot. It isn’t for me to make a remark, but 
there, Sir, don’t you think them turn-downs gave him a 
more noble look, ’aughtier as you may say, and more of 
the master. I’m certain it’s not so to respect a 
stick-up.”’ ‘‘ Jackson,” I retorted, ‘‘I’m wil to 
stake my fortune you Hl be in stick-ups yourself before a month is 
past.” ‘*Me, Sir? Never!” 
was in stick-ups, and went about his work as if he had never 
worn any other ki He used t» be very severe, I remember, with 
the y members of the family, and used to hurl at them curious 
and terrible compound oaths which he had contrived, so he said, to 
manufacture during his foreign wanderings in attendance upon 
his master. ‘* Sakrabillia adonia, Master DY, will you 
stop making that noise outside your father’s libery door,’ or 
** Jessessamanessy, Master Dick, if I ketch you stealing another 

your father’s cambric hankerchers you and me will have 
to : there’s no two words about that.’”? These are two of the 
a Pp I have heard him use. The youngsters, I am sorry to 
say, used to laugh at him, and take a fiendish delight in irritating 
him almost beyond endurance. 


Tue old servant, however, is to be known not merely by his venerable 
and awe-ins ap ce. That, of course, is one mark, but it is 
not invariably fo _ The most certain indications are, first, an 
absolute devotion to his master and mistress; second, a fatherly 
interest in the younger members of the family ; and third, a claim, 
which is never contested, to be consulted in all family arrangements, 
and to have his views treated with deferential respect. The devotion 
does not exclude criticism, the fatherly interest often entails di 
approval of pranks to which boys and girls all the world over are 
prone, But as against the rest of the world the family is, in the eyes 
of the old servant, composed of immaculate paragons, bad woe betide 
re tor a is though, th to hint a fault in any one of a. i 

e boys gir 0 ey may grow u out in € 
world and become in thetr turn fa vena mete in are to the old 
servant, children to the end of the chapter, children who have to be 


‘| protected against themselves, and whose wayward dispositions must 
i} always involve them in scrapes, out of which only an old servant’s 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 





But in a fortnight the old fellow | f 


A STORY WITHOUT WORDS. 





loyal ingenuity can extricate them. And how cheerfully the old 
ellow’s face glows, how warm is his faithful welcome when the 
captain returns from India, or the daughter of the house comes back 
for a time to the parental nest with a new little fledgeling in her arms. 
Old servants and dogs—these are the only classes in which you find 
Sareea ening. Sere and an attachment, rooted deep down in their 
very being, which nothing can alter or destroy. 


As I write there arrives a further communication relative to Mrs. 
ees of whose table-talk I gave a specimen last week. Here is 
another :— 

“We ’ad a esEaies Somkieee and me, size of a pocket-’anky- 
chif, at Tottenham, where my brother ’e used to come of a Sunday 
mornin’ with a pennywuth o’ mixed seeds in ’is pockets, all sorts ; 
and after cleanin’ the boots for me, which Bosrinsky bein’ a Pole 
and proud never would do, but my brother o’ course ’ad been a 
dragoon and learnt to be ‘andy, ’e used to plarnt them seeds all 
over the place, and sich a crush when they all begun a comin’ up, 
and no room for ’em—it was ’ere am I and where are you—but my 
brother ’e said when some of ’em died down the others would be a 

ingin’ up, and we should always ’ave a show that way and ’e’d 
faaso it; but not knowin’ the proper seasons for tin’ there 
was a rare muddle, and the little ’un ’e kep’ tearin’ of ’em up to see 
where the roots was. Still it was pretty cheery, and Boprinsky ’e 
rigged up a plank or two, with a nice piece of tarpaulin’ over the top, 

reat’ said it rather 


and ’is noos there of a Sunday mornin’, and 
reminded ’im Folend. BoBRINSKY, pore fellow, ’e died soon 


arter we left Tottenham of a ploral noomonia, which is when you ’ave 
it in both lungs they call it ploral. But there, single noomonia is bad 
enough I say.”’ 


Ura has just been admitted into the American Union. It surely 
will be known as the Matrimonial State. 
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JOTTINGS AND TITTLINGS. 
(By Basoo Hurry BunasHo JABBERJEE, B, A.) 
No. VI. 

Dealing with his Adventures at Olympia, 


THE dialoquial form is now become an indispensable fuctotum in 
periodical literature, and so, like a brebis de Panurge, I shall follow 
the fashion occasionally,—though with rather more obedience to a 
paweaey elegant style of phraseology than my ecessors in Punch 
have thought worth to practise. Time: the other morning. Scene: 
the ast-table at Porticobello House, Ladbroke Grove. Myself 
and other select boarders engaged in masticating fowl eggs with their 
concomitant bacon, while intelligently discussing topical subjects (for 
we carry out the poetical recipe of ‘* Plain thinking and high living”’). 

Miss Jessimina (at the table-head). The papers seem eloquent in| 
laudation of the Sporting and Military Show at Olympia. How I 
should like to go if I had anyone to take me! 

Mr. Wyle (stingily). And I would be enraptured at so tip-top an 
opportunity, but for circumstance of 
being stonily broken. 

[Helps himself to the surviving 
owl egg. 

Mr. Cossetter (in sepulchral tone), 
Alack! that docto prescriptions 
do nill for me such noctarnal jinks; 
otherwise—— 

[He treats himself to a digestible 


ull, 

Mysetf (taking a leap into the 
darkness and deadly breaches). Since 
other gentlemen are not more obse- 
quious in gallantry, 1 hereby tender 
myself for honour of accompanyist 
and vade mecum, 

Miss Jess. (lowering the silken 
curtains of her almond-like orbs). 
Oh, really, Prince! So very unex- 
pected | I must obtain the expert 
opinion of my Mamma. 

Mistress MANKLETOW did approve 
the jaunt on condition of our being 

ed by a select lady boarder of 
the name of Spink as a fertium quid 
to play at propriety ; at which I was 
internally disgusted, fearing she 
would = the old gooseberry with 
our téte-a-téte. 

Having arrived at Olympia, we 
perambulated the bazaar prior to the 
commencement of the shows, and here 
(after parting with rs. 84 for three 
seats on the balcony) I did bleed more 
freely still, for Miss Jessmmmna ex- 
pressed a Pt ea tee to pos- 
sess my profile, snipped out of paper 
by the scissors of a Silhouette, for 
which I mulcted one shilling sterling. 

And, after all, although it proved 
the alter ego and speaking likeness of 
my embossed Bombay cap and golden 
ee she f the fault that 
it ren 
reflecting (with feminine imperceptivity) that, the material ing 
a as a Stygian, this criticism applied to the portraitures of 


@ 

Farther on I presented her and the female berry with a 
 etarie handkerchief a-piece, interwoven by a mechanism with their 
i appellation (another rupee !). ; ; 

en we arrived at a cage containing an automatic Devil revealing 
the future for a penny in the slit, and Miss Jess1mina worked the 
oracle with a coin advanced by myself, and the demon, after flashing 
his optics and consulting sundry playing-cards, did presently produce 
a small paper which she opened eagerly, 

Miss Jess, (after perusal). Only fancy! It says I’m “‘ to mary ® 
dark man, and go for a long journey, and be very rich,” t 
ridiculous nonsense! do you not think so, Pamce? 

Myself (with a tender sauciness). Poet SHAKSPEARE asserts there 
are more things in Heaven and earth than the Horatian ney 
I am not a superstitious—and yet this mechanical demon may have 
seen correctly through the brick wall of Futurity. Have you nota 
= adorer who might be described as dark, and to whose 
native land it is a long journey ? ; 

Miss Jess. (with the complexion of a tomato), It’s time we took 
our seats for the performance, And you are not to be a silly! 





(aim 


» 
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‘* With a large, stout constable.’ 


[Marcu 14, 1896. 


It is notorious that the English female vocabulary contains no more 
caressing and flattering epithet than this of ‘‘a silly,” so that I 
repaired to my seat immoderately encouraged by such gracious 
appreciation. Of the show, I can testify that it was truly magnifi- 
cent, though the introductory portion was somewhat spoilt by the too 
great prevalence of the bicycle, which is daily increasing its ubiquity, 
nor do I see the rationality of engaging a sats in topped boots to 
attend upon each machine, under the transparent pretentiousness of 
its belonging to the equine genus, since it can never become the 
similitude of a horse in mettlesome vivacity. 

My companions marvelled greatly at the severe curvature of the 
extremities of the cycle-track, which were shaped like the interior of 
a huge bowl, and while I was demonstrating to them how, from 
scientific considerations and owing to the centrifugal forces of 
gravitation, it was not possible for any rider to become a loser of his 
equilibrium—lo and behold ! two of the competitors made the facilis 
ue and were intermingled in the weltering hotchpot of a 
calamity. 

But on being disentangled they did limp away, and it is allowable 
to hope that they suffered no serious ismantling of their vital 
organs. Still, I cannot approve of 
these bicycle contentions, which are 
veritable provocative flights at the 
providential features. i 

It is mem, con, and undeniable that 
it was a wise move to transfer the race 
for the Derby Ribbon from the re- 
moteness of Newmarket Downs toa 
spot where it can be competed de die 
in diem and under a cover. And I 
was overjoyed to perceive Hon’ ble Sir 
Henry Irvine, who was pointed out 
to me, returned from United States 
of New York, and driving a 
open vehicle in company of Charley’s 
Aunt and a youth attired as amariner. 
But the pity of it, Horatio! that he 
had selected a steed of such snailish 
propensity as only to be budged by 
the pricks of a parasol! Moreover, I 
venture to hint that it was infra dig. 
for so respectable a Thespian to chase 
Charley’s Aunt around the circum- 
ference of the velodrome, and the 
spectacleof such incongruous spright- 
liness may detriment his fame as a 


tragic. 

The concluding entertainment was 
a military battle with the Chitralis; 
and how to express the swelling of 
my heart with the martial sentiment 
of courage at beholding the warriors 
on the march, and taking tender 
farewells of their ladyloves and 
fiancées, who were Niobe all tears on 
the shoulders of their nearest rela- 


tions | 

And pride further expanded my 
bosom to witness the construction of 
an impromptu bridge in a storm of 
snow across the bottomless pit of an 
abyss, and the gallantry with 
which British troops volleyed and 


my complexion of a too excessive murksomeness; not| thundered to the dismay of their barbarian adversaries | 


_ Such exhibitions do greatly assist in promoting 
implant the courageous impulse in many an unwar. 
can vouch from personal experience. 

After the termination I conducted my protégées to the Palmarium, 
where we sat under a shrub amass lemon crushes, brought by a 
neat-handed Phyllis in the uniform of a housemaid intermixed with 
a hospital nurse. Here occurred a most discomposing contretemps, 
for presently Miss Jzssrmmna uttered the complaint that two 
strangers were regarding herself and Miss Spink with the brazen 
eyes of a sheep, and even making nal comments on my 
nationality, which rendered me like under a harrow with burn- 
ing indignation, 

At length, being utterly beside myself with rage, I summoned one 
of the Phyllises and requested her to take steps to abate the nuisance, 
being met — . iling * toe Ee ie entreating my 
com ns no’ give way to panic and leave their cause in my 
banda I went in search of a policeman. 


atriotism, and 
e breast, as I 


Unfortunately some time flew before I could find one at liberty to 
understand my crucial position, nor could I obtain from him a legal 
opinion as to whether I could inister a or a slap in the ear 


to my insulters without incurring risk of retaliation in kind. 
And, on returning to the spot with a large, stout constable, I had 


—=, 
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the mortification to discover that the two impolite 
strangers had d d, and that Misses MANKLETOW and 
SpInK were similarly imperceptible. 

However, after prolonged search and mental anxiety, 
I returned alone, and was rewarded by finding my fair 
friends arrived in safety; and hearing that the two 
strangers had explained, in the gentlemanly terms of 
an apology, that they had mistaken them for acquaint- 


ances, 
tein of seal aut babbery, sates onpnttaty ae 
my design of assa a » more as 
am the happy receiver of many handsome anteaants 
on all sides upon the ss and savoir faire with 
which I extricated myself from my shocking fix. 

At which my countenance beams with the shiny 
resplendency of celf-satisfaction. 


ROUNDABOUT READINGS. 


MoRE ABOUT OLD SERVANTS, 


I LEFT off last week having said but little on the general 
character of old and fai servants—the epithets in 
this connection are practically synonymous. Feudalism 
as a vital force has vanished from the land, but in the 
relation of an old servant to the family he has served 
something of feudalism still lingers, something that 
enables one to understand the deep devotion of medieval 
retainers to their house and the fatherly interest of the 
lord in his dependants. It is curious how, as the years 

by, the ancient butler or body-servant assimilates 

e istics of the master he admires; imitates, 
let us say, his little bursts of temper, his manner of bear- 
ing himeelf, his walk, the fashion of his ties, and his way 
of wearing his hat, and offers to a different circle a 
reproduction, as close as circumstances will permit, of the 
general air of his beloved master. One venerable servitor 
of this kind it was my lot to know, and I shall never 
forget the old man’s grief and vexation when his master, 
who had long worn his collars turned down, was 
suddenly converted to the stick-up variety. It was as 
though the face of the world been completely 
changed, so difficult did he find it to accommodate him- 
self to his master’s new appearance. 


**Or course,” he observed, ‘‘ Mr. B. looks well in that 
kind of collar—he’d look well in anything ; but there 
was a something about the old ones which I can’t get in 
this new lot. It isn’t for me to make a remark, but 
there, Sir, don’t you think them turn-downs gave him a 
more noble look, ’aughtier as you may say, and more of 
the master. I’m certain it’s not so 7 to respect a 
stick-up.” ‘‘ Jackson,” I retorted, ‘I’m willing to 
stake my fortune you i be in stick-ups yourself before a month is 
past.” ‘Me, Sir? Never!” But in a fortnight the old fellow 
was in stick-ups, and went about his work as if he had never 
worn any other kind. He used t» be very severe, I remember, with 
the younger members of the family, and used to hurl at them curious 
and terrible compound oaths which he had contrived, so he said, to 
manufacture during his aes wanderings in attendance upon 
his master. ‘ Sakrabilliapo adonia, Master FrEppy, will you 
stop making that noise outside your father’s li door,” or 
‘* Jessessamanessy, Master Dick, if I ketch you stealing another 


of your father’s cambric erchers you and me will have 
to ; there’s no two words about that.’’ These are two of the 
& Dp I have heard him use. The youngsters, I am sorry to 


say, used to laugh at him, and take a fiendish delight in irritating 
him almost beyond enduranca. 


THE old servant, however, is to be known not merely by his venerable 
and awe-ins g ap ce. That, of course, is one mark, but it is 
not invariably fo _ The most certain indications are, first, an 
absolute devotion to his master and mistress; second, a fatherly 
interest in the younger members of the family ; and third, a claim, 
which is never contested, to be consulted in all family arrangements, 
and to have his views treated with deferential respect. The devotion 
does not exclude criticism, the fatherly interest often entails di 
approval of pranks to which boys and girls all the world over are 
prone. But as against the rest of the world the family is, in the eyes 
of the old servant, composed of immaculate paragons, and woe betide 
- ie rae se reneanes, to hint a fault in any one of them. — 

6 8 and gir 0 ey may grow up out into t 
world and become in their turn fathers and mothers, are, to the old 
servant, children to the end of the chapter, children who have to be 
|| protected against themselves, and whose wayward dispositions must 
i} always involve them in scrapes, out of which only an old servant's 
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A STORY WITHOUT WORDS. 


loyal ingenuity can extricate them. And how cheerfully the old 
fellow’s face glows, how warm is his faithful welcome when the 
captain returns from India, or the daughter of the house comes back 
for a time to the parental nest with a new little fledgeling in her arms. 
Old servants and —these are the only classes in which you find 
unquestioning faith and an attachment, rooted deep down in their 
very being, which nothing can alter or destroy. 


As I write there arrives a further communication relative to Mrs. 
ba batted of whose table-talk I gave a specimen last week. Here is 
another :— 

“We ’ad a Sane, Seoetenns and me, size of a pocket-’anky- 
chif, at Tottenham, where my brother ’e to come of a Sunday 
mornin’ with a pennywuth o’ mixed seeds in ’is pockets, all sorts ; 
and after cleanin’ the boots for me, which Boprinsky bein’ a Pole 
and proud never would do, but my brother o’ course ’ad been a 
dragoon and learnt to be ’andy, ’e used to plarnt them seeds all 
over the place, and sich a crush when they all a comin’ up, 
and no room for ’em—it was ’ere am I and where are you—but my 
brother ’e said when some of ’em died down the others would be a 
springin’ up, and we should always ’ave a show that way and ’e’d 
anes it ; bat not knowin’ the proper seasons for tin’ there 


was a rare muddle, and the little ’un ’e kep’ tearin’ of ’em up to see 


dis- | where the roots was. Still it was pretty cheery, and Boprinsky ’e 


rigged up a plank or two, with a nice piece of tarpaulin’ over the top, 
and read ’is noos there of a Sunday mornin’, and said it rather 
reminded ’im of oland. BosRINsKY, pore fellow, ’e died soon 
arter we left Tottenham of a pees noomonia, which is when you ’ave 
it in both lungs they call it ploral, But there, single noomonia is bad 
enough I say.”’ 


Uran has just been admitted into the American Union. It surely 
will be known as the Matrimonial State. 
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THE IRON AGE. 
From ‘‘ The World,” June, 1900, 


THe first meet of the Out-of- Hand Club Jast 
week was a great success, no fewer than six- 
teen autcmobile coaches assembling at the 
Magezine. Lord PENNINGTON’s turn-out, as 
usual, was the object of general admiration ; 
the brass- work of his engine was in perfect 
order, and he handled the lever with all his 
accustomed skill, That post of hcnour, the 
stoker’s seat, was occupied 7. Lady VERA 
PLANTAGENET. Sir THomas Jonxs’s petro- 
leum-car was also worthy of notice, al h 
some of the critics thought that the odour of 
the oil was a little excessive. Panctually at 
three o’clock, to the cheery blast of the steam- 
whistles, the procession started for Greenwich. 
Unfortunately Mr, Reppineaton’s accumula- 
tors refused to act, so that his «lectric coach ' 
was left standing, and had ultimately to be 
towed home by a traction-engine. to 
Greenwich, too, another casualty occurred, as 
Lord CoBBLE's car suddenly bolted down-hill. 
We believe that a few pedestrians were killed, 
but fortunately no 1 harm was done. 


* + 

WE re to have to record the death, 
under melancholy circumstances, of the Duke 
of PuppiEton, His Grace was extremely 
_|enxious to take part in the Division of last 
Tuesday.on the Infants’ Suffrage Bill, He 
drove to the House of Lords in his steam-car- 
riage, and, fearing that he would not arrive in 
time to vote, he rashly sat upon the safety- 
valve. He was said by the passers-by to have 
been travelling fully at the rate of a milea 
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1H Pe <= Th WH | minute when the boiler exploded. We hear 

ies WE UZ, that such fragments of his Grace as were after- 
S24 : Wy wards collected are to be interred to-morrow. | 

= pee —" } aa ee 

oo — ey y To those ladies of weak nerves who are un- 

oe = Nt | | , able to ride a bicycle, and find the ordinary 

\\ WA | automobile machine too skittish, we may con- 

\ +4 fidently recommend Messrs, Dosn’s new minia- 


ture steam-ro)lers, each of which is warranted 
quiet to ride and drive. Several of these dainty 
engines, tastefully painted in art cclours, have 
lately been seen in the Park, 


*x * 

A COMPLAINT comes from the Household 
Cavalry that it is extremely difficult to ride 
their new bicycle-chargers in the regalation 
top-boots. Hitherto their protests have met 
with no attention at the hands of the War 
Office, and we su that the usual red- 
tape difficulties be urged against an 
change. Yet the War Office can be radica 
enough on occasion. It is actually proposed 
to repaint in a darker colour the famous white 
machines of the Scots Greys, on the plea that 





/ a the present hue would be too conspicuous on 

CHERCHEZ LA FEMME.” © the battle-field! 
‘'T SEE YOU CHARGE ME ELEVENPENCE FOR YOUR MoutTron, Mr. Barton. Wuy 18 IT| Wr omitted to aaitatira at the time the last 
Mr. READ IN THE HicH STREET LETS ME HAVE IT FOR TENPENCE?” meet of the Pytchley, which took placa some 


“I’m suRE, M’m, I coULDN’T SAY—UNLESS IT’s HE’S TAKEN A FANCY TO you, M’m!” | weeks ago, The scent was exceedingly well 
With E ad valent uiak dlitismgh haten, Someee 
‘6 ith Eve in tow, and d t» bleed, vent any check a ugh the run. ongs 

CLIENTS FEEL CHEAP TO-DAY.” | | It swam alon eae ee the first to reach home was that well-known 


uite : : : 
Tue “‘ World’s Great Marriage Mart!” Its Till the ** Old a ” eit greed rider Mies Buster, who was mounted on a 
fate 








Ended in the Old Bailey. - ‘‘Scorcher” racer, which carried her admi- 
Shows it a trap for he’s; ——_———— rably. re ' - ae a “ aoe 
“* Good figures ”’ in the bait,— “Tae Boarp or Trape Returns,” was | PePer- aaa “se 
And allo in the foes! the heading of an article, in, the St, Stamens ker the future, 
os ae ss * * 
A “* better half” it might sometimes li Ateeed reader, ge holida ST theca Lovers of natural history will te glad to 


Provide for chaps with ; officials do have! How long has the Board hear that a specimen of that almost extinct 

But always grabbed—chief f its crimes— | been away ?” uadruped, the horse, was captured in Devon- 

The best half for itself, eens ea 9 week, Seven gamekeepers had 

- w Mr, Samvurt Srorgy pEciinEs A Txstt-| attempted to shoot it, but fortunately with- 

The ** turnover” nine thou., we learned, | montaL.—He thanks Mr. Catvert and the| out success. It was taken alive, and removed 
Which yearly did increase ; Liberal Association, but as to a testimonial, | to the Zoological gardens. Doubtless its pre- 

But now its managers are turned he eays, ‘‘ Not for me ; that’s quite another] sence there will attract crowds of visitors 
Over to the police ! Storey |” during the next few weeks. 
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“WELL MATCHED.” 


Oom Pavt (to ‘‘ Pushful Joe.”)—‘‘ LOOK HERE! PUSH-STROKE BARRED YOU KNOW!!” 
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Princess Bazilide—rather an unfortunate name to pronounce, 
since it sounds as if any actor, who has to speak of or to her, was 
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“FOR THE CROWN”; OR, MICHAEL AND HIS BAD ANCEL. 


Mrs. Pat CamPBeLt, Miss Emery, Mr. Darron, Mr. [an and Mr. 
ForBES RoBERTSON, appear triumphantly in case For the Crown 
fo 





Lady Winifred-Emery-Macbeth, Junior (to her husband). “Fancy! To 
be a king! to have your hair cut!! and to wear a nice new royal dressing- 
gown!!! Infirm of purpose! How can you hesitate?” 


‘A WRIGGLER TWISTER!” — ‘ 
Mrs. Patrick Campbell in the new Serpentine Squirm. 


at oo. The scenic artists Brother Ryan and Sister Hann have | suffering from a severe ‘‘ cold id de dose,” and was trying his best 
ex 


ed themselves. Craven’s picture of Trajan’s Arch most| to say ‘* Vaseline ””—is played with all the ‘‘ Emery pow ler” that 


picturesque. Admirable is equestrian Miss WINIFRED can put _into the 
statue of Warrior King of iddin, vw. character, Miss Z; Bazilide is this 


erected to celebrate a battle and a ** Michael's” Bad Angel, and is intended 


—~ \»s 


, Ay) p—4, on. oe 
Widdin on the same day, modelled by \ (fi ; (qf iy to be a_ fascinating Lady Macbeth 
Mr. Luccwesi (an’ sure the figare does ( Wtf) G Ky) \, Juntor, Wouldit not add to the attrac- 
look atsy on his horse), which leaves all dae yey tion, if, on three days of the week, Mrs. 


previous stage statues far behind, includ- 
ing our old friend the Statue of the Com- 
mendatore in Don Giovanni, 

The worst of a stage statue is that so 
much is expected of it. If it doesn’t 
descend, or nod, or show itself to be 
= something striking,” the audience is 
apt to be aieappointed. Fortunately in 

or the Crown, the interest felt in the 
fate of Constantine- Forbes- Brancomir- 
Robertson and of Mrs. Patrick-Militza- 
Campbell is so absorbing that the statue 
hasn’t achance against them. True that 
Forses Rosrrtson does place his face 
profile-wise, against the pedestal, as if 
giving the statue ‘‘a bit of his cheek,” 

ut as the statue, though very much ‘‘up 
in the stirrups,’ remains unmoved, the 
public interestin the effigy soon dies out. 

Mrs. Pat CAMPBELL, who was a lost 
angel to Forsrs RoBERTSON and Ewnry 
HavutHor Jonss as Michael’s Angel inthe 
short-lived clerical drama, now reappears 
as a became, by not, however, to 
Michael (his full title is Prince Michael 
Brancomir), but to Constantine his son. 
In this piece the good angel is Mrs, Pat 
CAMPBELL, and the bad angel, Miss 
Emery. After a most trying scene. 
splendidly acted by Messra. Datron and 

OBERTSON, Constantine slays his father 
Michael, who has been trying to ‘‘ save 


his beacon,” which Constantine-Robert- Yy 


son immediately kindles, and ina second, 
before you can say knife, all the fat is in 
tn Stephen, the Warrior-King-Bisho 
tephen, the Warrior-King-Bi an 
amiable representative of the Chorch 


a 
A 
a 
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Pat were to play Bazilide and Miss 
Emery Militza, and on the other three 
vice versa, and toss up for parts at 
matinées? These two women never 
meet, and consequently never have a 
great scene to themselves. 

Mr. MackrntTosH, disguised as a min- 
strel, with an instrument which he can’t 
play, and without a song, is, musically, 
disappointing: but he is all there as a 
** secret agent of the Sultan,” and per- 
haps might just now find diplomatic 
employment between St. Petersburg and 
Constantinople. Cart ARMBRUSTER’S 
music is in keeping with the general 
excellence that marks the entire pro- 
daction. Francois Coppkr’s {original 
French play may be poetically brilliant, 
but that it is so cannot be ered from 
Mr, Jonuw Davipson’s version of it. H 
Corrér and Davipson been dramatists, 
they would have given a grand scene to 
the two heroines, Not too late now. 
However, ‘‘leave well alone” is a good 
rule, and Mr. Forses RoBERTSON may 
rest content with its success. 

Usst ET onBI.—Mr, Punch begs to 
inform everyone everywhere that no 
number of his immortal publication 
will again bear date ‘‘ Saturday, Feb- 
ruary 29,” until the year 1992, Friends 
at a distance and subscribers yet unborn 
will please accept this intimation. 


INDISPUTABLE.— When a Lord Chan- 
cellor quits office he gets the Order of 
the Woolsack. 


Militant, isimpressively rendered by Mr. Forbes Robertson. “The play wants lightening, Here goes! ENGLISH ADAPTATION OF TRANSVAAL. 
Ian RoBERTSON, Ha! ha! a Blaze of Triumph fs —Cross country. 
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look aisy on his horse), which leaves all 
previous stage statues far behind, includ- 
ing our old friend the Statue of the Com- 
mendatore in Don Giovanni. 

The worst of a stage statue is that so 
much is expected of it. If it doesn’t 
descend, or nod, or show itself to be 
= something etriking ” the audience is 
- to be disappointed. Fortunately in 

or the Crown, the interest felt in the 
fate of Constantine-Forbes-Brancomir- 
Robertson and of Mrs. Patrick-Militza- 
Campbell is so absorbing that the statue 
hasn’t achance against them. True that 
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ut as the statue, though very much “‘up 
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public interestin the efligy soon dies out. 
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HavutHor Jones as Michael’s Angel inthe 
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as a warning angel, not, however, to 
Michael (his full title is Prince Michael 
Brancomir), but to Constantine his son. 
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Lady Winifred-Emery-Macbeth, Junior (to her husband). “Fancy! To 
be a king! to have ro hair cut!! and to wear a nice new royal dressing- 
gown!!! Infirm of purpose! How can you hesitate?” 


suffering from a severe ‘‘ cold id de dose,’’ and was trying his best 
to say ‘* Vaseline”’—is played with all the ‘‘ Emery powder” that 
Miss WINIFRED can put into the 
character. Miss Emery-Bazilide is this 
** Michael’s’’ Bad Angel, and is intended 
to be a fascinating Lady Macbeth 
Junwor, Wouldit not add to the attrac- 
tion, if, on three days of the week, Mrs. 
Pat were to play Baztlide and Miss 
Emery Militza, and on the other three 
vice versd, and toss up for parts at 
matinées? These two women never 
meet, and consequently never have a 
great scene to themselves. 

Mr. MackInTosH, disguised as a min- 
strel, with an instrument which he can’t 
play, and without a song, is, musically, 
disappointing: but he is all there as a 
** secret agent of the Sultan,” and per- 
haps might just now find diplomatic 
employment between St. Petersburg and 
Constantinople. Cart ARMBRUSTER’S 
music is in keeping with the general 
excellence that marks the entire pro- 
daction. Francois Coppfr’s {original 
French play may be poetically brilliant, 
but that it 1s so cannot be ered from 
Mr. Jonn Davipson’s version of it. H 
Coprée and Davipson been dramati 
they would have given a grand scene to 
the two heroines. Not too late now. 
However, ‘‘leave well alone” is a good 
rule, and Mr. Forses RoBeRTsON may 
rest content with its success. 


Serpentine Squirm. 


Ussi ET orBl.— Mr. Punch begs to 
inform everyone everywhere that no 
>~ number of his immortal publication 
will again bear date ‘‘ Saturday, Feb- 
ruary 29,” until the year 1992, Friends 
at a distance and subscribers yet unborn 
will please accept this intimation. 

INDISPUTABLE.— When a Lord Chan- 
cellor quits office he gets the Order of 
the Woolsack. 
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THINGS ONE WOULD HAVE EXPRESSED DIFFERENTLY. 


‘How ARE YoU, OLD Caap? ARE YOU KEEPING STROXG?” 
‘*No; ONLY JUS MANAGISG TO KEEP OUr OF MY Grave’ 
‘*Ou, I'm SORRY TO BEAR THAT!” 


AN IMPERIAL INTERVIEW. 
Brussels, March 4, 1896. 


Srz,—Armed with your credentials, I had no difficulty in obtaining 
an interview with the August Personage, whose name it is as well not 
to mention in view of the perturbed state of Europe, I found him at 
his Im eine of ey anges C oo ee be discreet), busil 
en with a large map of the wor ore him, in as 
cangta » some delightfcl foreign — AsI pet book aera he 
was singing, to a not unfamiliar air, the following words :— 

* Rule, rule the KarszEr, 


He rules the earth and waves, 
And Teutons ever, ever must be slaves,” 


** Words and music mine own,” he said, with some touch of —, 
as he begged me, as he expressed it, ‘‘ to come to an anchor.”’ I was 
struck by the August One’s attire, On his head he wore an eagled 
helmet; his coat was, if I mistake not, the full-dress swallow-tail of 
a British admiral, and his legs displayed the tight red continuations 
of a hussar, together with a pair of long sea-boots. The August One 
evidently noticed my surprise at his original costume, for he observed 
gravely, ‘* I am the impersonification of the Army and the Navy com- 

ined. I am, as it were, Mars-Neptune, formidable, awe-striking 
not to be contradicted. You see,” head pointing to the map; ** I 
am, as is my custom, amusing myself with a little game of Inter- 
national Harum-Scarum—my own invention and sufliciently enter- 
taining.” I begged the August One to explain. He graciously 
acceded to my request. 

“* Here, for instance. is Constantinople. A lot of Powers are 
knocking at the Porte—joke of my own, registered for my next comic 
opera. I encourage them to go on knocking, but I also him who 
has the key to be sure and not open the . One of the Powers 
knocks louder than the others; instantly, in the twinkle cf an eye 
(augenblick), I suggest to a good friend across the Atlantic that this 
noisy Power is about to poach on his territorial es. The 
nae _ Le Se et the noisy Power, _ eee 
suspe is knocking, and, before he can begin myself pu 
salt, manufactured solely in Teutonia, on his Neontine tail by means 
of another friend in South Africa, 
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| me as chestnut-out-of-the-fire-pickers, become too intimate. Heigh 


good|in Vanity Fair it all is! What ae Ba 


Powers, who are allied to' recommended by 
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resto! in an instant I frighten one with an apparition of a Great 
in the Balkan provinces, and I provide the other with terrible 
war-dancing in Eastern Africa. The Great Bear himself is not 
inclined to dance just now, but he shall foot the Zardas before I 
have done with him, For my most conceited neighbour, you know 
to whom I refer, I prepared a pretty pic-nic among the morasses of 
Madagascar. I have also, to his ever-to-be-regretted c invited 
him to have high words with the Power about the flesh pots of 
A conceited Iberian monkey on more one occasion, 

e rude faces at me. It less time than it takes to smoke a Cuban 
cigar, I have induced my good Translantic friend to his ears, 
and I have, for the chattering magpie next door to him, a rod in 
eg which shall be laid on not a thousand leagnes from Delagoa 

y- In the far East I aee manager a very effective drama in 
celestial pigtails got handsomely j ed, ard I am busily 
preparing another wondrously-intricate piece of the same nature. 
So you see I keep them all employed and myself entertained.” 

** But then, Sire,” I cried, ** you must be omnipotent.” 

**T am,”’ he replied, y drawing himeelf up till th _— on 
his helmet knocked some drops off the crystal chandelier. ‘‘I shall 
soon be master of the universe, sun, moon, and stars included.” 

At this moment an individual in uniform glided into the room, and, 
with respectful obeisance, presented a note, heavily sealed with red wax, 
to the A One. He tore it open with a triumphant smile; but, as 
he read, his countenance changed to an expres ion of concentrated 


fury. 
"Beasts | brutes! Unmentionable scoundrels!’ he cried savagely; 


and then perceiving me, he crumpled up the missive and flang it full 
in my face. Clutching the precious document in my right , and 
forgetting to pick up my hat and umbrella, I fled from the palace 


and rushed to the railway station, The Brussels express was just 
leaving, and I sank exhausted on the velvet cushions of a first-class 

e. What a terrible journey all on your account. Happily I 
was not pursued. Not till we had passed the frontier did I remove 
the letter from my boot and devour its contents. It ran as follows :— 


** Srre,—The Reichstag declines to spend another mark on never- 
to-be-satisfied naval ieutineute. Tour daveted, Von M,” 


Now I understand the a One’s wrath, and so I hope do you. 
Awaiting the ever-beneficial and welcome cheque, I am 
Your SprcraL CoRRESPONDENT. 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 


Tas Most Gorgeous Lady Blessington! An attractive title! 
Open Mr, Fitzaeratp Mot.oy’s book, and regard Sir Taomas Law- 
RENCE'S t of the Most Gorgeous herself! A lovely woman 
truly. unt D’Oxsay was not much of an artist, but he kaew a 
pretty woman when he saw one, and the Baron en-dorsay’s the 

unt’s opinion. Pvor ‘‘Gorgeous” one! This name was fathered 
on her by Dr. Pazr. The earliest portion of her existence was 
sad; so was the latest. Jn medio, gloriossissima! She belonged 
to the Book of Beauty and Keepsake period. MARGARET PowRR 
had a rough time of it in her father’s house, and a still her ia 
that of her husband, Mr. Farmer, Then, by the advice of a “* kind- 
hearted, honourable man,” Macerz Farmer farmed herself out to a 
protenetes living for six years ‘“‘ under the protection of Captain 

ENKINS,” oblivious of her Farmer husband. Suddenly appeared on 
the scene my Lord Biesstnaton, widower. ‘‘ When first he saw 
sweet Pracy,” as the song has it, the Earl desired to possess her: 
whereupon u JENKINS nobly effaced himself, on ideration 
of ten thousand pounds paid to him by my Lord Biessineron ; but 
before The Gorgeous Ma¥GaRET could obtain a divorce, her husband, 
the fuddled Far daring a drunken orgie, tumbled ont of a 
first-floor window, and ended his evening, and his days, in Middle- 
sex Hospital. Tnen Noble Earl made Pacey Countess, and from 
that time forth till Noble Earl paid debt of nature, leaving £2000 

er annum to his widow, the Gorgeous Pacey was Gorgeous indeed |! 
Not a genius but was lionised by her. She must have laughed in 
her sleeve (where is her real diary in Pepysian cipher?) at all the 
geniuses, with the exception of Count D’Orsay, with whom she 
subsequently lived; and in death they were not divided, as their 
stone sarcophagi stand side by side, having been designed and so 
placed by D’Oxsay himself; the one for Gorgeous Pacer, who died 
in 1849, and the other for the Count, who became a ‘* Count Oat” 
in 1852, In the very fall cast of dramatis persone the characters of 
Lord Brrow and the Countess Guiccroi are the most interesting, 
In any society, be it were it may, there is always a bore, ard the 
representative of this genus in this company is WattreR SavaGE 
Lanpork. Whether he writes or speaks he is tedious. What a scene 
ts are the Most Gor- 
geous Lady and the pee French ed Count! Asa stady 
of this artificial period Mr. Firzarratp Mo.tior's Gorgeous Lady 

lessington, in two volames, from Downey & Co.’s, 7 highly 

SRO, 
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THE MUZZLING REGULATIONS. 


ANOTHER OULPRIT, 








ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 
EXTRACTED FROM THE DIARY OF TOBY, M.P. 


House of Commons, Monday, March 2.— 
Nothing could exceed the solicitude with which 
JOKIM, expounding his naval scheme, contem- 
plated the amare feelings of foreign Powers 
when they learn how the British Fleet is to be 
strengthened. ‘* You really mustn’t,” he said, 
glancing across the silver streak, ‘‘compare this 
trifling amount of twenty-two millions spent on 
our Navy, with the frances, or marks, or roubles, 
or lire you lavish on your puny fleet. Just think 
of aoe — ee as - army = 
speakin ; no towers along her steep; her 
march fs o’er the mountain wave, her home is 
on the deep. of course we must make our- 
selves at home there, Nothing farther from our 
thoughts or intention than eee ou. In 
fact, if you look at it in the proper ich 


will see that this expenditure and this labour 
are incurred solely for your benefit. Think how 
much more valuable we are made to any friends 
of ours! That’s the ents way to look at it.” 
House much pleased at this way of puttin 
ings; hope same point of view be accepted 
at Berlin and other places where England is 
loved. Seventeen millions-and-a-half is the 
amount of additional expenditure involved in 
scheme, A — sum, which House faced with 
equanimity. Hicxs-Bracu has behaved nobly. 
As Joxm phrased it, ‘the CHanceLLoR or 
THE ExcHEQUER will generously put aside the 
us of this eae ork eee 
er the Naval orks Bill, which will amount 
to five millions-and-a-half.” 
That something like generosity. Possibly no 
country but England 


) any failure in the supply of 
possesses a citizen who stream of facts has been too much for it! 


_— 


“Wo saip ATROCITY (-MONGERS) !” 


A Study of a Vol tinct, not from dashed in with 
iluye in the supply of lava, but the ccld the Minister concerned opportunity of tr 





| would act in so princely a manner; and so quietly too. Sark tells 
me he hears Hicks-Bracu wanted 
| ‘* Put it down from Ms friend,’ ” he said to Joxrm, when volunteer- 


to act anonymously in the matter, 


g the little sum. 
J sata, not to be outdone in generosity, de- 


n . 

** No, Hicxs-Braca,” he said; ‘‘ a man who 
would put his hand his pocket, take out 
somebody else’s five millions-and-a-half, and 
lay it on the altar of his emer deserves to 
are his name publicly mentioned; and I shall 

l ‘ 

So Hicxs-Bracu had to sit there blushing 
whilst the House rang with applause at his 
unparalleled generosity. Only the Squire oF 
MALWwoop unresponsive, ; 

** Yes,” he said, with something more near 
approaching a sneer than is accu ed to 
expression on benevolent countenance, 
ae ’ve got the men, they ’ve got the ships, 
and they ’ve got our money, too.’ 

Business done.—New Naval Scheme ex- 
aces Colossal generosity of a right hon. 

ember. 

Tuesday.—ASHMEFAD-BARTLETT, like other 
forms of adversity, his uses, the last 
Parliament there were Members who affected 
belief that he was in the secret pay of Epwarp 
Grey and Sypngy Buxton. y he did 
much to improve and establish the reputation 
of those eminent statesmen. Whenever the 
course of events, whether in connection with 
Foreign Office or Colonial Office, tended to 
Paty wales at visey er Yuaed Wasa: 

point of view, up jum MIO, 
ith ridiculous question which gave 


him up, whacking him about the head, and, 
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me as chestnut-out-of-the-fire-pickers, become too intimate. Heigh 
to! in an instant I frighten one with an apparition of a Great 
in the Balkan provinces, and I provide the other with terrible 
war-dancing in Eastern Africa, The Great Bear himself is not 
inclined to dance just now, but he shall foot the Zardas before I 
have done with him. For my most conceited neighbour, you know 
to whom I refer, I prepared a pretty pic-nic among the morasses of 
Madagascar. I have also, to his ever-to-be-regretted cost, invited 
Re on ee eee ard ecg Seber ens flesh pots of 
concei monkey on more one occasion, 
made rude faces at me. It less time than it takes to smoke a Cuban 
cigar, I have induced my good Translantic friend to his ears, 
and I have, for the chattering magpie next door to him, a rod in 
_ which shall be laid on not a thousand leagnes from Delagoa 
ay. In the far East I stage- a very effective drama in 
which celestial pigtails got handsomely japanned, ard I am busily 
reparing another wondrously-intricate piece of the same nature. 
you see I keep them all employed and myself entertained.” 
* But then, Sire,” I cried, ** you must be omnipotent.” 
_*T am,” he replied, y drawing himself up till the si on 
his helmet knocked some drops off the crystal chandelier. ‘‘I shall 
soon be master of the universe, sun, moon, and stars included.” 

At this moment an individual in uniform glided into the room, and, 
with respectful obeisance, presented a note, heavily sealed with red wax, 
to the A One. He tore it open with a triumphant smile; but, as 
he read, countenance changed to an expres ion of concentrated 


f a 

"Beasts | brutes! Unmentionable scoundrels!’ he cried savagely; 
and then perceiving me, he crumpled up the missive and flang it full 
in my face. Clutching the precious document in my right hand, and 
septs to pick up my hat and umbrella, I fled from the palace 
and rushed to the railway station. The B express was jast 
leaving, and [ sank exhausted on the velvet cushions of a first-class 
carriage. What a terrible journey all on rene account. Happily I 
was not pursued. Not till we had d the frontier did I remove 
the letter from my boot and devour its contents. It ran as follows :— 


** Srae,—The Reichstag declines to epend another mark on never- 
to-be-satisfied naval armaments.— Your devoted, Von M.” 


Now I understand the a One’s wrath, and so I hope do you. 
Awaiting the ever-beneficial and welcome cheque, I am 





/ Your SpreciaL CoRRESPONDENT. 
THINCS ONE WOULD HAVE EXPRESSED DIFFERENTLY. 
‘'How ARE YOU, OLD Caap? ARE YOU KEEPING STROXG?” 
‘*No; ONLY JUS€ MANAGING TO KEEP OUL OF MY Grave ’ OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 
‘Ou, I’M sORRY 10 BEAR THAT!” Tas Most Gorgeous Lady Blessington! An attractive title! 
ee ee me Mr. ae ere book, a renee oT oe Law- 
RENCE's portrait o e Gorgeous herse] ovely woman 
AN IMPERIAL INTERVIEW. truly. unt D’Orsay was not much of an artist, but he kaew a 


Brussels, March 4, 1896. sheaf woman —_ he “ed one, and acre aes the 
= . : . unt’s opinion. Pvor “* Gorgeous” one! This name was fathere 

Poon 2 eee ven ocala, I mag 20 ones lap hipie gow on her by Dr, Pang, The earliest portion of her existence was 
a eeeithady ta shai oo shen ust bed stot, of Europe. If him at sad i so was the latest. In medio, gloriossissima! She belonged 
his Imperial Castle of ——— fit ie is thank ho bal om busily | 10 the Book of Beauty and — period. ManGarET PowkR 
- with & lasee ws S af tha work balers hte in planning, as had a rough time of it in her father’s house, and a still her ia 
¢ an delightfal Farlex 41 rr P his st poke that of her husband, Mr. Farmer. Then, by the advice of a ** kind- 
’ relg fh the ¥ 2°! hearted, honourable man,” Macere Farmer farmed herself out to a 


was singing, to a not unfamiliar following words :— rotectionist, living for six years ‘under the protection of Captain 
“* Rule, rule the Karszr, ENKINS,” oblivious of her Farmer husband. Suddenly appeared on 
He me the earth and baad, 7 the scene my Lord Buessinaton, widower. ‘' When first he saw 
And Teutons ever, ever must be elavcs, sweet Pracy,” as the song has it, the Earl desired to possess her: 


** Words and music mine own,” he said, with some touch of pride, | whereupon unselfish JknKINS nobly effaced himself, on consideration 
as he begged me, as he expressed it, ‘‘ to come to an anchor.”’ 5 was| of ten thousand pounds paid to him by my Lord BiEssineron ; but 
struck by the August One’s attire. On his head he wore an eagled | before The Gorgeous MavGaner could obtain a divorce, her husband, 
helmet; his coat was, if I mistake not, the full-dress swallow-tail of | the fuddled eee, daring a drunken orgie, tumbled ont of a 
a British admiral, and his legs displayed the tight red continuations | first-floor window, and ended his evening, and his days, in Middle- 
of a hussar, together with a pair of long sea-boots, The August One| sex Hospital. Tnen Noble Earl made Pacey Countess, and from 
evidently noticed my surprise at his original costume, for he observed | that time forth till Noble Earl paid debt of nature, leaving £2000 
vely, ‘* I am the impersonification of the Army and the Navy com- | per annum to his widow, the Gorgeous Pacey was Gorgeous indeed | 
i I am, as it were, Mars-Neptune, formidable, awe-striking, | Not a genius but was lionised by her. She must have laughed in 
not to be contradicted. You see,” he added, pointing to the map ; ft | her sleeve (where is her real diary in Pepysian cipher?) at all the 
am, as is my custom, amusing myself with a little game of Inter-| geniuses, with the exception of Count D’Orsay, with whom she 
national Harum-Scaram—my own invention and sufliciently enter- | subsequently lived; and in death oe were not divided, as their 
taining.” I begged the August One to explain. He graciously| stone sarcophagi stand side by side, having been designed and so 
acceded to my request. placed by D’Ousay himself; the one for Gorgeous Pacer, who died 
“* Here, for instance. is Constantinople. A lot of Powers are|in 1849, and the other for the Count, who became a ‘* Count Oat” 
knocking at the Porte— joke of my registered for my next comic|in 1852, In the very fall cast of dramatis persone the characters of 
opera. I encourage them to go on knock , but I also fell him who| Lord Byron and the Countess GuiccroLi are the most interesting. 
has the key to be sure and not open the . One of the Powers|In any society, be it were it may, there is always a bore, ard the 
knocks louder than the others; instantly, in the twinkle cf an eye| representative of this genus in this company is WALTER SavaGE 
(augendlick), I suggest to a ood friend across the Atlantic that this| Lanpor. Whether he writes or speaks he is tedious. What a scene 
noisy Power is about to poach on his territorial es. The good|in Vanity Fair it all is! What ey Puppets are the Most Gor- 
friend takes the bait and threatens the noisy Power, who instantly | geous Lady and the ae French Polished Count! Asa study 
suspends his knocking, and, before he can begin again, I myself put| of this artificial period Mr. Firzarratp Mo.or's Gorgeous Lady 
salt, manufactured solely in Teutonia, on his leonine tail by means} Blessington, in two volames, from Downry & Co.’s, is highly 
of another friend in South Africa, Powers, who are allied to' recommended by Tue Baron, 
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THE MUZZLING REGULATIONS. 
ANOTHER OULPRIT, 


ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. | would act in so princely a manner; and so quietly too. Sarx tells 
me he hears Hicks-Beacu wanted to act anonymously in the matter, 
EXTRACTED FROM THE DIARY OF TOBY, M.P. | ‘‘ Put it down from ‘ A friend,’ ” he said to Joxmm, when volunteer- 
House of Commons, Monday, March 2.— Sas ing the little sum. 
Nothing could exceed the solicitude with which Pt JoxIM, not to be outdone in generosity, de- 
naval scheme, contem- clined 


JOKIM, expounding ° 
When they learn how the firitish Fleet is to be seiaila vas Mix eed th. is goss ak 
a e ou 
some else’s five maliakacaudeaebadt, and 
lay it on the altar of his country, deserves to 
reg his name publicly men ; and I shall 
i 
So Hicxs-Bracu had to sit there blushin 
whilst the House rang with use at 
unparalleled generosity. Only the SquikE oF 
meee eye — a 
** Yes, , With some more near 
approaching a sneer than is Saeed to fing 
hla 25—AL///// th : oot i) ee te ase 
Pie Mane PA, " ve e me ve e . 
AN ea ea) q and t ay vege: our aanay. a 
me) Wan) Business done.— New Naval Scheme ex- 
) ) i yi omer Colossal generosity of a right hon. 
HUY 


our Navy, with the francs, or marks, or roubles, 
or lire you lavish on your puny fleete. Just think 
seabtas 6B: 36 even: tiiee ker anes 

; no towers along ; her 
aaa o o’er the mountain wave, her home is 
on the deep. So of course we must make our- 
selves at home there. Nothing farther from our 
thoughts or intention than ene you. In 
fact, if you look at it in the proper lig 
will see that this expenditure and this labour 
are incurred solely for your benefit. Think how 
much more valuable we are made to any friends 
of ours! That’s the ere way to look at it.”’ 

a 


setace coe ile pete ct tie wile anopted 
8; same of view 
at Berlin and ether alnaas where land is 
loved. Seventeen ions-and-a- is the 
amount of additional expenditure involved in 
scheme, A tidy sum, which House faced with 
equanimity. Hicxs-Bracu has behaved nobly. 
As Joxm phrased it, “‘the CHanceLLoR OF 
THE EXCHEQUER will generously put aside the 
the Naval Yorks Bill, which oa a Party post of view, up jumped fro 

er the Na or amoun “ i ” n ew, up jum MIO 
wh wamdon Wis coaiouels,. ‘Taulidy weil Sey of oleae rece ently extent from dashed in yea one ines 

at som e generosity. Possibly no i in the ly of but the cold the er concerned 0 
country but England possesses a citizen zie sthoash of feats hen been too wench or it! ~ him up, whacking hifi Ghout the head, an 


y) ember. 

.—ASHMEAD-BartiEtt, like other 
forms of adversity, has his uses, In the last 
Parliament there were Members who affected 
belief that he was in the secret pay of Epwarp 
Grey and Sypngy Buxton. y he did 
much to improve and establish the reputation 
of those ent statesmen. Whenever the 
course of events, whether in connection with 
Foreign Office or Colonial Office, tended to 

for Ministers from 
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THINGS ONE WOULD HAVE EXPRESSED DIFFERENTLY. 


‘‘How ARE YOU, OLD Caap? ARE YOU K&EPING STROXG?” 
‘*No; ONLY JUS® MANAGING TO KEEP OUr OF MY GRAVE’ 
‘Ou, I’m SORRY TO BEAR THAT!” 


AN IMPERIAL INTERVIEW. 
Brussels, March 4, 1896. 


Srr,—Armed with your credentials, I had no difficulty in obtaining 
an interview with the August Personage, whose name it is as well not 
to mention in view of the perturbed state of Europe, him at 
Imperial Castle of Pansmutter (it is beat to be discreet), busil 

en with a large map of the world before him, in pl g, as 
imagined, some delightfal foreign trips. As I entered his study he 
was singing, to a not unfamiliar air, the following words :— 

** Rule, rule the KarsEr, 

He rules the earth and waves 

And Teutons ever, ever must be slaves.” 


** Words and music mine own,” he said, with some touch of gang 





as he begged me, as he expressed it, ‘‘to come to an anchor.” I was 
struck by the August One’s attire. On his head he wore an eagled 
helmet; his coat was, if I mistake not, the full-dress swallow-tail of 


a British admiral, and his legs displayed the tight red continuations 
of a hussar, together with a pair of long sea-boots. The August One 
evidently noticed my surprise at his original costume, for he observed 
vely, ** I am the impersonification of the Army and the Navy com- 
i I am, as it were, Mars-Neptune, formidable, awe- i 
not to be contradicted. You see,” he added, pointing to the map ; ot 
am, as is my custom, amusing myself with a little rame of Inter- 
national -Scarum—my own invention and sufficiently enter- 
taining.” I begged the August One to explain. He graciously 
acceded to my request. 
‘“* Here, for instance. is Constantinople. A lot of Powers are 
at the Porte—joke of my own, registered for my next comic 
them to go on knooki , but I also him who 
to be sure and not open the . One of the Powers 
knocks louder than the others; instantly, in the twinkle cf an eye 
(augenblick), I suggest to a good friend across the Atlantic that this 
noisy Power is about to on his territorial es. The good 
takes the bait and threatens the noisy Power, who instantly 


fri 

suspends his knocking, and, before he can begin I myself put 
salt, manufactured salaky in Teutonia, on his pes i oy ‘iatans 
of another friend in South Africa. ‘Two 
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Powers, who are allied to' recomm 
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me as chestnut-out-of-the-fire-pickers, become too intimate. Heigh 
—— in an instant I frighten one with an apparition of a Great 
in the Balkan provinces, and I provide the other with terrible 
war-dancing in Eastern Africa. The Great Bear himself is not 
inclined to dance just now, but he shall foot the Zardas before I 
have done with him. For my most conceited neighbour, you know 
to whom I refer, I prepared a pretty pic-nic among the morasses of 
Madagascar. I have also, to his ever-to-be-regretted cost, invited 
him to have high words with the ere about the flesh pots of 
t. A conceited Iberian monkey has, on more one occasion, 
e rude faces at me. It less time than it takes to smoke a Cuban 
cigar, I have induced my good Translantic friend to his ears, 
and I have, for the chattering magpie next door to him, a rod in 
pa which shall be laid on not a thousand leagnes from Delagoa 
y: the far East I ed a very effective drama in 
which celestial pigtails got handsomely japanned, ard I am busily 
preparing another wondrously-intricate piece of the same nature. 
So you see I keep them all employed and myself entertained.” 

** But then, Sire,” I cried, ** you must be omnipotent.” 

_*T am,” he replied, proudly drawing himself up till the eagle on 
his helmet knocked some drops off the crystal chandelier. ‘‘I shall 
soon be master of the universe, sun, moon, and stars included.” 

At this moment an individual in uniform glided into the room, and, 
with respectful obeisance, presented a note, heavily sealed with red wax, 
to the A One. He tore it open with a triumphant smile; but, as 
he read, countenance changed to an expres ion of concentrated 


fury. 

" Beasta | brates! Unmentionable scoundrels!” he cried savagely; 
and then perceiving me, he crumpled up the missive and flang it full 
in my face. Clutching the precious document in my right hand, and 
forgetting to pick up my hat and umbrella, I fled from the palace 
and rushed to the railway station, The Brussels express was jast 
leaving, and I sank exhausted on the velvet cushions of a first-class 

e. What a terrible journey all on your account. Happily I 
was not pursued. Not till we had e frontier did I remove 
the letter from my boot and devour its contents. It ran as follows :— 

** Srre,—The Reichstag declines to spend another mark on never- 
to-be-satisfied naval armaments.— Your devoted, Von M.’’ 
Now I understand the a pee One’s wrath, and so I hope do you. 
Awaiting the ever-beneficial and welcome cheque, I am 
Your SpPEcIAL CoRRESPONDENT. 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 


Tas Most Gorgeous Lady Blessington! An attractive title! 
Open Mr, Fr1zazratp Mo ioy’s book, and regard Sir Taomas Law- 
RENCE's portrait of the Most Gorgeous herself! A lovely woman 
truly. unt D’Oxsay was not much of an artist, but he knew a 

retty woman when he saw one, and the Baron en-dorsay’s the 
unt’s opinion. Pvor ‘‘ Gorgeous” one! This name was fathered 
on her by Dr. Pank. The earliest portion of her existence was 


sad; so was the latest. Jn medio, jossissima! She belonged 
to the Book of Beauty and Keepsake period. GARET PowRR 
had a rough time of it in her father’s house, and a still pean 

1 - 


that of her husband, Mr. Farmer, Then, by the advice of a 
hearted, honourable man,’’ Macere Farmer farmed herself out to a 
oeeen living for six years ‘‘ under the protection of Captain 
ENKINS,” oblivious of her Farmer husband. Suddenly appeared on 
the scene my Lord Buiesstneton, widower. ‘' When he saw 
sweet Preacy,” as the song it, the Earl desired to possess her: 
whereupon JENKINS nobly effaced himself, on consideration 
of ten thousand pounds paid to him by my Lord BiEssineron ; but 
before The Gorgeous MakGaRerT could obtain a divorce, her husband, 
the fuddled aes daring a drunken orgie, tumbled out of a 
first-floor window, and ended his evening, and his days, in Middle- 
sex Hospital. Tnen Noble Earl made Pecey Countess, and from 
that time forth till Noble Earl paid debt of nature, leaving £2000 
er annum to his widow, the Gorgeous Pacey was Gorgeous indeed ! 
Not a genius but was lionised by her. She must have laughed in 
her sleeve (where is her real diary in Pepysian cipher?) at all the 
geniuses, with the exception of Count D’Onsay, with whom she 
subsequently lived; and in death ae. eee not divided, as their 
stone sarcophagi stand side by side, having been designed and so 
placed by D’Ossay himself; the one for Gorgeous Pacer, who died 
in 1849, and the other for the Count, who became a ‘‘ Count Oat” 
in 1852, In the very fall cast of dramatis persone the characters of 
Lord Byron and the Countess GuiccroLi are the most interesting. 
In any society, be it were it may, there is always a bore, ard the 
representative of this genus in this company is WALTER SAvaGE 
Lanpor, Whether he writes or speaks he is tedious. 
in Vanity Fair it all is! What show ippets are the Most Gor- 
geous Lady and the ee French Polished Count! Asa study 
of this artificial period Mr. Firzakratp Moriory's Gorgeous Lady 
Blessington, in two volumes, from Downry & Co.’s, is highly 
by Tue Baron, 


at a scene 
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THE MUZZLING REGULATIONS. 


ANOTHER OULPRIT, 








ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 
EXTRACTED FROM THE DIARY OF TOBY, M.P. | 


House of Commons, Monday, March 2.— 
Nothing could exceed the solicitude with which 
JOKIM, expounding his naval scheme, contem- 
plated the — feelings of foreign Powers 
when they learn how the British Fleet is to be 
strengthened, ‘* You really mustn’t,” he said, 
glancing across the silver streak, ‘compare this 
trifling amount of twenty-two millions spent on 
our Navy, with the franes, or marks, or roubler, 
or lire you lavish on your a fleete. Just think 
of your armies, Britannia has no army worth 
speaking of; no towers along her steep; her 
march is o’er the mountain wave, her home is 
on the deep. So of course we must make our- 
selves at home there. Nothing farther from our 
thoughts or intention than threatening you. In 
fact, if you look at it in the proper light, you 
will see that this expenditure and this labour 
are incurred solely for your benefit. Think how 
much more valuable we are made to any friends 
of ours! That’s the proper way to look at it.” 
House much pleased at this way of puttin 
things; hope same point of view will be 
at Berlin and i where England is 
loved. Seventeen ions-and-a-half is the 
amount of additional expenditure involved in 
scheme, A tidy sum, which House faced with 
equanimity, Hicxs-Bracu has behaved nobly. 
As Joxm phrased it, ‘“‘the CHANCELLOR OF 
THE ExcHEQUER will generously put aside the 
lus of this year to meet the me romans 
under the Naval Works Bill, which will amount 
to five millions-and-a-half.”’ 


—s 


That arr So generosity. Possibly no any failure in the supply of lav 


country but 








“Wo samp ArRociry(-monozrs) !” arty in eae 
A Study of a Volcano recently extinct, se from dashed in with ridi 


but the cold 


possesses a citizen who stream of facts has been too much for it! 


| would act in so princely a manner; and so quietly too. Sanx tells 
me he hears Hicks-Bgacu wanted to act anonymously in the matter, 
‘* Put it down from ‘ A friend,’ ”’ he said to Joxrm, when volunteer- 


ing the little sum. ] E 
se os not to be outdone in generosity, de- 
nl . 
‘No, Hicks-Bracn,” he said; ‘‘ a man who 
would put his hand in his pocket, take out 


somebody else’s five millions-and-a-half, and 
lay it on the altar of his country, deserves to 
have his name publicly mentioned; and I shall 


do it,” 

So Hicks-Bracu had to sit there blushing 
whilst the House rang with applause at his 
unparalleled generosity. Only the Squire oF 
MALWooD unresponsive. 

** Yes,” he said, with something more mosray 
approaching a sneer than is accu ed to fin 
expression on his benevolent countenance, 
**they ’ve got the men, they ’ve got the ships, 
and they ’ve got our money, too.’ 

Business done.— New Naval Scheme ex- 
i Colossal generosity of a right hon. 

ember. 


Tuesday.—ASHMEAD-BARTLETT, like other 
forms of adversity, has his uses, the last 
Parliament there were Members who affected 
belief that he was in the secret pay of Epwarp 
Grey and Sypngy Buxton. ly he did 
much to improve and establish the reputation 
of those eminent statesmen. Whenever the 
course of events, whether in connection with 
Foreign Office or Colonial Office, tended to 
make ma em sing for Ministers from | 
P point of view, up jumped Sromzo, | 

culous question which gave 
the Minister concerned Speee any of tripping 
him up, whacking him about the head, and, 
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amid the cheers and laughter occasioned by incident, walking off | his seat or taking off his hat, he would forthwith be haled forth and 


reinstated. : 
To-night Epwazp Grey placed under renewed obligations from same 
quarter, Sam SmiTH submitted case of Armenia in one of thoseforceful, 


Ly wee ' Y 
SI Wie 
\ \ ) | 
a IL 
ip 


iT 


SAND 





The Latest Surprise from the Transvaal. 


er stirring speeches which are all too brief for appetite of de- 
fighted ouse. Epwarp Grey about to follow when Srtomio took the 
floor. Evidently in best form; his noble nature stirred to deepest 
depths by aspersions upon the gentle Turk. It was true that, t 
his will, in anguished suppression of his instincts, Turk had butchered 
a few Armenians, including women and children. But it was all the 
fault of Sam Swmiru. ith terrible voice, with fat forefinger 
ominously shaken in his direction, S1.om10 denounced the blameless 
Samuet and ‘‘his co-atrocity-mongers,” as directly responsible for 
any little misunderstanding that may have arisen between the 
Turks and their Christian fellow-subjects, resulting in bayoneting, 
burning alive, dismembering, and other extreme controversial pro- 
ceedings. After this blatant pcrformance—suggestive in tone and 
manner, as SARK says, of the Walk-up; Walk-up Gentleman in 
front of the fair caravan just before the show be gins—came Epwarp 
Gsry with his quiet manner, his high tone, his studiously fair- 
mindedness. To him succeeded Grorck Cuszon in far away the 
best speech he has yet made inthe House. A difficult position for 
the spokesman of Foreign Office met with a courage, frankness and 
sagt tt Pag charmed the gathering audience. 

“Nothing, my dear Tony,” said Prince Arnrnuor, looking down 
from the pyramidal heiehts of his thirty-eight years, ‘‘ has for a long 
time given me keener pleasure than listening to these two speeches. 
Endurance of the strength and fame of the House of Commons rests 
not with the old Parliamentary Hands, but with the jeune école. As 
long as we have young men like Epwarp Grey and GrorGre Curzon 
coming forward, so long will the Mother House of Parliament maintain 
her high reputation.” 


Curious to find Praryce ARTHUR quite naturally assuming these 
patriarchal airs, By-and-by we shall have him adopting Mr. G.’s 
‘*at my time 


Et rag and talking solemnly about having arriv 
of life.’ 

Business done.—Government admit they can do nothing to help 
Armenia, ‘* Very well,” says the House, cheerfully ; ‘* go on doing it.” 


Thursday.—Dr. TANNER is becoming disappointed with the new 
SpeaKER. He looks so bland, has such pleasant voice, such courteous 
manner, Seems as if you. could do anything with him. Tanner 
discovers that, as he puts it, the leg is on the other boot. No chance 
for a sportive member. Cate Tees TANNER, attempting to raise 
point of order when House been cleared for division, had every 


advantage taken of him. Happened to be sitting under gallery above 
Gangway when opportunity presented itself, Sprang to his feet to 
address Chair. That he knew was out of order. Supposing when 


debate in progress a Member were to join in it without rising from 


cast into lowest dungeon beneath the castle moat. On the contrary, if, 

Houee being cl for a division, a Member having something to 

say co y rises, bows to the SPEAKER, and opens his mouth, 

he is borne down with ange cries of ** Order! Order!” Accordin 

to fundamental principle of British Constitution, a Member in suc 

circumstances must remain seated, press his hat over his brows, and 
aloud, ‘‘ Mr. SPEAKER! ” 

ANNER wouldn’t have minded that, only, unfortunately, hadn’t 
ot a hat handy. Mr. G. once, in similar circumstances, accepted 
oan of FarreER HerscHer’s hat—an accidental service which ulti- 

mately landed the then Member for Durham on the Woolsack. 
TANNER having no cellorships to give away, no one would 
lend him a hat. Before he could ‘* convey ” one, opportunity fled, 
When, later, he attempted to recapture if, bellowing ‘* No!” when 
SpEAKEk said ‘‘ The Ayes have it,”’ SPEAKER ignored his existence, 


Sh i ede, “17 boven Tt 
ese pen ee even wi im yet, 
said this relic of the Old Bo just on the stroke of adulekt 


after long debate on Shipbuilding Vote, TANNER rose. If he spoke 
for three minutes would carry debate over to another sitting. Prince 
ARTHUR, swift as hawk on hapless pigeon, pounced, 

‘**T beg to move,” he said, ‘* that the question be now put.” 

“Gag! Gag!” roared TANNER in fury. 

Then the SPEAKER, in provokingly quiet manner, observed, that if 
this sort of thing went on he would have to call the attention of 
House to his conduct. ‘‘ And this is a so-called free country!” said 
TANNER, stamping out to the Division Lobby. 

Business done.—Houtse got into Committee on Shipbuilding Vote. 

Friday.—SvuTHERLAND, K.C.M.G., back, after six weeks in the 
alternating sunshine and snow of Riviera. ‘‘ Hope you haven't 
been overworking yourself,” I said, regarding with anxious solicitude 
his pensive countenance, 

** No,” said the Chairman of the P. & 0., with hands deep in his 
pockets, and a far-away look in his eyes, “‘ But you see, a big con- 
cern like ours requires constant care and absolute self-devotion on the 
part of those who manage its affairs. One must have his eye every- 
where. Bombay, Calcutta, Yokohama, and the Australian ports 
loom Jarge on our jist. But the Chairman must also keep in 
touch with smaller ports, such as Rome, Florence, Cannes, and 

Business done —Well, we pretty equally divided the sitti 
between a local Belfast Bill and diecussion of new scheme of Nava 
Defence. The Belfast Corporation Bill, as more important, had 





“Tt had been said that such ideas as he held were prehistoric doctrines. 
Well, he would rather have the doctrine of a prehistoric statesman than the 
ravings of an oe Jingo. (Laughter.) What was the good of a man if 
he had to walk about in heavy armour all his life. (Laughter.)’’—Sir 
Wilfrid Lawson, March 6. 


precedence. When dinner hour approached, and most Members, 
worn out with squabble in back streets of Derry, had gone off to 
dinner, took up the Navy Votes. 


Limerick ‘‘ Twist’? rok New Yor«k ‘‘Srraicut Cur,”—On the 
very day that Lord Dunraven was expelled from the New York 
Yacht Club, he was appointed Lord Lieutenant of Limerick. 
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PARNASSUS PRESERVED 
(From the Machinations of Parker 
Sea Singth: ett 

To**‘ edit ”,our new Laureate 
BALFouR at once refuses ; 
Since no department of the State 
Is managed by the Muses, ' 
Poesy’s triumph is immense | 
How could it be immenser ? 
ae incapable of sense 
She doth not nead a censor | 
She’s free to shirk that arduou: task 
Beauty to blend with high sense; 
And is not called upon to ask 
For a poetic license 


Mem. for Football Prophets." 


THERE is many a slip 
’Twixt the Cup and the “tip.” 


VICE VERSA. 


Sir JoHn Mriixais is not in com- 
plete possession of his own voice, 
thourh he has that of the Academy, 
unanimously, for the Presidency. 
Meeting him the other day. a sym- 
pathising friend* observed, ‘* My 
dear Sir Joun,"if you have the 
Academy dinner this year you’ll 
reauire a deputy to speak for you.” 
‘**T can get a lot of people to ‘speak 
for me,’ bless ’em!” replied the 
President. ‘* You see,” he con- 
tinued, ‘“‘it isn’t a deputy I re- 
quire: what I want is, as a coster 
would huskily call it, ‘a vice,’ ” 


A Practicat SueGEstion.— Why 


PUNCH, 





be Wheel, 
le we iia y=) / 
Vegas Bip * 


Doctor (meeting village dame, after calling on her husband), ‘‘ Your 


should not the sails of Lord Don-| Huspanp ’s vERY LOW!” 


RAVEN’S new yacht, Cari-ad, be 
utilised by eminent pill makers ? 


Wife. ‘‘Oa, Mn. BLANDFORD, Sirk! O8, HE’S ALLERS BEEN 
MOST RESPECTABLE !” 
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RUS IN. URBE. 

(A Cockney Rhapsody.) 
As I stroll through Piccadilly, — 
Scent uf blossoms borne from Scilly 
Greets me. J egal, rose, and lily, 
Violet and daffydowndilly. 
Oh the fouling sweet and thrilly 
That these blossoms flounced and 


frilly 
From sof plains and headlands hilly 
Bring my breast in Piccadilly | 
It subdues me willy-nilly, ; 
Though such sentiment seems silly, 
Anda bunch,dear, buysyour WILLY, 
To dispatch, by post. to MILLy, 
Dwelling, far from Piccadilly, — 
In moist lowlands, rushed and rilly, 
Blossomy as Penzance or Scilly. 
Sweets to the sweet! ‘* Poor Silly- 
Bruty!” 

You may say, in accents trilly. 
When the Een in the stilly 
Eve, from distant Piccadilly, 
Bears this box of rose and lily, 
Violet and daffodilly, 
To the rural maiden, MILLy, 
From her urban lover, 

WILLY. 


P.S. 

Dry as toke and ekilly, 
Is this arid Piccadilly, 
Notwithstanding rose and ay 
All the beauteous blooms of Scilly, 
Raft of that flower of fl»wers— 


MILty, 
So, at least, thinks 
** Sitty Brity.” 

A Cure Nore-TAKER.—A canny 
Scot suzgests that, in view of the 
many unprotected children running 
about the crowded high road of 
Kilburn, the place should be re- 
named Kill-bairn. Stick to your 
Burns, douce mon ! 








A WORD AGAINST GUSH, 


AND FoR ‘'THE OLD Gana,” 
(Not.by Alg-rn-n Ch-rl-s Sw-nb-rne.) 


THe Queen of the Sea said one morning : 
‘*Tne mightiest of statesmen on eart 
Are-themes for the lute-thrummer’s sc _rniog, 
And matters for minstrelish mirth. 
With bothers and pothers 
I’m having a bad time; 
To school me, and rule me 
I’ll try the lords of rhyme, 


‘* Their verses pipe praise of my story, 
My power is the theme of their choice, _ 
The wrath of my waves is their glory, 
Sea-storms, they declare, are my voice, 
ak fear it who hear it. 
(Though poets have told me 
They sicken, sore-striken 
When they are on the sea.) 


** As lords of my fate and my keepers, 
' ee of my Police m ships, 
ry these sweet o s and cheepers 
Who love me so much—with their hoa: ; 
They ’re haters of traitors, 
False friends or foes descried. 
gf "1l shatter and scatter 
y foemen far and wide. 


** There ’s ALGERNON, rapid in rancour; 
There ’s WILLIAM, who seeps at Turk guile; 
There ’s ALFRED—on him I may anchor; 
There ’s LEwIs, on whom the Rads smile. 


**T ll tery their afflatus in action! 
Wee’s gone, and his place is not known ; 
While faction is squabbling with faction, 
Like dogs who contend for a bone. 
They care not, they spare not, 
hen at each other’s thruats ; 
They muster, and bluster, 
‘* Blind ranks and bellowing votes.” 


“The poets are now my sol peerage | 
They will not come shuffling their mobs ; 
Of singers it seems the small-beer-sge, 
But—bardlings won’t perpetrate jobs. 
The sobbing and throbbing 
Of lyres my State may save ; 
They sneer not, ani jeer not 
At Britons rule the Wave!”’ 


* * co 


€ 
Alas! the Bards split into parties, 
As bitter as bitter could be. 
Yelled AtcERNON, “‘ Hireling! True Art is 
To sing—upon shore—of the S2a! 
In justice, my trust is ; 
lf foeman nearer creep, 
Fierce curses—in verses — 
Will drive them to the deep!” 


Wailed Wittram: “* Our was right royal, 
Bat daty no longer we heed. 
Dashed Anpor laughs at us, dis] yal, 
We racrifice glory to greed. 
No nation holds station 
More low than England now. 
Oh, Britain, gold-bitten, 
Cain’s brand is on thy bruw!”’ 


The wages of ages 
Of commerce she has kept. 

Fame fa'‘ls them, shame veils them, 
Who dare suggest she—slept! ” 


‘* Nay,” Lewis retorted, ‘‘ we know it, 
This brag about power and fame, 
You call yourself patriot and poet? 
The glory you hymn is our shame! 
oom darker and starker 
Is standing at our gate ; 
Those Tories our glorie; 
ill shadow,—sure as fate!” 
oe x oe * 


The QuEEN muttered: ‘‘ Ah! much I mis- 
doubt me! 
E’en Bards are not all on one side. 
I’d best bind my armour about me, 
And look to my statesmen for guide, 
These singers are slingers 
Of mud, like party bands. 
Lute twanglers are wranglers, 
And fight, with grubby hands! 


“*Tf Atay meets ALF at my gateway, 
They pause and shy stones by the gate. 
If WIiti1am szes Epwin, why straigotway 
Eash other they slangwhang and slate, 

My story, my glory, 
hey sing, bat, oh, dear me! 
Power rose not, and grows not, 
By— gush about the Sea!” 


A Navat Question.—Mr. RosesPrerRe 
TarrERtTit writes from the Jacobin Club, 





They deem them, or dream them, Moaned ALFRED: ‘‘Oh,rhymewithout reason! | Seven Dials, to inquire whether Mr. GoscHEN 
Greater than the great dead ; Oar we is calm, not asleep. ought not, like Cartes THE Fist, to be 
They ’re sunken, drunken, To rail at her thus is high treason, impeached for endeavouring to levy ship 
- - In patriot wrath, blood-red. Her bastions of brine she will keep. money ? 
VOL. CX. 
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LADIES NOT ADMITTED. 


‘'VeRY soRRY, Miss MINERVA, BUT PERHAPS YOU ARE NOT AWARE THAT THIS 1s A MONASTIC EsrABLISAMBENT.” 

$. The lady students of the Universities have received a cruel series of rebuffs within the last few days. On Tuesday week the Congregation of 

the University of Oxford refused to admit them to the B.A. degree. On Tuesday last it followed up this blow by rejecting all the resolutions pro 

as alternatives. Yesterday the Cambridge Senate inflicted the unkindest cut of all by practically imitating the ungallant —— of rs 1806.) 
mes, Mar. ; : 


o_o 
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ARRY ON BLUES AND BLUESTOCKINCS. 


DEAR CHARLIE,—’Ooray for old Hoxford! 
She ’s give the bluestockings wot for! 

Mirs Minerva is chucked, and no m 
That Peri wot wert at the door 

Of Tommy Moore's Parrydise, CHARLIE,—a 

J pemee 2 OnE eS — , 

Must ’ave felt pooty much like the lydies to 
whom the B.A, is forbid. 

Quite right and scrootnoodleous, CHaRrtie! 
Wot next, and wot next, and wot next? 

I tell you, old man, it’s fair monstrous, the 
way we get worried and vext, 

Us men as 4s men and not mollies, by Woman’s 

ights "umbug and stp ° 

And it’s yum-yum to fin there’s still Dons 

as can twirl Mrs. ParRTINGTON's mop. 


I’m not Hoxford or Cambridge, wus luck !|— 
+ of courre, at this time of the year, 

When I’ve got my small bit on the Boat 
Race, as Hoxford will land me, no fcar. 

She’as | ya me through pr: per rome seasons, 
and so I still back the Dark Blue, 

And I’m hay py to see there's no chance of 
her running a feminine crew. 

Dark Blue don’t mean bluestocking, CHARLIE, 
and lor, there ’s some comfort, old chap ; 

We’re a deal too much petticoat-governd, a 
rule as means treacle and pap. 

A nice bit of frock is all right, while she plays 
second fiddle all through, 

Bat not as a Batchlor of Arts, or the stroke 
of a’ Vartity crew. 


Fact is, women aresneaking our rights, hander 
cover of claiming their own ; 

And it’s time as us men put our foot down, 
afore the she-sarp:nt’sfull grown, __ 

A good manly crusher, dear CHARLIE, whilet 
woman is hunder our ’eel, 

Will save us a dollop of trouble, as no doubt 
the ’ Varsities feel, 
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In '1s DINNER-TIME! |! 


Keep ’em out, my dear boy, keep ’¢m out! 


ey’ve bin creeping and creeping for 


ears, 
No, Hi ain’t as I’m down on the donahs as 
donahs ;—I love ’em, the dears 
But as cricketers, footballers, doctors, M.P.’s, 
and the dickens knows wot, 3 
Likewise B.A.’s and that, I agree with the 
Dons that it’s all tommy- rot. 


A man as is net A man, mate, and not a 
mere molly in bags, ; 

Knows that women was made to kno k under, 
in spite of them Radical cp 
ile us men: et the pace, my dear CHARLIE, 
no doubt we can romp in in front ; s 

But if shemales git sprinting away, on their 
own, we mayn’t be in the ’unt. 


And that’s wot they’re arter, my pippin, as 
won’t do at no price at 

They may mug up, and pass, and all that, but 

; they mustn't shove men to the wall! 

Lor’, life’s a ’ard row, as it is, and our easies 

is wonderful few; 

But we must ’ave the pull in the pace, and 
we must ’ave first cut at the screw. 


Bitsy Bosuem, B.A.! There’s a picture! 
Minerva is drawn withaowl; 

Does she think that a’ Varsity Don is a similar 
species of fowl, 

As big and as bleared in the goggles, as blind 
to the true time 0’ ont 

No, no, sling your hook, Miss Bluestocking, 
and cart your old poultry away ! 


‘* Wot do you know of Hoxford, or Cambridge, 
ch . college = knowledge, young fool 4 _ 
e cheap sporting pypers your s, and the 

streets and the Pablo ” your school ; 

Your B.A. d Braggart Ass, pe exams, 
in back-slang and the hodds 

Yah! Stick to your gutter snipe patter, and 
don’t touch the girls or the gods!” 


\ H\¥ 
L teavents WE 6 
Sympathetic Pusser-by. ‘‘ BuT IF HE'S BADLY HURT, WHY DOESN'T HE GO 10 THE HospiTaL ?” 





So snaps snarly old:SniPk of our club. Wasa 
schoolmaster once, so ’tis said ; p 

But ’is duds are as seedy as Guy Foz, ’is 
nose end ’s remarkable red. 

But if I say one word agin women, or progress, 
’e always chips in, : 

And gives me wot for ’ot and ’ot,—till I stand 

'  }m a rum or a gin, 


Poor old himage, ’e ’as got a tongue on ’im, 
- rough as a old reaping ’ook, 
"E mayn’t ’ave a brown in ’is pouch, but ’e 


’as there a sreeny ot book, 

By some Latin line-faker named ’OrxIs, on 
wich ’e will browse by the hour, 

With a tot of rum’ot and a pipe, ’appy,—ah ! 
as a bee in a bower. 


Bat talk agin larning or lydies, and don't 
the old donkey wyke up, 
And go for yer like a old lion, or leastways 
my tarrier pup! 
ere’s more snap than roar in old 
Suirz. Well, I worrit ’im awful some- 


For 


times, 
But a_ lotion, a pipe, and a screw always 
es im forgit arf my crimes, 


’E brags of some blooming Greek donah called 

_ _§A¥FO, or some sech a name, 

And swears as the ’Varsity Partingtons 
won’t, in the end, win the —; 

For knowledge can’t be, like Dutch rivers, 
diverted by dykes and by dams, 

Or kep to one sex by tradition, or cramped 
up by courses and crams, 


Still, nevertheless, notwithstanding, I’m glad 


I st coeped tar tae Ganoikcts et, wich i 

sn’t co e blu 8 wich is 
all prea n fiddledee., ae 

As the women are welting on now, no one 


_ knows wot next fort they will . 
But Hoxford, no doubt, will feel "appy to ’ave 
the approval of Y. 
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t. The lady students of the Universities have received a cruel series of rebuffs within the last few days. On Tuesday week the Congregation of 
the efused to admit them B.A. d 


niversity of Oxford r the B.A. degree. On Tuesday last it followed up this blow by rejecting all the resolutions proposed 
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Sympathetic Pusser-by. ‘‘ BoT IF HE'S BADLY HURT, WHY DOESN'T HE GO 10 THE HospiTaL?” 


British 


ARRY ON BLUES AND BLUESTOCKINCS. 


Deak CHARLIE,—’Ooray for old. Hoxford! 
She ’s give the bluestockings wot for! 

Mists Minerva is chucked, and no m 
That Peri wot wert at the door 

Of Tommy Moore's Parrydise, CHARLIE,—a 
peme I’d to mug as a kid,— 

Must ’ave felt pooty much like the lydies to 
whom the B.A. is forbid. 

Quite right and scrootnoodleous, CHartie! 
Wot next, and wot next, and wot next? 

I tell you, old man, it’s fair monstrous, the 
way we get worried and vext, 

Us men as ts men and not mollies, by Woman’s 
Rights ’umbug and slop ° 

And it’s yom-yum to fin there’s still Dons 
as can twirl Mrs, ParTIneTon’s mop. 


I’m not Hoxford or Cambridge, wus luck |— 
“cept, of course, at this time of the yeer, 

When I’ve got my small bit on the Boat 
Race, as Hoxford will land me, no fcar. 

She’as pe me through pr: per rome seasons, 
and so I still back the Dark Blue, 

And I’m hayjpy to see there's no chance of 
her running a feminine crew. 

Dark Blue don’t mean bluestocking, CHARLIE, 
and lor, there ’s some comfort, old chap ; 

We’re a deal too much petticoat-governd, a 
rule as means treacle and pap. 

A nice bit of frock is all right, while she plays 
second fiddle all through, 

Bat not as a Batchlor of Arts, or the stroke 
of a’ Vartity crew. 

Fact is, women aresneaking our rights, hander 
cover of claiming their own ; 

And it’s time as us men put our foot down, 
afore the she-sarp:nt ’s full grown. 

A good manly crusher, dear CHARLIE, whilst 
woman is hunder our ’eel, 

Will save us a dollop of trouble, as no doubt 
the ’ Varsities feel, 


Workman, ‘* Wor! 


In ‘1s DoNNER-TIME! 1” 
Keep ’em out, my dear boy, keep ’¢m out! 
ey’ve bin creeping and creeping for 


ears, 
No, it ain’t as I’m down on the donahs as 
0 ;—I love ’em, the dears! 
But as cricketers, footballers, doctors, M.P.’s, 
and the dickens knows wot, 


Likewise B.A.’s and that, I agree with the| 


Dons that it’s all tommy- rot, 


A man as is really a man, mate, and rot a 
mere melly in Laws, 
Knows that women was made to kno k under, 
in spite of them Radical rags. 
ile us men et the pace, my dear CHARLIE, 
no doubt we can romp in in front ; 
But if shemales git sprinting away, on their 
own, we mayn’t be in the ’unt. 


And that’s wot they ’re arter, my pippin, as 
won’t do at no price at 

They may mug up, and pags, and all that, but 

_ they mustn't shove men to the wall! 

Lor’, life’s a ’ard row, as it is, and our easies 
is wonderful few ; f 

But we must ’ave the pull in the pace, and 
we must ’ave first cut at the screw. 


Bitsy Bosnem, B.A.! There’s a picture! 
Minerva is drawn with a owl ; 


Does she think that a’ Varsity Don is a similar | And 


species of fowl, , 

As big and as bleared in the goggles, as blind 
to the true time o’ ae 

No, no, sling your hook, Miss Bluestocking, 
and cart your old poultry away ! 


‘* Wot do you know of Hoxford, or Cambridge, 


of college or knowledge, young fool ? 
The cheap sporting pypers your honk s, and the 
streets and the ** public” your school; 


Your B.A. degree Braggart Ass, is exams, 
in back-slang and the hodds 
Yah! Stick to your gutter snipe patter, and 


don’t touch the girls or the gods!” 





So snaps snarly old:SniPx of our club. Wasa 
schoolmaster once, so ’tis said ; 

But ’is duds are as seedy as Guy Foz, ’is 
nose end ’s remarkable 

But if I say one word agin women, or progress, 
’e always chips in, 

And gives me wot for ’ot and ’ot,—till I stand 

1m @& rum Or 4 gin. 


- roug ing ’ook, 
"E mayn’t ’ave a ewe in ’is pouch, but ’e 
’as there a cee 0 
By some Latin line-faker named ’OkrkIs, on 
wich ’e will browse by the hour, 
With a tot of ram ’ot a pipe, ’appy,—ah! 


as a bee in a bower. 

Bat talk agin larning or lydies, and don't 
the old donkey wyke Up, 

And go for yer like a old lion, or leastways 
my tarrier pup! 

For there’s more snap than roar in old 
a Well, I worrit ’im awful some- 

eB, 

But a_ lotion, a pipe, and a screw always 
makes ’im forgit arf my crimes, 

"E brags of some blooming Greek donah called 

Sa¥Fo, or some sech a name, 

swears as the ’Varsity Partingtons 

won’ eed te eee 

For knowledge can’t be, like Dutch rivers, 

diverted by dykes and by dams, 

Or kep to one sex by tradition, or cramped 
up by courses and crams, 


Still, nevertheless, notwithstanding, I’m glad 


isd ene iy the Plveatockin t, wich 
sn’t co y the gs ye 18 
all pean fiddledee. 
As the women are welting on now, no one 
_ knows wot next fort they will ry: 
But Hoxford, no doubt, will feel ‘appy to 'ave 
the approval of Y. 
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LADIES NOT ADMITTED. 
‘'VeRY sORRY, Miss MINERVA, BUT PERHAPS YOU ARE NOT AWARE THAT THIS Is A Monastic EsraBLIsaMENT,” 


t. The lady students of the Universities have received a cruel series of rebuffs within the last few days. On Tuesday week the Congregation of 

the University of Oxford refused to admit them to the B.A. degree. On Tuesday last it followed up this blow by rejecting all the resolutions proposed 

as alternatives. Yesterday the Cambridge Senate inflicted the unkindest cut of all by practically imitating the ungallant example of ees 1806.) 
mes, Mar . ; 
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Sympathelic Pusser-by. ‘‘ Bot 1F HE ‘8 BADLY HURT, WHY DOESN'T HE GO 10 THE Hosrrras {” 


British 


sant ON BLUES AND BLUESTOCKINCS. 


R CHARLIE,—’Ooray for old Hoxford! 
eho? 8 give the blu wot for! 
Miss Minerva is chewed and no m 


That Peri wot wert at the door 
Of i Moork's Parrydise, CHARLIE,—a 
ae I’d to mug as a kid,— 
Must ’ave felt pooty much like the lydies to 
whom the B.A. is forbid. 
Quite oor and scrootnoodleous, CHARLIE! 
Wot next, and wot next, and wot next ? 
I tell you, old man, it’s fair monstrous, the 
way we get worried and vext, 


Us men as ts men and not mollies, by Woman’s 


gee ’umbug and tlo 
d it’s yuam-yum to find there’s still Dons 
as can twirl Mrs. PARTINGTON'S mop. 


I’m not Hoxford or Cambridge, wus luck !— 
whee tt t, of course, at this time of the year, 
ve got my small bit on the Boat 
as Hoxford will land me, no fcar. 
She’as as polled me me through pr: per rome seasons, 
till back the Dark Blue, 
And I’m hay py to see there's no chance of 
her running a feminine crew. 


Dark Blue don't mean bluestocking, CHARLIE, 
and lor, there ’s some comfort, old cha 

We’re a deal too much peepee aia a 
Tule as means treacle and pa 

A nice bit of frock is all right, while she plays 
second fiddle all through, 

Bat not as a Batchlor of Arts, or the stroke 
of a’ Varrity crew. 


Fact is, women areaneaking our rights, hander 
cover of claiming their own ; 

And it’s time as us men put our foot down, 
afore the she-sarp:nt ’s full grown. 

A good manly crusher, dear CHARLIE, whilst 
woman is huvder our ’eel, 

Will save us a dollop of trouble, as no doubt 
the ’ Varsities feel, 


Workman. ‘* Wor! 


In ‘1s DONNER-TIME! !” 
Kee "em. out, my dear boy, keep ’¢m out! 
ey’ve bin creeping and creeping for 


No, tt ain ain’t as I’m down on the donahs as 
donahs ;—I love ’em, the dears! 

But as cricketers, footballers, doctors, M.P.’s, 
and the dickens knows wot, 

Likewise B.A.’s and that, I agree with the| 
Dons that it’s all tommy- rot. 


A man as is really a man, mate, and rot a 
mere melly in ers, 

Knows that women was "made to knok under, 
in spite of them Radical rags. 

While us men:et the pace, my dear CHARLIE, 
no doubt we can romp in in front ; 

But if shemales git sprinting away, on their 
own, we mayn’t be in the ’unt. 


And that’s wot they’re arter, my pippin, as 
won’t do at no price at all. 

They may mug up, and pass, and all that, but 
they mustn't shove men to the wall ! 
Lor’, life’s a ’ard row, as it is, and our easies 

is wonderful few ; 
But we must’ ave the pull in the pace, and 
we must ’ave first cut at the screw. 


Bitsy BosoEm, B.A.! There’s a picture! 
Minerva is drawn with a owl ; 

Does she think that a’ Varsity Don is a similar | An 
species of fowl, 

As big and as bleared i - the  goeeles, as blind 
to the true time o’ ee 

No, no, sling your hook, Miss Bluestocking, 
and cart your old poultry away | 


‘* Wot do you know of Hoxford, or Cambridge, 
of college or knowledge, young fool P 
The cheap sporting P pypers y your books, and the 

streets and the ** public ” your school ; 
Your B.A. ee Sreggert * Ass, hla exams, 
in back-slang and 
Yah! Stick to your gutter snipe patter, and 
don’t touch the girls or the gods!” 





So snaps snarly old:SniPx of our club, Wasa 
schoolmaster once, so ’tis said ; 

But ’is duds are as seedy as Guy Foz, ’is 
nose end ’s remarkable red. 

But if I say one word agin women, or progress, 
’e always chips in, 

And gives me wot for ‘ot and ’ot,—till I stand 
1m a rum or a gin. 


Poor old himage, ’e ’as got a tongue on ’im, 
- rough asa old veaptag’ 

"E mayn’t ’ave a ites in ’is pouch, but ’e 
’as there a Great ¢ book, 

By some Latin e-faker named ’ORxkI8, on 
wich ’e will browse by the hour, 

With a tot of rum’ot and a pipe, ’appy,—ah ! 
as a bee in a bower. 


But talk agin larning or ~ agai and don't 
the old donkey wyke up. 
And go for yer like a old 
my tarrier pup ! 
’s more snap than roar in old 
Well, I worrit ’im awful some- 


ion, or leastways 


For 
SNIPE. 


times 

But a lotion, a pipe, and a screw always 
makes ’im forgit arf my crimes, 

"E brags of some blooming oie donah called 


Sa¥Fo, or some sech a 
And awears a8 the ‘Varsity Partingtons 


won’t, in the win the 
For know fe een ane be like Duteh rivers, 
diverted by dykes and by dams, 


Or kep to one sex b tion, or cramped 
up by courses and crams, 


pas ae qe I’m glad 


Isn't © co b the Tinsstonita 4 wich is 
ae copped fiddledee. ba 


Ss women are on Fok no one 
Bat Horford: no doubt, will feel" 
a ord, no e ave 
the approval of appy to's 
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THE JOYS OF SCANDAL-BEARING. 


‘I say, BounDERSON—YOU KNOW THAT RATHER RUMMY STORY 
YOU TOLD ME ABOUT LITTLE SCHRECK, THE VIOLINIST, AND THE 
DowacEr DucHEss or St, AMBERGRIS? Wer, I met Joz CApDBY 
ON WEDNESDAY, AND WHAT DO YOU THINK? HE’s GOT THE WHOLE 
YARN FROM BEGINNING TO END, FIDDLESTICK AND ALL !”’ 


OF COURSE HE HAs, I KNEW THAT.” 

THEN, WHY THE DIOKENS DID YOU MAKE ME SWEAR ON MY 
OATH NOT TO BREATHE A WORD OF IT TO ANY LIVING SOUL, ESPECI- 
ALLY NOT TO Joz CApBy /” 

‘* BEcAUSE I WANTED TO HAVE THE FUN OF TELLING HIM ALL 
ABOUT IT MYSELF, YOU JUGGINS | Wuy, I TOLD HIM THE VERY 
NEXT Day!” 








CONDENSED CONFIDENCE. 
(For Ladies only. ) 


Dearrst ETHELINDA,—Don’t be shocked, but I have been Bo- 
hemianised! Shall I dare to confess it? I have been in front ata 
Music Hall!! After all, Ce n’est que le premier faux pas qui coite ! 
The way it came about was in this wise. Lord Arruur RANnTIporE, 
who is on the best terms with all the theatrical and musical people, 
begged my dear friend Mrs. PLantacEnet-Nipss (née DE WILKINS) 
to accept a private box, which had been placed at his disposal by the 
manager of the Eldorado Theatre of Varieties, and she very kindly 
asked me to join her party. At first I demurred, knowing that papa 
is so v pene but the curiosity which we all inherit from the 
Grand Old Gardener’s wife overcame my scruples, and now I not 
oat = not regret the escapade but long to repeat it, feeling quite 
boulevardiécre and outre Manche. Lord heritrs and a young poet 
Mr, SWINBURNE JENKINS, who has written a play, which the crue 
Lorp CHAMBERLAIN refuses to license, accompanied us, I wasrather 

rised that Mr, Jenxrns should have condescended to visit the 
Eldorado, but, throwing back his raven chevelure, he assured me that 
the most brilliant gems often coruscated in the most tenebrous 
caverns, . He’s alluding to his father’s coal pits,” said Lord 
ARTHUR ; why the Eldorado is the most delightful den of wicked- 
ness in Europe.’ I really _myself a female Danret 
when his lordship alluded to ens, for he is such a fashionable hon 
self, Not young, but so distingué, a chevalier whom it would 

be impossible to mistake for a waiter in his Aabit de soir even 
without the tasteful silk waistcoat, which a Great Personage 
commanded to be a la mode, e is one of the most affable 


of noblemen, and the stately manner in which he pressed me to 
accept a glass of soda-water mingled with eau de vie would have 
done honour to a Doge of Venice on his nuptials with the Adriatic. 
Lord ArTHvR has what is called a speaking countenance. A flash 
from his steel-grey eyes made the lacquey who supplied our refresh- 
ment tremble when he was found wanting in no less a sum than 
threepence in the ange of half-a-sovereign. I recognised the 
alcohol in an instant. It is one which is only to be procured not a 
hundred miles from 3002, Milk Avenue, E.C., and the soda-water 
had all the sparkle of that supplied to the Royal Family by the best 
Manufacturer in Great Britain. (You see, darling, that I can still 
circumvent a malicious and ungrateful Editor.) But revenons a nos 
agneaux. The Eldorado is like a Mcorish dream, a revival of the 
glories of Granada, when the crescent bade defiance to that Castile 
which is now only famed for an exceedingly emollient soap. The 
canary silk hangings of our box could not have cost less than three 
guineas a yard, and the great crimson velvet curtain which hung 
behind the footlights would cut up into court dresses for Arch- 
duchesses, mba Sadar the lustrous eyes of Electra look down 
upon the lavish display of gold and crystal which ornament this 
temple of harmonious . How Lord Antuuk could call it a 
den passes my poor comprehension. But then to those reared in 
feudal palaces a recherché villa at Clapham would be but a mean 
domicile. All the gentlemen in the audience were smoking. I 
confess I liked to see this diesipation. It made the expedition ever 
so much more risqué, especially when naughty Mrs, PLANTAGENET- 
Nrsss insisted upon taking some whiffs from Mr. JENKINS’s cigar at 
the back of the box. Lord ArrHur, who is a confirmed quiz, said if 
Mrs. P.-N. puffed too much she would ruin her complexion. Quel 
dréle n'est ce pas? The entertainment on the stage came upon me 
with the agreeable shock of one’s first attempt at swallowing an 
oyster. It was so strange and yet so delicious, The balletsap 
to me to be worthy of the Court of SarpanaPaAtos, and I could not 
help clapping my hands vigorously when Mile, Moxixr, the pre- 
miere danseuse, executed a series of bounds, which a chamois could 
scarcely have equalled. I noted that this exquisite Terpsichorean 
reveller wore a necklace of pearls, which, if not Roman, would 
certainly have ransomed RicHaRp Ca:uR DE Lion twice over. _ Lord 
ARTHUR tells me that it is no uncommon thing for the highest 
members of the aristocracy to pay tribute in kind to the talents of 
les belles des coulisses, and that some of them have to hire 
policemen to escort them to and from the theatre. Well, such is the 
just reward of fame! A vocalist, who sang in a language which I 
did not understand—Lord ARTHUR said it was called Yiddish—con- 
vulsed the house with his drolleries, but I preferred a lady who 
ced ninepins on the tip of her somewhat up-tilted nose. Every- 
body got up and cheered when a singer, dressed as a Field-marshal 
—such a leonine man, not unlike Lord W-1s-1L-y —warbled a 
splendid patriotic ditty with this stirring refrain :— 
** For battle I am all arrayed, Of Germany I’m not afraid, 
I do not care for life or limb ; | For I can fight like Doctor Jim.” 
Mr, SWINBURNE JENKONS said that ‘“‘limb”’ and ‘‘Jm” did not 
rhyme, but the people did not enter into this question of poetic 
license, They only roared the chorus. The closing item of the pro- 
gramme was a number of tableauz rivants. I can only draw a veil 
over the performers. Heaven knows they wanted it badly enough. 
Lord ARTHUR said the effect was ‘‘most fetching,” and even Mr. 
JENKINS praised some of the poses as being ‘‘ ineffably Greek.” My 
hostess was rather indignant with Lord ARTHUR when she asked him 
‘* How would you like to see me as Diana?’ and he answered, 
‘Very much; so long as I wasn’t cast for Acton,” Noone but an 
Eton and Oxford man could make such classic repartee. But some- 
thing astonished me more than the living pictures. As we were 
leaving the moos we passed a refreshment alcove were some noisy 
people were drinking together. One man gave vent to his hilarity 
in a very familiar tone. I turned to look and there, filling a ors 
— with champagne, was PAPA, /e pére noble of our domestic circle! 
o wonder that I clutched Mr, JENxKINS’s arm with such un- 
maidenly fervour that I felt him wince under the pressure, and was 
it not natural that on arrival chez mot I should pass the night suffer- 
ing with migraine? My misguided parent does not know that I saw 
him, and I have only one rayon de solei/—he didn’t see me, Mean- 
time I am fasting for my sins, and can highly recommend this 
potdge maigre. Stew  half-a-dozen sticks of maccaroni in a pint 
of water, add two sprigs of finely chopped parsley, the rinds of two 
lemonr, a sliced shalot, and pepper and salt to taste. Simmer slowly. 
Ever, dear, Your loving cousin, KanjJ, 


Oxtp Sona REDRESSED, FOR THE BENEFIT OF BaRon PoLlock 
AND Mr, Justice Bruce.—** Oh, Willis, we have missed you.” 


Nxrw PRONUNCIATION OF THE ABYSSINIAN Emprror’s NamE.— 
MANY-LICK, 


UNDENIABLE Court Prastek.—The front of Buckingham Palace, 
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BY THE BEACH. 
Il, 


THe TRELAWNEY Brownes have arrived. 
They made their appearance this morning. 
They were on the Parade for an hour or two, 
three of them, two girls and aman. Young 
SmirH’s glass was glued to them for five 
and twenty minutes, ‘Clippers, bejove! 
Clippers!” he murmured, as he followed 
them up and down. ‘‘ Ah!” he said to ADA, 
‘*there’s style for you, if you like! That’s 
what the French people call ayclar, you 
know.” . 

Young Smit rather prides himself on his 
French accent. Last summer he went over to 
Boulogne for a day, and for a month or two 
afterwards (when he happened to think of it) 
he had almost forgotten his English, ‘* Ah!” 
he continued, still studying the new-comers 
through his glass. ‘* What an atr distangy ! 
Those frocks hail from WorrtTH’s or the 
Luvver, or I’m a Dutchman, Apa!” 

Apa’s eye followed the direction of the tele- 
scope, and the smile died on her li Was 
it jealousy ? Presentiment? The shadow of 
coming events? Poor little Apa! Beside 
these *‘ clippers’? she looked a mere nobody, 
and she was conscious of it. 

Young Smrra is a wonderful judge of cha- 
racter, At the very first glance he decided 
that the new comers had “‘ style,” and before 
the morning was out he overheard the fol- 
ae See which confirmed 
judgment, 

**The Colonel won’t be down for another 
week, Atcy,’”’ said Miss TRELAWNEY BROWNE. 
“ Really ?” drawled her brother. 

e No; e is detained in town by Parlia- 


ment, 

** Awful bothaw.”’ 

Young Smiru pricked up his ears. Colonels, 
even common Colonels, were a cut above him ; 
but Colonels who sat in Parliament! Phiou! 

‘**'You had a letter from Sir GrorcE this 
morning?” asked the second Miss TRELAW- 
NEY BROWNE. 

‘*Ya-as, The Ba’net wants me to go north 
for the last of the hunting, you know.” 

Young Smitu's eyesdilated. Baronets and 
hunting! It was not every day that young 
Smit listened to e ® ore 
tea-time all Little Puddleton knew what he 
had heard. ‘‘ They seem nice sort of people 
these TRELAWNEY Brownes,”’ he said; ‘‘ well 
connected, and all that sort of thing. I heard 
young Browne say that some Baronet had 
atked him to go hunting.” 

Young Smiru has an elder sister, and her 
name is Mapex. Young SMITH does not think 
much of her—‘‘not one of my sort, you 
know ;” but Harry Jonzs, Apa’s fifth and 
favourite brother, reckons her divine. There 
is nothing Harry wouldn’t do for Mapes. 
He has called his cutter after her; he blacked 
a boy’s eye because he said she squinted ; and, 
when he is in funds, he brings her packets of 
fruit-tablets from the enny-in-the-slot ma- 


chine. The other day Harry caught sight of | it 


Apa’s photograph. Apa was frightened, for 
Harry isa arent tease, and she thought she 
would never hear the end of it. But Harry 
was intensely interested. He wanted to know 
how much it cost. ADA couldn’t tell him, 
He supposed it could be done cheaper without 
a — P And Apa thought yes, certainly it 
could. 

A few minutes afterwards Harry was down 
on = cg: consultation with the photo- 
grapher. e regular charge was ce 
cach—a shilling for a ps ny two. Would 
that include a frame? No, only a pink 
paper mount. A frame was fourpence extra. 

RRY’S face fell. He would give the world 
to be taken with Mapex Smiru, but he h 











‘‘ WHat BAIT ARE YER USIN’, BILLIE?” ‘* CBEEE,” 
‘‘ WHAT ARE YER TRYIN’ TER CATOH—MICE?” 





onl fivepence-halfpenn A It was no use gettin ‘it, and Harry sat about all the after- 
acing Pa for anything, e was such an old | noon, biting his nails, and frowning. He — 
screw; and ADA? Apa had half-a-crown in | in fact, quite metamorphosed. Pa Jonxs di 
her purse, but she was not allowed to change | not once have to tell him how many bad acci- 
Could the photographer possibly do it for | dents he had seen, and Ma Jonxs began to 
less? Harry Mnated bargaining ; but hang | fear he was develo influenza, The whole 
it! what was a fellow to do? Well, yes, | household was altered. Not one raid did 
to oblige the gentleman, the photographer | Harry make into the nursery; not one doll 
thought he might take the two for ninepence. | did he Jack-the-Ripper; not once did he pull 
Fivepence-halpenny from ninepence, that|the twins by the hair, nor smack little 
left fo ce - halfpenny—no, threepence, ToDDLEs’s head, Apa alone had an inkling 
wamtit? Haszy could never tackle arith- | of his ailment, and offered her sympathy; 
metic, and, when there was a fraction, he| but Harry would none of it. He sat apart 
always felt uncertain. He thanked the photo- |in melodramatic silence, brooding over his 
rapher, and said he would think of it. Half | wrongs, and cursing the fate that left him 
the day he spent devising echemes to raise the | to struggle through life on such a limited 
idue. He atnuteatee to rig out JoHNNY’s | Income. 
boat for threepence, and to mend the little 
Robinson-boy’s cycle-horse for a y.| ‘*THou ant so NEAR AND YET SO Far,” — 
His offers were declined with suspicion. Paltry | Appropriate address to a miser residing at 








ad | as the sum was, there seemed no possibility of ' the Antipodes. 
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THE JOYS OF SCANDAL-BEARING. 


‘IT gay, BounDERSON—YOU KNOW THAT RATHER RUMMY STORY 


YOU TOLD ME ABOUT LITTLE SCHRBECK, THE VIOLINIST, AND THE 
Dowacer Ducuess or St, AMBERGRIS? Wert, I met Joz CApBY 
ON WEDNESDAY, AND WHAT DO YOU THINK? HE’s GOT THE WHOLE 
YARN FROM BEGINNING TO END, FIDDLESTICK AND ALL !”’ 

OF COURSE HE HAs, I KNEW THAT,” 

THEN, WHY THE DICKENS DID YOU MAKE ME SWEAR ON MY 
OATH NOT TO BREATHE A WORD OF IT TO ANY LIVING SOUL, ESPECI- 
ALLY NOT TO Joz Oapsy ?” 

‘‘ Because I WANTED TO HAVE THE FUN OF TELLING HIM ALL 
ABOUT IT MYSELF, YOU JuccINS! Wuy, I TOLD HIM THE VERY 
NEXT Day!” 








CONDENSED CONFIDENCE. 
(For Ladies only. ) 


Dearest ETHELINDA,—Don’t be shocked, but I have been Bo- 
hemianised! Shall I dare to confess it? I have been in front at a 
Music Hall!! After all, Ce n’est que le premier faux pas qui coiite ! 
The way it came about was in this wise. ARTHUR RANTIPOLE, 
who is on the best terms with all the theatrical and musical people, 
begged my dear friend Mrs, PLANTAGENET-Nisps (née DE WILKINS) 
to accept a private box, which had been placed at his disposal by the 
manager of the Eldorado Theatre of Varieties, and she very kindly 
asked me to join her party. At first I demurred, knowing that papa 
is so v paeeas, but the curiosity which we all inherit from the 
Grand Old Gardener’s wife overcame my scruples, and now I not 
eh Boas not regret the escapade but long to repeat it, feeling quite 
boulevardicre and outre Manche, Lord AnTHuR and a young poet 
Mr, SwInBURNE JENKINS, who has written a play, which the crue 
Lorp CHAMBERLAIN refuses to license, accompanied us. I wasrather 
rised that Mr. Jenxrns should have condescended to visit the 
Eldorado, but, throwing back his raven chevelure, he assured me that 
the most brilliant gems often coruscated in the most tenebrous 
caverns, ‘*He’s alluding to his father’s coal pits,’ said Lord 
ARTHUR; “ why the Eldorado is the most delightful den of wicked- 
ness in Europe.” I really to think myself a female Dawrer 
when his lordship alluded to ens, for he is such a fashionable hon 

self. Not young, but so distingué, a chevalier whom it would 
be impossible to mistake for a waiter in his Aabit de soir even 
without the tasteful silk waisteoat, which a Great Person 
has commanded to be @ la mode, e is one of the most affable 


of noblemen, and the stately manner in which he pressed me to 
accept a glass of soda-water mingled with eau de vie would have 
done honour to a Doge of Venice on his nuptials with the Adriatic. 
Lord ArtTHUR has what is called a speaking countenance. A flash 
from his steel-grey eyes made the lacquey who supplied our refresh- 
ment tremble when he was found wanting in no less a sum than 
t ce in the anes of half-a-sovereign. I recognised the 
alcohol in an instant. It is one which is only to be procured not a 
hundred miles from 3002, Milk Avenue, E.C., and the soda-water 
had all the sparkle of that supplied to the Royal Family by the best 
Manufacturer in Great Britain. (You see, darling, that I can still 
circumvent a malicious and ungrateful Editor.) But revenons d nos 
agneaux. The Eldorado is like a Mcorish dream, a revival of the 
glories of Granada, when the crescent bade defiance to that Castile 
which is now only famed for an exceedingly emollient soap. The 
canary silk hangings of our box could not have cost less than 
guineas a yard, and the great crimson velvet curtain which hung 
behind the footlights would cut up into court dresses for Arch- 
duchesses, peer wnere the lustrous eyes of Electra look down 
upon the lavish display of gold and crystal which ornament this 
temple of harmonious . How Lord Antuur could call it a 
den passes my poor comprehension. But then to those reared in 
feudal palaces a recherché villa at Clapham would be but a mean 
domicile. All the gentlemen in the audience were smoking. 
confess I liked to see this eee It made the expedition ever 
s0 much more risqué, especially when naughty Mrs, PLANTAGENET- 
Nrsss insisted upon taking some whiffs from Mr. Jenxrns’s cigar at 
the back of the box. Lord ArtHur, who is a confirmed quiz, said if 
Mrs. P.-N. puffed too much she would ruin her complexion. Quel 
dréle n’est ce pas? The entertainment on the stage came upon me 
with the agreeable shock of one’s first attempt at swallowing an 
oyster. It was so strange and yet so delicious. The balletsap 
to me to be worthy of the Court of SanDANAPALUS, and I could not 
help clapping my hands vigorously when Mile, Motzxt, the pre- 
miere danseuse, executed a series of bounds, which a chamois could 
scarcely have equalled. I noted that this exquisite Terpsichorean 
reveller wore a necklace of pearls, which, if not Roman, would 
certainly have ransomed RicHaRp CauR DE Lion twice over, Lord 
ARTHUR tells me that it is no uncommon oar for the highest 
members of the aristocracy to pay tribute in kind to the talents of 
les belles des coulisses, and that some of them have to hire 
policemen to escort them to and from the theatre, Well, such is the 
just reward of fame! A vocalist, who sang in a language which I 
did not understand—Lord ARTHUR said it was Yiddish—con- 
vulsed the house with his drolleries, but I preferred a lady who 
balanced ninepins on the tip of her somewhat up-tilted nose. Every- 
body got up and cheered when a singer, dressed as a Field-marshal 
—such a leonine man, not unlike Lord W-1s-1L-y —warbled a 
splendid patriotic ditty with this stirring refrain :— 

‘* For battle I am all arrayed, | Of Germany I’m not afraid, 

I do not care for life or limb; For I can fight like Doctor Jrm,”’ 


Mr, SWINBURNE JENKONS said that ‘‘limb” and ‘‘Jm”’ did not 
rhyme, but the people did not enter into this question of poetic 
license, They only roared the chorus. The closing item of the pro- 
gramme was a number of tableauz vivants. I can only draw a veil 
over the performers. Heaven knows they wanted it badly enough. 
Lord ARTHUR said the effect was ‘‘most fetching,” and even Mr. 
JENKINS praised some of the poses as being “‘ ineffably Greek.”” My 
hostess was rather indignant with Lord ArTHUR when she asked him 
** How would you like to see me as na?” and he answered, 
** Very much; so long as I wasn’t cast for Acton,” Noone but an 
Eton and Oxford man could make such classic repartee. But some- 
thing astonished me more than the living pictures. As we were 
leaving the place we passed a refreshment alcove were some noisy 
people were drinking together. One man gave vent to his hilarity 
in a very familiar tone, I turned to look and there, filling a lady’s 


lass with champagne, was PAPA, le pére noble of our domestic circle! 
N o wonder that I clutched Mr, JENKINS’s arm with such un- 
maidenly fervour that I felt him wince under the pressure, and was 


it not natural that on arrival chez mot I should pass the night suffer- 
ing with migraine ? My misguided parent does not know that I saw 
him, and I have only one rayon de solet/—he didn’t see me. Mean- 
time I am fasting for my sins, and can highly recommend this 
potdge maigre. Stew half-a-dozen sticks of maccaroni in a pint 
of water, add two sprigs of finely chopped parsley, the rinds of two 
lemonr, a sliced shalot, and Pepper and salt totaste. Simmer slowly. 
Ever, dear, Yourloving cousin, Kanj, 


Oxtp Sone REDRESSED, FOR THE BENEFIT OF BARON PoLLock 
anD Mr, Justice Bruce.—** Oh, Willis, we have missed you.” 


New PRONUNCIATION OF THE ABYSSINIAN Emprror’s Name.— 
MANY-LICK, 


UNDENIABLE Count PiastEk.—The front of Buckingham Palace, 
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BY THE BEACH. 
Il. 


THE TRELAWNEY Brownes have arrived. 
They made their appearance this morning. 
They were on the Parade for an hour or two, 
three of them, two girls and aman. Young 
SmirH’s glass was glued to them for five 
and twenty minutes, ‘‘ Clippers, bejove! 
Clippers!’ he murmured, as he followed 
them up and down. ‘“ Ah!” (a said to ADA, 
**there’s me for you, if you like! That’s 
eee the French people call ayclar, you 

ow.” 

Young Smirn rather prides himself on his 
French accent. summer he went over to 
Boulogne for a day, = for a month or two 
afterwards ane eh thon Pia Englich. to think of it) 


he had almost forgo Ani" 
he continued, still studying ae new-comers 
through his glass. ** What an air distan 

Those frocks hail from xo or the 


Luvver, or I’m a Dutchman, 
Anpa’s soe followed the aired of the tele- 
the smile died on her li Was 
it it jealousy ? Presentiment ? The shadow of 
coming events? Poor little Apa! Beside 
these *‘ clippers” she looked a mere nobody, 
and she was conscious of it. 

Young Smita is a ee judge of cha- 
racter. Pat the very first glance he decided 
that the new comers had “‘ style,” and before 
the morning was out he overheard the fol- 
ae ie conversation, which confirmed his 
J 

Ss ‘The olgnel Soh _ down for another 


Ww TRELAWNEY BROWNE. 
“teal ro etre her brother. 
” No; i. is detained in town by Parlia- 


ent. 

- kwtal bothaw.”’ 

Young Sarr pricked up his ears. Colonels, 
even common Colonels, were a cut above him ; 
but Colonels who sat in Parliament! Phiou! 

**You had a letter from Sir Grorce this 
morning ?”’ asked the second Miss TRELAW- 
NEY Browne. 


‘*Ya-as. The Ba’net wants me to go north 
for the last of the hunting, you know.” 
Young Smirn's eyesdilated. Baronets and 
hunting ! 


It ied not every day that young 
Smith listened talk Ike this, Before 
tea-time all Little Puddleton aoe what he 
had heard. ‘‘ They seem nice sort of people 
these TRELAWNEY Brownes,”’ he said; ‘‘ well 
connected, and all that sort of thing. I heard 
young BRowNE say that some Baronet had 
asked him to go hunting.” 

Young Smira has an elder sister, and her 
name is MADGE. , Young SmirH does not think 
much of her—‘‘not one of my sort you 
know ;” but Harry JonEs, Apa’s fifth an 
favourite brother, reckons her divine, These 
is nothing Harry wouldn’t do for Mapex. 
He has called his cutter after her; he blacked 
a boy’s eye because he os she equinted ; and, 
when he is in funds, he brings ber packets of 
fruit-tablets from the ny-in-the-slot ma- 
chine, The other day Harry caught sight of | i 
an 8 photograph. Apa was frightened, for 

Harry is a great tease, ~ she thought’ she 
would never hear the end of it. But Harry 
was intensely interested. He wanted to know 


how much it cost. ADA couldn’t tell him. | Fi 


He supposed it could be done cheaper without 
a am e? And Ana thought yes, certainly it 
co . 

A few minutes afterwards Harry was down 
on the beach in consultation oo the ee 
grapher. Ther 
each—a shilling for a grou ot saa Would 
that include a frame? 0, only a one 
poet & mount. A frame was fourpence extra. 

REY’Ss face fell, He would give the world 
to be taken with Mancz Smiru, but he had 
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‘* CBEE?E,” 


Bi. ?” 
‘WHAT ARE YER TRYIN’ TER CATCH—MICE ?” 





only fivepence-halfpenn ¥. 
asking Pa for an mayank e was such an old | no 
screw; and Apa? Apa had half-a-crown in 


- purge but she was not allowed to change 
Could the vies gm cining but b it “8 
lens P Harry hated bar eee t, hang 
it! what was a fellow to do? ’ Well , yes, 
otographer 


to oblige the gentleman, the 
or ninepence. 
yeneees-Oaeeeny from ee that 
left fo - halfpenny—no, threepence, 
wasn’t it Hassy could never tackle arith- 
metic, and, when there was a fraction, he 
always felt uncertain. He thanked ~ photo- 
Siig genta ar bangs nse . Half | wrop 

» day he oanenee 

rig out JOHNNY’S 


He volu 
boat for ce, and to mend the mes 
Robinson-boy’s oycle-horse for a 
His offers were d ed with suspicion. altry 
as the sum was, seemed no possibility of 


thought he might take the two for 


echemes to raise the 
nano 


It was no use | | setting it, and Harry sat about all the are 


his nails, and frowning. 
in fact, quite metamorphosed. Pa J onze 3 did 
not once have to tell him how many bad acci- 
dents he had seen, and Ma JonEs began to 
fear he was d influenza. The whole 
ousehold was altered. Not one raid did 
Harry make into the nursery; not one — 
did he Jack-the-Ripper ; not once did he pa 
the twins by the hair, nor smack li 
ToppixEs’s head, ApA alone had an inkling 
of his ailment, and offered her sympathy; 
but Harry would none of it. He sat apart 
in ee oes silence, brooding over his 
and cursing the fate that Toft. him 
to iraesls through life on such a limited 
income, 








‘*THoU ART 80 NEAR AND YET 80 FaR,.”— 
Appropriate address to a miser residing at 
the Antipodes, 
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Mrs. Verdant Greer (who is parting with her German Governess), ‘‘Og, BUT, FRAULEIN, YOU WOULD NEVER DO FOR THE ST. 
ALBYNS ; THEY ’RE RomAN CATHOLICS, YOU KNOW; AND YOU GAVE ME TO UNDERSTAND, WHEN YOU CaME TO US, THAT YOU WERE 


OF AN OLD LUTHERAN FaMILy.” ~ © 


Proud Daughter of an Ancient Race, ‘ACB, VORKIF M8, MATAM, FOR LETTING you sINK I vas A BropeEstTant ! 


I VAS REALLY A 


Roman GassoLic ALL ZE TIME; 1IKE MY NOPLE ANCESTORS IN Z@ MITTLE AITCHFS, z& CoUNTS VON MEYER-OPPENHFIM ZU: 
Hrrsca-GoLpsMID-RoseNBeRG, WHO FOUGHT JN ZE GRUSATES |” 


VADE MECUM, 
(Compiled by a Thoughtful Man in the Street.) 

Question, I may take it that you are satis- 
fied with the Division inthe Houseof Commons 
concerning the Sunday opening of museums 

in oes Me Sl ‘s : 
nswer. Certainly ; the more especially as 
it is the first time that'such an event sae be 


recorded. c 
Q. And the fact that the majority of the 
House are Conservatives adds to the triumph ? 
A, ae % aeiee peees rps generally 
accepted as the only supporters of progress. 
Q. If the ps museums come to be 
open a a proposed, what will be the probable 
resu ! ! 


_ A, That for several weeks those places of 
instruction, if not amusement, will be crowded 
on the day added to the list. 

Q. And afterwards ? 

A, Then, judging from provincial prece- 
dents, the novelty will wear off, and the 
fall to the 


number of Sunday visitors will 


level of the average week-day attendance, or| A 


even lower. 
Q. Will the Oli Mes‘ers have a benefici 
effect on the average artisan ? 
A, It is to be hoped so, although sceptics 
and scoffers may urge that the Old Masters 
have not done much to improve the taste of 
“foes moving in a more exalted sphere of 
ety. 
Q. Have not Free Libraries been a sweet 
boon to the working-man ? 
A. That is a matter open to doubt; at 
least, so say many influential ratepayers. 


Q. But will not the picture ga)leries—Old 
Masters apart—keep the artieans on a Sunday 
out of the public-houses ? 

A, Not if they are only opened from two 
Pc when the taverns are out of compe- 

ition. 

Q. Then the licensed victualler has no 
cause for apprehension ? 

A, On the contrary, he should be able to 


discover cause for satisfaction in a movement 


that may possibly increase his profits. 

Q, Make your meaning plainer. 

A, I consider that the licensed victualler 
wil » when at six —_ the galleries 
close and the taverns open, that ey of the 
peceare-tetapesas ing crowd will seek his now 
egally hospitable establishment clamorous 
for suitable refreshment. 


A SOMERSET SONNET. 


Or a Zunday marn, as I do zit out door 
Gin pares, I do arften zee what volks mid 
car ‘ 


garden-bed, zim z>, but middlin’ smarl, 
Missus zet a deal o’ store. 

a never ha’n’t a-zin its like avore. 
Wi’ roses red an’ white, an’ shart an’ tarl, 
An’ stocks an’ poppies, daffydils, an’ arl, 
Zo bright as any rainbow ’tes for sure. 
I beant a-tarkin’ ’bout our garden gay, _ 
What vor’d a man be makin’ rhymes upon it? 
An’ tidden garden-flow’rs I do mean no way— 
Bat arl they flow’rs to Missus’ Zunday bonnet ! 
Well there must stop—schoolmeister he do 


zay 
’Tes varteen lines do go to make a zonnet, 


By which wold 
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SPORTIVE SONGS. 


Tae Caiticat Cousin TO THE LADY 
FOOTBALLER. 
I conress I’m surprised, cousin Kare, 
At the sport that you ’ve chosen to play— 
But your reasons I don’t under-rate, 
For, of course, with a will there’s a way. 
And your will I have known for so long, 
And your way ’s irresistible might, 
So whether folks say it is wrong f 
Doesn’t matter, so long as you’re right. 
You’re a picture, when dressed for the fray 
In your jersey of delicate green, — 
While your smart knickerbockers display 
The trim mee of—you know what I mean, 
Your ruddy go d locks are tight curl’d 
In a knot ‘neath your gay 
You’re the prettiest boy in the world! 
I shall certainly call you ‘‘ old chap”! 
Your kicking is—well, quite A 1, 
And you move with a great deal of ease ; 
But why does a feminine run 
Involve such a knocking of knees ? 
You dribble with marvellous zest, 
Yet never give chance of a fall ; 
But, it strikes me, you’re jast like the rest, 


A little bit by the ball. 


Tis a anes sight, I admit. 

What! a goal from your tip-tilted toe ! 
A hit, Kars, a palpable hit ! 
here was no one to stop it you know. 
There—I’ve often indulged ee 
That I learnt at the best of all schools ; 
But I’m blest if this football’s the same | 
When you’ve done, dear, do teach me your 

eB 
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THE JUNIOR PARTNER. 


THE German Emprror (the head of the Firm). ‘‘LOOK HERE, UMBERTO, ALL WE CAN SAY IS, IF YOU DROP ANY MORE IN ‘ABYSSINIANS,’ WE MAY 
HAVE TO DISSOLVE PARTNERSHIP.” 
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OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 


Axout the time violets begin to forth in sheltered woods, 
Burdett’s Official Intelligence of the Stock Exchange also comes 
out. It is in its fifteenth year, and if disclosure were made of the 

icular infants’ food on which it has thrived. it would make the 
ortune of the nutriment. Sixty years ago MACAULAY, reviewing 
Dr. Nares’ History of Burleigh and his Times, summed up the 
merits of the book by the remark that ‘‘it consists of about two 
thousand closely prin quarto pages, occupies fifteen hundred 
inches cubic measure, and weighs sixty pounds avoirdupois.” No 
atr weighing machine being within convenient distance of my 
sronite’s humble residence, he cannot fully follow Macavray’s 
method of criticism, But in the matter of pages and their size, 
BurveEtt beats NakES. Two thousand one hundred and twenty-seven 
is the number of pages of the Official Intelligence, each crammed 
with information. Amongst new matter, it contains an article on 
the operation of the Sinking Fund, of Re uliar interest just now. In 
it will be found the germ of the idea Mr. Goscnen has adopted for 
meeting the added expenditure on Naval Works. ; 
_ By_an undesigned coincidence Mr. Frowps has simultaneousl 
issued from the Oxford University Press the Prayer Book an 
Hymns Ancient and Modern, beautifully printed on India paper, 
daintily bound, and held together in a morocco case. In bulk each 
measures 1? inch by a shade over two. Yet so marvellous is the 
ag so delicate the workmanship, that they are easily read. With 

. Burperr’s massive tome under his arm and Mr. FRowpr’s 
masterpiece in his waistcoat pocket, a man may go through life with 
the happy consciousness of possessing the largest and the smallest 
book of modern days. 

** To those who desire good company,” writes one of the assistant 
readers, ‘‘I can heartily recommend Green-room Recollections, by 
ARTHUR W. ABECKETT (ARROWSMITH’S). The little book is a medel 
of what such books should be; genially discursive, ee unpreten- 
tious, and abounding in good stories sate 7 told, From his well- 
stored memory the author produces a series of amusing recollections 
dealing with the profession. CHARLES KEANE, BUCKSTONE, FECHTER, 
Frank MarsHALL, Pappy GREEN of Evans’s, PALGRAVE SIMPSON— 
all theee and many others has Mr, ABECKETT seen and known, and of 
all of them he has some good story to tell. If I must select where 
all are good, I take as my favourite the account (on p. 218) of how 
the author and his brother, then very small boys, assisted a Poly- 
technic lecturer with pea-shooters while he was conducting his 
audience through Rome. To receive a succession of peas full in his 
face while he discoursed on the city of the CxsaRs must have been a 
terrible trial to a staid lecturer. Nothing, too, could be better than 
the story of ‘ Oonah,’ produced at the Haymarket by Epmunp 
Fatconrer. ‘It began at seven o’clock sharp, and was still being 
played at one o’clock the following morning.’ ”’ 
at induced a skilled teller of romances, such as, undoubtedly, 
is Max PemBerTon, to waste his own and his reader’s time in 









“‘A REUNION OF ARTS.” 
At the Savoy Theatre Sir AnTHUR SuLtivan and W. S. GivBERt, 
‘| recently re-united, have produced a new opera, entitled The Grand 
Duke. ‘*The long and the short of it” is exemplified in the two 
Acts: the seoond being not nearly so long as the firet. It is of the 
old Savoy popular pattern, but a good deal of ‘‘ cutting out” is 


A 
O 


re 
F Uy 
UW 


Z 





DAO 
~~ 





yj 
/ 







0 fj, |/ 
/ORUT LAND RARRING TON 8% 
THIS MEMORIAL 
IS AF FECTIONATELY DEDICATED 


/ 



















: BY e,e : ° 

/ AUTHOR& COMPOSER, Yyf writing such stuff as 4 Gentleman’s Gentleman? The idea is 
Yp Y «WY Thackerayan, and what Ae would have made of it it is not difficult 
Yj / ® GRATETUL REMEMBRANCE for the 8 fe of Barry Lyndon to imagine, But this story 
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still essential, About a third of the first Act and an eighth of the 
second, including the ‘‘ Roulette song and chorus,’’ might be omitted 
with advantage. Also for the conductor to catch at the slightest 
— indication of a wish to encore is a mistake, ‘* When in 
bt, play trumps’’—but don’t give an enoore. 

FRANK CELLIER beats the time, 
Not much of reason I engage 

Is here, but lots of rhyme! 


though it has all the sdvantages that e print, good margin, an 
the being contained in one handy-sized volume, can give it, is dis- 
appointing and wearisome. 





-_. 


4 4 ee 
: A’ Stroke in Time saves Eight. 
‘* Time is money.” We’re frequently paying 
rT h the nose for this apothegm old. 
But at Oxford they have a new saying, 
’Tis that Cambridge will find time 1s Gop. 


BURNS ON BILLS, 


It is reported that Mr. Jonn Burns objects to bill posting on the 
London County Council hoardings. Probably this is the first: time 
that the ee were informed that the L. C. C. hoarded any- 

ills posted by them never contain saving claures, but 


The GriBErt and the SuLtivan 
Once more are hand in hand, 
With Barrinaton, Miss Branp- 





RAM too, Though what about it all may | thing, as the ! 
The last of former band. I e, generally refer to increased expenditure, and, in fact, refer to post- 
msented have Sir S, and G. Is, I admit, a mysteree. ulata, or more money to be required presently. 
ibn Soe oe | At 8.15 begins the show Se OR ee a gS, 
coaae Canre, with gladaome With chorus, girls and men ; Got HIS LI1TLE Bit or Suear.—Major-General G, C. Brrp, C.B., 
Cries, ‘* Here we are again! Fan kept alive by BanrineTon ; | has been appointed to a First-class District in India, His adminis- 
tration is expected to be note-worthy. 


No matter what has gone before, Situace thes oe, is comical ; 


I only ask for just one more!” ; oe 3 ‘ 
Miss Perry’s voice earns praise;} THE Nick oF (Pas)t1we,—Sir Henry MEPHISTOPHELES COL- 
And so a two-act opera, Madame yon Patmay should vitE, K.C.M.G.— Knight Commander of the Mummer Guards. 


_ Unequal acts, they wrote ; 
Sir ARTHUR did the tuney tunes, Savoyard Palmy — 
With Grzert for his *‘ pote.” | It pleases and it puzzles,—but 
—— Haxzkris puts it on the | One we is clear,—it must be 
age, cu 


Tue Bitter Cry or Mr. Wittiam CurTHBert QuItTER, M.P.— 
Pare beer ! 


Roratoky KyniFe (AND Fork) Macurves,—Pullman Dining Cars. 
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‘‘A REUNION OF ARTS.” OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 


At the Savoy Theatre Sir AnTHuR Suttivan and W.S. GILBERT,| Anpour the time vi : : 
os ’ e violets begin to forth in sheltered woods, 
recently re-united, have produced a new opera, entitled The Grand| Burdett’s Official Jaialipenes of the Stock Exchange also comes 
Duke. “The long and the short of it” is exemplified in the two| ont, It is in its fifteenth year, and if dieclosure were made of the 
Acts: the second being not nearly so long as the firet. It is of the! particular infants’ food on which it has thrived. it would make the 
old Savoy popular pattern, but a good deal of ‘‘ cutting out” is| fortune of the nutriment. Sixt years ago MACAULAY, reviewing 
Dr. Nargs’ History of Burleigh and his Times, summed up the 
merits of the book by the remark that ‘‘it consists of about two 
thousand closely printed quarto pages, occupies fifteen hundred 
inches cubic measure, and weighs sixty pounds avoirdupois.” No 
Sykes weighing machine being within convenient distance of my 
sronite’s humble residence, he cannot fully follow Macavtay’s 
method of criticism, But in the matter of pages and their size, 
Burpett beats Nares. Two thousand one hundred and twenty-seven 
is the number of pages of the Official Intelligence, each crammed 
with information. Amongst new matter, it contains an article on 
the operation of the Sinking Fund, of een interest just now. In 
it will be found the germ of the idea Mr. Goscnen has adopted for 
meeting the added expenditure on Naval Works. ; 

By an undesigned coincidence Mr. Frown has simultaneousl 
issued from the Oxford University Press the Prayer Book an 
Hymns Ancient and Modern, beautifully printed on India pees 
daintily bound, and held together in a morocco case. In bulk each 
measures 1? inch by a shade over two. Yet so marvellous is the 
_ so delicate the workmanship, that they are easily read. With 

r, Burperr’s massive tome under his arm and Mr. FRowper’s 
masterpiece in his waistcoat pocket, a man may go through life with 
the happy consciousness of possessing the largest and the smallest 
book of modern days. 

‘* To those who desire good company,’ writes one of the assistant 
readers, ‘‘I can heartily reeommend Green-room Recollections, by 
ARTHUR W. ABECKETT (ARROWSMITH’S). The little book is a model 
of what such books should be; genially discursive, bright, unpreten- 
tious, and abounding in good stories admtvabl told. _ From his well- 
stored memory the author produces a series of amusing recollections 
dealing with the profession. CHARLES KEaNnF, BucKSTONE, FECHTER, 
Frank MarsHALL, Pappy GREEN of Evans’s, PALGRAVE SimPsoN— 
all theee and many others has Mr, ABECKETT seen and known, and of 
all of them he has some good story to tell. If I must select where 
all are good, I take as my favourite the account (on p. 218) of how 
the author and his brother, then very small boys, assisted a Poly- 
technic lecturer with pea-shooters while he was conducting his 
audience through Rome. To receive a succession of peas full in bis 
face while he diecoursed on the city of the C:sars must have been a 
terrible trial to a staid lecturer. Nothing, too, could be better than 
the story of ‘ Oonah,’ produced at the Haymarket by Epmunp 
Fatconrer. ‘It began at seven o’clock sharp, and was still being 
played at one o’clock the following morning.’ ”’ 

i t induced a skilled teller of romances, such as, undoubtedly, 
is Max Pemperton, to waste his own and his reader’s time in 
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ers of Barry Lyndon to imagine. But this story 
though it has all the sdvantages that e print, good margin, and 
the being contained in one handy-sized volume, can give it, is dis- 
appointing and wearisome. 
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A’ Stroke in Time saves Eight. 
‘‘Tiwe is money.” We’re frequently paying 
. : : Through the nose for this apothegm old. 
still essential. About a third of the first Act and an eighth of the But at Oxford they have a new saying, 
second, including the ‘‘ Roulette song and chorus,” might be omitted ’Tis that Cambridge will find time is Gop. 
with advantage. Also for the conductor to catch at the slightest i a aaa eae 

ssible indication of a wish to encore is a mistake, ‘* When in 
bt, play trumps’’—but don’t give an encore. BURNS ON BILLS, 
The Grzzert and the SuLttvaN Frank CELuier beats the time,}_ I is reported that Mr. Joun Borns objects to bill posting on the 
Once more are handin hand, | Not much of reason I engage London County Council hoardings. Probably this is the first time 
With Barrineton, Miss Branp-| Is here, but lots of rhyme! that the ere were informed that the L. OC. C. hoarded any- 
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RaM too, Though what about it all may | thing, as the bills posted ma them never contain saving claures, but 
The last of former band, ) e, generally refer to increased expenditure, and, in fact, refer to post- 
Consented have Sir S. and G. Is, I admit, a mysteree. ulata, or more money to be required presently. 
sap on "At 8.15 begins the show eet tet sce nC 
LY CARTE, with giacteome | With chorus, girls and men ; Got HIS LI1TLE Bit or Suear.—Major-General G. C. Bren, C.B., 


near | Fan kept alive by BarrineTon ; | has been appointed to a First-class District in India. His adminis- 


t 
N ates Hare Re ce netan Piece ends 11.10. tration is expected to be note-worthy. 
I only ask for just one more!” | | PASsmoBE, when seen, is comical ; 


Miss Perry’s voice earns praise Tae Nick or (Pas)t1we,—Sir Henry MEpPHIsToPHELES CoL- 
And so a two-act opera, Madame von Patmay should vitE, K.C.M.G.— Knight Commander of the Mummer Guards. 

sr Asta Sd tho fone taney |_ Savoye Palmy d ix Was Ole 

| THUR e tuney tunes, voy y 8. B Mr, » a.P.— 
With Grisekrt for his *‘ pote.” | It pleases and it puzzies,—but oo. heart ee eae me OUReA eS RV, 2 


Harris puts it on the/| One thing is clear,—it must be ames 
stage, cut, Roratory Kyire (AND Fork) Macurves,—Pullman Dining Cars, 
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Benevient Old Gentleman, ‘‘Now TSEN, LITTLE Boy. WHat bv) YOU MEAN BY 


BULLYING THAT LITTLE Great? Don’t you KNOW IT’S VERY CRUEL?” 
Rude Little Boy, ‘‘GaRN! WoT’s THE TROUBLE? S#gz’s MY SweerHeartT!” 


the Ameri ivil ; 
‘Toe Rep BapGE or CovraceE.” ** story,” Sai, eke etter of deck, there ans 


Tas book, by Mr. STEPHEN Crane, hasbeen | Story in the usual acceptation of the word. 
praised in the most extravagant manner by | Lhe ae a ey Bits any- 
from such oredit as may attach te Me, Crane | ring with diamal iteration on every jare— 
fering neo rae aad of torte ou my rar eeu 
staan Sat aaancce Pi eae tere chaoticseries of self-analysis, heflies fromthe 
however, to suggest that the book does fa]j | battls-field, retur:s to it, analyses himse 
short—very far short—of the high level to | 0Ver.and over again, is under tood to behave 

ont heroically, and finally vanishes back into a 
ited, mons of the oritios assign it, and that it ick mist of imspressioniaa. Of story, in 
not fail to since Chaniaabecs We tavene who truth, there is abs lutelynothing; nota single 
reads it witha desire toestimate it impartially | character is clearly d+fined, scarctly an inci- 
according to those standards which are gene-. dent is described in sach a way as to force 


¢ : ‘upon the reader (uponone reader, atany rate, ) 
rally accepted amongst students of literature. that ace sueakirta sense (f its necessary 


THE book professes to bethestory of a youth ' truth whichis the mark of really great fiction. 


In the second edition of The Red Badge of 
Courage are to be found excerpts from some of the 
Press notices which hailed the first edition. In one 
I read that ‘* Mr. SrzPHEN Crann’s picture of the 
effect of actual fighting onaraw regimentissimpl 
unapproached in intimate knowledgeand sustain 
imaginative strength. ... This extraordinary 
book will appeal strongly to the insatiable desire to 
know the peychology war—how the sights and 
sounds, the terrible details of the drama of battle, 
affect the senses and the soul of man.” ‘The 
reader,’ says another, ‘‘ sees the battle not from 
afar, but from the inside.” ‘This, we feel instino- 
tively, is something like thereality of war.” These 
are samples of the eulogies which have been libe- 
rally showered upon The Red Badge of Courage. 


It will have been noticed that the common note 
struck by the reviewer is the masterly analysis of 
the reality of war. This is curious, for it turns out 
a os Sapo = FOCas OAS of vee age of 24, 
who, gan American, presumably no per- 
sonal knowledge whatever of the emotions he 
undertakes to describe, And it may further be as- 
sumed that nine out of ten of his critics are in a 
similar case, These, therefore, who are ignorant of 
ae seu phstetens nalased Te ous wie tas Komnall 

war- pain y one who ims 
never been near a battle. I am conscious of the 
retort that may be made, and I am prepared to 
admit at once that I myself have never fought 
through a battle or been near one ; nor havel ever 
occupied the cane referee at afootball match. 
Alll say is, that this very confused and diejoint«d 
account of warfare does not impress me as bein 
anything Jike what the real thing ought to be; an 
I may go further, and add that, written, as it is, 
by a young American of 24, it cannot possibly 


posse uality of ‘‘intimate knowledge’”’ 
rae Mes Y 


ss the 
with which it bas been almost universally credited 
by those who have reviewed it. 


I HAVE read many stories of war, some imagina- 
tive, some written by men who had bornea hare in 
fightin g. I have spoken to many men who have 
foug ht—modest, manly fellows, for the most part, 
and by no means inclined toexaggerateeither their 
own hercism or that of their companions. And, 
putting aside allthetawdry nonsenseof romancers, 
who give you merely the tinsel glitter of war, I 
much doubt if ‘the youth”? whose heart-search- 
ings are described in The Red Badge of Courage 
is at alla common type. The mass ot men may not 
be brave todesperation; but they are braver, I take 
it, than this poor, sickly, sentimental, hysterical 
fool, who is constantly engaged in probing his own 
sensations when he ought to be loading and firi 
his rifle, The great battles«f the world have 
been tought by common men, and common men in 
the mass are brave and not cowardly. MicHazEL 
Harpy, who is commemorated in Sir Evrtyn 
Woop 's book on the Crimea, was a common man; 
the heroesof the14'h Regiment of the French army 
who perished almost to a man at Eylanu, were com- 
mon men; so were the sergeant and bis men to 
whore memory Sir Francis Hastrnes Doy.x has 
dedicated The Red Thread of Honour, one of the 
noblest and most stirring battle- s in our lan- 
guage. And for myself, I prefer the heroes of 
The Red Thread of Honour to the miserable 
creature who is dimly revealed to usin The Red 
Badge of Courage. 


I wavs said nothing of the literary and gram- 
matical style of the book. Here are two examples, 

“B in the smoke of many rifles, his anger 
wasdirected not so much against the men whom he 
knew were rushing towards him, as against the 
swirling battle phantoms whichwerechokiog him.” 

** A lad whose face had borne an expressicn of 
exalted courage, the majesty of he who dares give 
his life, was, at an instant, smitten abject.” On 
the whole, I cannot in the least agree with the 
reviewer who declares that, ‘‘ as a work of art, 
The Red Badge of Courage deserves Ter tn 
As a moral lesson that still n the 
praise it deserves is higher still.” 
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LATEST QUOTATIONS. 


Some weeks ago I asked JonEs 
what he would recommend as an 
investment. ‘* Well,” he said, 
‘if you want something perfectly 
safe to pay not quite per 
cent——.” ‘My dear fellow!” 
Texclaimed. ‘‘ But,’ he continued, 
“if you want something profit- 
able, just a spec. you know, keep 
your eye on ’em, and sell out as 
soon as they rise, why not try 
that Debenture Corporation? If 
you ’ll sit still a minute, I’ll read 
you the full title.” Then he took 
an old prospectus from a drawer, 
and began, ‘‘The Imperial and 
Colonial Pioneer Land, Finance 
and Exploration and ee 
ma and Consolidated Gold, 
Diamond and Miscellaneous Mines 
and Agricultural. Sheepand Cattle 
Breeding and Ostrich Farmi 
Estates of West Africa and Sou 
Australia Mortgage Debenture 
Corporation, Limited.’”’ I waited 
patiently till he had finished, and 
then I drew a deep breath and 
recovered. ‘* You would recom- 
mend,” I said, ** some shares in 
the—in that—how on earth can 
ame remember all that name?” 
** Oh,” he said, ‘* we don’t bother 
about the fall title, we call ’em 
Imps.” Sol pease some Imps. 

Then my trouble began, for 


ss 


ie 


~ N° 


AH il 


FANCY PORTRAITS. 






. On - 
(WE 


ae 


a sixth, ‘‘ W. Afr. 8, Aust. 
Deb. Corp.’’; 
‘““W. A. 8S, A. Land Fin. Exp, 
Corp.,’”’ and so on, I can never 
remember under which initial 
letter I shall find it in page a 
thas wecenal of the cipees ere 
sev e papers a 
new abbreviation aaity: and I am 
sure that I shall become blind or 
mad if anne _ ae ee 
sols, the titleof which never varies, 
and need never be abbreviated. 
¢t are thore shares now? 
Here’s a paper. Has a new abbre- 
viation been discovered? Yes. 
Here they are: ‘“‘Am. G. D. 
Mines W. A. 8. A. Corp.”” They 
have gone down %} since I bought 
them. But I shall sell them to- 


ort. 


in a seventh, 
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ae 
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— oe me to meen an eye PO, © Seen 
on the ions in the papers 
ev der. and sell out as soon as , A DIFFICULTY. 
thie aioe rose, That is what I| [The Duke of Camnnince “ can settle the whole matter in a graceful and | How shall I turna = for you? 
have been doing, and my eyesight | dignified manner by decliningin advance the £1800 a year.” —TZimes, Marchi2.)| The songs have all long since 
is failing, for every newspaper Cassius Mummius . . Ke. Hon. ARTH-R B-LF-R, been sung. 
prints every day, in a different Scipio Minor (Dux Nobilis) H.R.H, D-xe or O-msn-pexz, | Beneath the sun there’s nothing 
wage and in the smallest type, | Cassius Mwmmius, Hau, Nosue Carer! Hgrek FROM MY HANDS new 
e quotations, which vary every RECEIVE How shall {turn a rhyme for you? 
hour by sixteenths or by thirty THE GIFTS THE GODS PROVIDE! Forestalled these many ages 
seconds, And the evening news-| Scipio (‘' in a graceful and dignified mamner”’), 1 THANK THE GODS |! through t 
papers, which are the most excit- UT FOR A SOLDIER TIRED OF WAR’S ALARMS By poet’s penand lover's tongue, 
g, since their quotations are the THERE ’S NO REWARD, SAVE VIRTUE! ALL THE REST How shall 1 turn a rhyme for you? 
prices of the actual day, must of Is pross! I'LL yong or 1T! YET FOR YOUR COURTESY The songs have all long since 
course set up and print these tiny I THANK You.—‘' The Roman Warrior,” Act Last. been sung. 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 
EXTRACTED FROM THE DIARY OF TOBY, M.P. 


House of Commons, Monday, March 9.—Spectacle of good man 
struggling _with adversity ever touches the well- ted heart. 
Presented just now when WEDDEEBURN essayed to load truck of 
wroposed Light Railwa 

e. Unfortunately for him this particular level crossing is 
are by a signal-box represented by Speaker's Chair. Question 

efore House was that Light Railways Bill, havine been read second 
time, should be referred to Grand Committee on Trade, WxDDER- 
BURN, as he winsomely mentioned, had pr speech on second read- 
ing. Had reveral times attempted to catch the train on this particular 
journey ; had always missed it. ‘‘ And then,” he said, with wail in 
voice, recalling memories of Glencoe, “ the Clo:ure was moved.” 

But eve comes to the man who waits, even for a lift by 
Light Railway. Subject up again now. Fortonately WEDDERBURN 
had in his pocket notes of second-reading speech. Would work them 
up into the truck forthwith. Perhaps if he hadn’t uttered his 
lement over earlier misadventure he might have got in a few more 
spadesful before he was pape up. But so pleased with this fresh 
opportunity, couldn't help chuckling over it. Sig in box on 
sharp Jook out. WEDDERBUEN not reached second page of treasured 
notes before SpzakeR down on him with reminder that merits of 
Bill been fully discussed on sec-nd reading. Sole question now as to 
which Committee the Bill should be referred. 

0 ly one chance of using up treasured speech. Jf Bill went to 
Grand Committeeall was lost; if referred to Committee of whole House 
speech might be worked off, if not at one burat, then in cheerful spurts 
on succeeding amendments. Such aha ht this! WarEpDDER- 
BUBN could not refrain sharing with the House joy of its possessi »n. 

The reason why,” he said, ‘‘I wish to keep this measure in the 
House is because I have not been allowed the opportunity of speak- 


s with his speech, and run it over main|} 





ing in debate on the second reading.”” Whereat frivolous Members 
opposite burst into hilarious laughter, amid which WEDDERBURN 
wondering, sat down. 


. WEIR much touched at coun "s calamity. “If,” he 
whi ** you ’ll lend me your I’ll put it in the form of 
questions for you. At the rate of or four a day they will carry 


ter. easier, Take out a passage; put before 
it Query—‘Is the right hon. gentleman aware ;’ stick note of 
imberrege tion at the end; and there you are.” 

Light Railways Bill safely shunted into Grand Committee Yard ; 
House got into Committee on the Navy Estimates. Sack or QUEEN 


Anne’s GATE uncom ] ——— increase; quoted. in 
sup of argument, fate of the rst 


you over 


APOLEON, and example of the 
Early Christians. This last fell a little flat, for, as Cap’en Tommy 
Bow es shrewdly observed, Sack much more nearly resembles a late 
Pagan than an Early 
Business done.—Voted the Men for the Navy. 


Tuesday.—" Et tu Bantixy?’? Gesatp BaLFouk murmured, 
oe with sad eyes below the Gangway. re 

Little been h of the Blameless One since New Ministry formed, 
and he and Ca’pen Tommy left on the leeshore. The Car’En stands 
by his old quarters, on second bench above Gangway. Has even 
SER sxe corner seat once filled by Private Hansury, now joined 
the officers’ mess. But the Blameless BARTLEY to-day blushes below 
the Gangway in quarters where tea-room cabals are got up, Round 
Robirs siened, and similar hints given to esteemed Leaders that they 
would have been wiser hed they made other distribution of offices. 

Business be‘ore the House, a private Bill promoted by Belfast 
Corp ration. Under existing arrangements, 70,000 out of p»pulation 
of 250,000 have no voice ingmanagement of municipal affairs. Men 
in possession want to make things permanently snag on same basis. 
JoHNSTON of Ballykilbeg, nee flag in face of Nationalist 
Members opposite, declares that Belfast is prosperous because it is 
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WHat vD) YOU MEAN BY 


BULLYING THAT LITTLE GiraL? Don’T YoU KNOW IT’S VERY CRUEL?” 
Rude Little Boy, ‘Gann! WoT’s THE TROUBLE? S#z'’s MY SweerHEART!” 


ROUNDABOUT READINGS. 


‘‘Tuoe Rep BancE or Courage,” 


ee a CRANE, a 
praised in the most extravagant manner 
all sorts of critics. I have no wish to Setsaa 
from such credit as may attach to Mr. Crane 
for having takena subject outside of the ordi- 
ruck of subjects, and for having treated 
it in an unconvential manner. I venture 
however, to suggest that the book does fall 
short—very far short—of the high level to 
which most of the critics assign it, and that it 
falls short for very obviousreasons, which can- 
not fail to suggest themselves to anyone who 
reads it witha desire toestimate it impartially 
g to those standards which are gene- 
rally accepted amon gat students of literature. 


THE book professes to be thestory of a youth 


enrolled in one of the Nerthern regimente 
during the American Civil War. I said 
** story,” but, as a matter of fec 

story in the usual acceptation of the word. 
The youth—he is scarcely ever called any- 
thing but ‘‘the youth,” the expression occur- 
ring with dismal iteration on every } ave— 
the youth, as I say, appears vaguely as ina 
cloud, he commits e and perpetrates a 
chaoticseries of self-analysis, he flies fromthe 
battls-field, returi s to it, analyses himself 
over and over again, is under tood to behave 
heroically, and fiaally vanishes back into a 
thick mist of impressionism, Of story, in 


eee isats lutelynothing; notasingle | his lif 


acter is clearly d+fined, scarcely an inci- 


In the second edition of The Red Badge of 
Courage are to be found excerpts from some of the 
Press notices which hailed the first edition. In one 
I read that ‘‘ Mr. SrePHEN CRANnz’s picture of the 
effect of actual “oes onaraw regimentissimpl 
unapproached in intimate knowledgeand sustain 
imaginative strength. ... This extraordinary 
book will appeal strongly to the insatiable desire to 

w the peyoh war—how the sights and 
sounds, the terrible details of the drama of battle, 
affect senses and the soul of man.” ‘‘ The 
reader,” says another, ‘‘ sees the battle not from 
afar, but from the inside.” ‘This, we feel instino- 
tively, is something like thereality of war.” These 
are samples of the eulogies which have been libe- 
rally showered upon The Red Badge of Courage. 


It will have been noticed that the common note 
struck by the reviewer is the masterly analysis of 
the reality ofwar. This is curious, for it turns out 
— a a man of oe oes of 24, 
who gan American, presumably no per- 
sonal knowledge whatever of the emotions he 
undertakes todescribe, And it may further be as- 
sumed that nine out of ten of his critics are in a 
si case. These, therefore, who sre ignorant of 
php and a emotions oe gd to the — a 

war-pictures, pain y one who m 
never been near a battle. I am conscious of the 
retort that may be made, and I am prepared to 
admit at once that I myself have never fought 

ha battle or been near one; nor havel ever 
the position of referee at afootball match. 
say is, that this very confused and disjoint d 
account of warfare does not impress me as bein 
anything like what the real thing ought to be; an 
I may go further, and add that, written, as it is, 
by a young American of 24, it cannot fossibly 
the quality of “intimate knowledge” 
as been almost universally credited 
by those who have reviewed it. 


I HAVE read many stories of war, some imagina- 
tive, some written by men who had bornea thare in 
the hting. I have —— to many men who have 
fought—modest, manly fellows, for the most part, 
and by no means inclined toexagge rate either their 
own heroism or that of their companions. An 
putting aside all thetawdry nonsenseof romancers, 
who give you merely the tinsel glitter of war, I 
much doubt if ‘'the youth”? whose h search- 
ings are described in The Red Badge of Courage 
is at alla common type. The mass ot men may not 
be brave todesperation; but they are braver, I take 
it, than this poor, sick] , sentimental, hysterical 
fool, who is constantly engaged in probing his own 
sensations when he ought to be ing and 
his rifle. The great battles«f the world have 
been tought by common men, and common men in 
the mags are brave and not cowardly. MicHaEL 
Harpy, who is commemorated in Sir EvELYN 
Woop's book on the Crimea, was a common man; 
the heroesof the 14°h Regiment of the French army 
who perished almort to a man at Eylau, were com. 
mon men; so were the sergeant and his men to 
whore memory Sir Francis Hastrnes Doyie has 
dedicated The Red Thread of Honour, one of the 
noblest and most ee battle- s in our lan- 
guage. And for my I prefer the heroes of 
The Red Thread of Honour to the mieerable 
creature who is dimly revealed to usin The Red 
Badge of Courage. 


I wave said nothing of the literary 
matical Sve of the book, Here are two examples, 

“B in the smoke of many rifles, his an 
wasdirected not so much against the men whom he 
knew were g towards him, as against the 
swirling battle phantoms whichwerechokiog him.” 

‘* A lad whose face had borne an expression of 
exalted courage, the majesty of he who dares give 
is life, was, at an instant, smitten abject.” On 
whole, 1 cannot in the least agree with the 


thro 
occu 
All 


and gram- 


the 


dent is described in sach a way as to force | reviewer who declares that, ‘‘ as a work of art, 


upon the reader (upon onereader, atany rate, ) 
that over-mastering sense cf ite neceesary 
truth whichis the mark of really great fiction. 


The Red Badge of Courage deserves high 
As a moral ee ee aakied still ih ye 
praise it deserves is higher still.” 





Maron 2], 1896.] 


LATEST QUOTATIONS, 


Some weeks ago I asked JonzEs 
what he would recommend as an 


investment. ‘* Well,” he said, 
“if you want somethi y 
safe to pay not quite per 


cent——.”’ ‘* My dear fellow!” 
Texclaimed. “‘ But,” he continued, 
“if you want something profit- 
able, just a spec, you know, keep 
your eye on ’em, and out as 
soon as they rise, why not try 
that Debenture tion? If 
you ’ll sit still a minute, I’ll read 
you the full title.”” Then he took 
an old prospectus from a drawer 


and be **The Imperial an 
Colonial Pioneer Land Vinenee 
and Exploration and 
mated and Consolidated Gold, 
Diamond and Miscellaneous Mines 
and Agricultural. Sheepand Cattle 
Breeding and Ostrich F 
Estates of West Africa and Sou 
Australia Mortgage Debenture 
eeeee Limited.” I waited 
patiently till he had finished, and 
then I drew a deep breath and 
reco “ recom- 
mend,” I sai 
the—in that—how on earth can 
anyone remember all that name?” 
** Oh,” he said, ** we don’t bother 
about the full title, we call ’em 
Imvs.”” So I bought some Imps. 
Then my trouble began, for 
JonEs had told me to keep an eye 
on the quotations in the papers 
Sverre OST and sell out as soon as 
the shares rose. That is what I 
have been doing, and my eyesight 
is failing, for every newspaper 
prints every day, in a different 
place and in the smallest type, 


Cassius Mummius . é 
Scipio Minor (Dux Nobilis) 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 
FANCY PORTRAITS. 





[The Duke of Camnnrpce “ can settle the whole matter in a graceful and 
dignified manner by decliningin advance the £1800 a year.” —Zimes, March12.] 


Cassius Mwmmius, Hat, Nosie Curer! HERE FROM MY HANDS 
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in such a hurry, that the 
inivent 4 me is 


title. Of course, in a line 


** Pioneer Mort. Deb. oe 
a fourth, “‘ Imperials”; in a fifth, 
‘* Mines Estates Deb. Corp.’ ; in 
a sixth, “‘ W. Afr. 8, A Mort. 
Deb. ees in a_ seventh, 
‘““W. A. 8S. A. Land Fin. Exp. 
= Corp.,” and so on, I can never 
| remember under which initial 
letter I shall find it in ee 
Sl cael teens te? 
sev e 8 
new abbreviation dalle and I am 
sure that I shall become blind or 
mad if I’continue this search much 
longer. I wish I had bought Con- 
sols, the titleof which never varies, 

and need never be abbreviated. 
¢ are those now P 
Here’s a paper. Has a new abbre- 
viation been discovered? Yer, 
Here they are: ‘Am. G. D. M. 
Mines W. A. 8. A. Corp.” They 
have gone down #} since I bought 
them. But I shall sell them to- 

morrow. 


A DIFFICULTY. 


How shall I turn a rhyme for you? 
The jonas have all long since 


sung. 
Beneath the sun there’s nothing 
new 
How shall I turn a rhyme for you? 


— 


SS 
= 


Rr. Hon. ARTH-R B-LF-R. 
H.R.H, D-kg or C-MBR-DGE, 


the quotations, which vary every RECEIVE 
hour by sixteenths or by thirty THE GIFTS THE GODS PROVIDE! Forestalled these many ages 
seconds. And the ev news- | Scipio (‘' in a graceful and dignified manner”), 1 THANK THE GOps ! through 
pers, which are the most excit- BUT FOR A SOLDIER TIRED OF WAR’S ALARMS By poet’spenand lover's tongue, 
g, since their quotations are the THERE’S NO REWARD, SAVE VIRTUE! ALL THE REST How shall 1 turn a rhyme for you? 
prices of the actual day, must of Is pross! I’LL NONE oF IT! YET FOR YOUR COURTESY The songs have all long since 
course set up and print these tiny I rHanx you.—‘' The Roman Warrior,” Act Last. been sung. 


sa3A 


ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 
EXTRACTED FROM THE DIARY OF TOBY, M.P. 


House of Commons, Monday, March 9.—Spectacle of good man 
struggling _with adversity ever touches the well- ted heart. 
Presented just now when WEDDERBURN essayed to load truck of 
roposed Light Railways with his speech, and run it over main 
e. Unfortunately for him this particular level crossing is 
Srp by a signal-box represented by Speaker's Chair. Question 
efore House was that Light Railways Bill, havine been read second 
time, should be referred to Grand Committee on Trade. W2DDER- 
BURN, as he winsomely mentioned, had prepared speech on second read- 
ing. Had several times attempted to catch the train on this particular 
journey ; had always missed it. ‘‘ And then,” he said, with wail in 
voice, recalling memories of Glencoe, ‘‘ the Clo:ure was moved.” 

But everything comes to the man who waits, even for a lift by 
Light Railway. Subject up again now. Fortonately WEDDERBURN 
had in his pocket notes of second-reading speech. Would work them 
up into the truck forthwith. Perhaps if be hadn’t uttered his 
lement over earlier misadventure he might have got in a few more 
spadesful before he was age up. But so pleased with this fresh 
opportunity, couldn't help chuckling over it. Sig in box on 
sharp Jook out. WHEDDERBUEN not reached second page of treasured 
notes before Speaker down on him with reminder that merits of 
Bill been fully discussed on second reading. Sole question now as to 
which Committee the Bill should be referred. 

Only one chance of using up treasured . Jf Bill went to 
Grand Committeeall was lost; if referred to mittee of whole House 
speech might be worked off, if not at one burat, then in cheerful spurts 
on succeeding amendments. Such a happy thought this! WarppER- 
BUBN could not refrain sharing with the soe te of its possession. 

* The reason why,” he said, ‘‘I wish to keep this measure in the 
House is because I have not been allowed the opportunity of speak- 





ing in debate on the second reading.’’ Whereat frivolous Members 
opposite burst into hilarious laughter, amid which WEDDERBURN 
wondering, rat down. , 
Mr. Wik much touched at coun "s calamity. “If,” he 
I’ll put it in 


whispered, ‘‘ you ’ll lend me your the form of 
questions for ot At the rate of or four a day they will carry 
you over Kaster. Nothing easier. Take out a passage; put before 


it Query—‘Is the right hon. gentleman aware ;’ stick note of 
ieneroateen at the end; and there you are. ; 

Light Railways Bill safely shunted into Grand Committee Yard ; 
House pire mmittee on the pavy Estimates. Sack oF QUEEN 
Anne’s GATE uncom sepeees increase; q . in 
ee of argument, fate of the rst APOLEON, and example of the 
Early Christians. This last fell a little flat, for, as Cap’en Tommy 
BowLes shrewdly o 
Pagan than an Early Chri 

Business done.—Voted the Men for the Navy. 


Tuesday.—“* Et tu Bantitgry?” Gepsatp BALFouR murmured, 
looking with sad eyes below the Gangway. 1 

Little been h of the Blameless One since New Ministry formed, 
and he and Ca’pen Tommy left on the leeshore. The Cap’EN stands 
by his old quarters, on second bench above Gangway. Has even 
euneepesen corner seat once filled by Private Hannury, now joined 
the officers’ mess. But the Blameless BARTLEY to-day blushes below 
the Gangway in quarters where tea-room cabals are got up, Round 
Robirs siened, and similar hints given to esteemed Leaders that they 
would have been wiser hed they made other distribution of offices. 

Business be‘ore the House, a private Bill promoted by Belfast 
Corp ration. Under existing arrangements, 70,000 out of p»pulation 
of 250,000 have no voice ingmanagement of municipal affairs. Men 
in possession want to make things permanently snag on same basis. 
JounsTon of Ballykilbeg, warng Oaee flag in face of Nationalist 
Members opposite, declares that Belfast is prosperous because it is 


Saez much more nearly resembles a late 
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Protestant. Any attempt to remove bann from Catholic citizens would | pause in conversation was heard the voice of WILLIE REDMOND 
be immediately followed by decadence of the shipbuilding trade and| crying aloud, ‘‘ Where’s CHAMBERLAIN?” and no answer came 
limpness in the linen market. When B. B. rose from quarter in which | forth from the secretive Night. 

Business done.—Sapplementary Army Estimates voted. ' 


AY 


BALLYKILBEG beats the Protestant drum, it was taken as a matter of 
course he would follow on same lines. In last Parliament, when he sat 
above Gang way, wanting to know when SquikE or MaLwoop was goiog 
to bring in his Local Veto Bill, any spare moments not devoted to con- 
sideration of that entrancing topic were given to banging Irish Nation- 
alist Members about the head. House now had its breath temporarily 
taken away by hearing the Blameless B., in the familiar gruff voice 
and uncompromis manne’, denounca the Belfast business as 
‘** unfair, unjust, un-English.”’ ‘‘ It seems to me, Sir,” said B. B., “‘a 
monstrous thing that we should talk so much about justice to Ireland, 
and permit this outrageous anomaly in Belfast to continue.”’ 
Courtney had said much same thing half an hour earlier, Awk- 
ward thiogs from that quarter not unfamiliaron Treasury Bench But 
with Blamele:s, Blushing, 
Bashful. Bantiry “ kick- 
ing out ahind and afore” 


accounting for reduction of 
Ministerial majority to 55, 

**Curious eff: c$ air below 
the Gangway has upon the 
rost blame'e:s men,” said 
GERALD, ¢ ntinuing his c)- 
gitation. ‘* Must have it 
samp'el,carefullyanalyse]. 
and se3 what we can do to 
counteract evil properties,”’ 


g 44Londonon Sandayscarried, 
4 Thursday.—Pretty tosee 
=<4@ what surging passion of 
g personal desire Don Josfi 
creates in breast of Irish 
Members, Theycan neither 
live with him nor without 
him. To-night when Com- 
mittee of Supply had for 
hours lain under gas-lit 
roof a slaggish , Don 
Jos& stepped down and 
grievously stirred it. Tu- 
mult broke forth with 
voleanic suddenness and 
’ energy. Allabout Ashanti. 
That clear-sighted, high- 
souled statesman, WILLIE 
~ RepMOND,regardsthe whole 
: ; : business of the Expedition 
‘‘1’m Bountiful, Bashful Bartley !” as ‘iniquitous.’ JoHN 
Di1ton, not to be outdone by spokesman from other camp of United 
Ireland, condemned it as ‘‘inglorious and degrading.” ‘* Wicked 
and unnecessary” was Dr. CLARK’s commentary, as he rushed in 
breathless, fearful that all the hard language would be used up. 

This touched Don Jos& on tender spot. Pardonably proud of 
manner in which he has conducted this little war; to have it spoken 
of in these terms more than person even of his ordinary equability of 
temper could stand. J 

“Twas ever thus,” said Prince Artuur, soothingly. ‘* Scrrio 
Araicanvs had his Petini1, you remember. If CLark and WILLIE 
Repmonp had been in the flesh when Scrpro came back to Rome, 
bringing his laurels from Zama, they would have moved to reduce 
the vote on account of the expedition by the equivalent to £100,000, 
bewailing the exceedingly rude treatment of HANNIBAL,” 

Don Josf AFRICANUS appeared at table with ominous calmness of 
demeanour. Got on pretty well till Darzren interrupted. ‘' As the 
hon. Member,” he retorted, ‘‘has not read the Blue Books, he is 
probably going to join in the debate,”’ en 

Gentlemen below Gangway howled with anguished indignation, 
Pgincr ARTHUR looked uneasily at clock; midnight approaching ; 
must get vote; all going on nicely, and now the fat in the fire, 
fizzling up all round, turning to ashes hope of quietly snatching 
vote in that moment of exhaustion to which twenty minutes earlier 
Committee closely approached. 

After this continuous storm, the Closure and Tim Hearty. Tm 
been in SniQaneeye retirement through sitting. Scented the battle 
from afar ; wn by irresistible chain, For some moments of wild 
delight, he stood shouting back contumely and scorn at gentlemen 
opposite, who wanted to go to division. Don Josi having, with 
‘assistance of Closure, obtained vote in which he was inter went 
grief of friends oposite broke out in fresh 

House sat all night. In any 











off home. Hereupon 
place, more than eyer uncontrollable. 


tbhiogs looked strange. fully \ 


—————) 
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versity. Set up 
ageinatlastGene- 
ralElection; bere 
he is to-night, 
ent at the 
top of his voice 
for a fall hour 


want much,” as 
the ’bus conduc- 
tor observed of 
the old lady who 
said she** wanted 
the Bank of Eng- 
land.”’ Sir Jonn 
will besatisfied if 
Financial Secre- 
will lay on 
table for infor- 
mationof himeelf 
and the world 
generally, full 
particulars, now 
jealouslyguarded 
in pigeon holes 
of ar Office, 
of the 
scheme of Na- 
tional Defence. 
St. Jonn Brop- 
RICK. one of few 
survivors of the 
thinks 


amendment. 





[Marcu 21, 1896, 


EvicoTeD rromM A-sHaNTY! 
King Prempeh. “J'lly nice f’lers Re’mond an’ Dill’n t’ shtan’ up fer a 
f’ler when he can’ shten‘ up fer ’imself! We won’ go’ome till mor —(hic).”’ 
(And they didn’t! House rose at 5.15 a.m. !) 


_Friday.—The REvERBERATING CoLomB back azsin. Like his 
distant relation, the Colonne Vendéme, has been laid low by ad- 
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“A Late Pa 





GAN” BEFORE HI8 ALTAR! 


Mr. L-b-ch-re, as seen by Cap’en Tommy Bowles. 
not. ‘The Coroms having made its speech offers to withdraw its 


House insists on negativing i 


te ts 
Business done.—Got into Committee on Army Estimates, - 


Maron 28, 1896.] 
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SAGA OF THE SACACIOUS 
NORSECAL. 


Sze in the paper that there is 
a movement for getting i 
navian female servants over to 
England, They are said to be 
plentiful, and strictly honest, and 
to regard £12 a year as unto 
wealth. 

Have ordered one. A Viqueen, 
fresh from the fiords, Thought 
she would understand German. 
She doesn’t—at least not m 
German. Wife tries her wi 
French, She grinsamiably. This 
isratherserious. Forgot all about 

e e difficulty. 

Get Scandinavian Dictionary. 
Try her with simple sentences, 
‘*Do you come from Sweden?” 
Curious, she seems offended at 
the question. Why? It appears 
she is a Norsewoman, and Norse 
and Swedes don’t love each other. 
How childish! Possibly a refer- 
ence to Jnszen will mollify her. 
**Do you know Herr (do they call 
them ‘‘ Herrs” in Norway ?) 
TBsEN, mewn frdulen?’’ Says 
she’s never heard of him. Sach 
is fame! 

Best point about her is, that 
she is undeniably strong. May 
not be true or tender, but, any- 
how, strong. Moves our grand 
piano with one hand. Quite a 
** feat off the fiord,”’ this. 

As cook, our hardy Norsewo- 
man slightly primitive. Has a 
passion for caraway seeds. Wife 


SPORTIVE SONGS. 


A Bripzcroom AT Monts CARLO TO HIS 
Bape. 


I am lounging at ease ’neath a tropical pam 
That looks up at a tropical sky, 

While the water below has a tropical calm 
And the breeze gives a tropical sigh. 

There’s a tropical sun to illumine the green, 
There are flowers of tropical hue, 

There are tropical folk to embellish the scene, 
There’s a tropical look aboat you. 


We all of us speak with compassionate tmile 
Of the land of perpetual fog, 
Where continued existence is scarce worth 
the while 
Of a well-bred and well-to-do dog. 
It is only when safe in this thrice happy 


spot 
That one dreams of the Isles of the B! st, 
Taat one pities the ever exiguous lot 
the many, who work without rest. 


Here’s your cloak! there are clouds, and the 
air ’s not so clear, 
Yes, in Eagland we’d say, “‘ Thera’)l be 


snow. 
Such a thing in this country could never 


appear ; 
It’s a tropical climate, you know. 
You call it the mistral? It’s awfully chill, 
And, by Japiter! here comes the wet 
Down in Ci et No waterproofs? Never 
mind. 
We can get warm again at roulette | 


You’ve a system? Bravo! IfI follow your 


play, 
Then by doubling we must win a coup ! 
That ’s nineteen times running your luck ’s 
gone astray ! 
So has mine, and I haven't a sou / 


VOL. OX, 
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Wiley is 4 
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THE NAVAL PREPARATIONS. 


SucGEsTED Corps oF SUBMARINE CAVALRY (Royvat MounrteEp Svup- 
MARINES), NOT INCLUDED IN THIS YEAR'S EsTIMATFS, 


What, you’ve still gota ‘‘ Nap”? There’s 
our number! It’s not? 
What, you chang’d? Then the bank we 
can’t break 


ca = tropical gentry are certainly 


ot, 
Yet no woman here could love a rake! 


MR, PUNCH’S PLAYING CARDS. 





No, II].—Tae Kwsave or OLvss AND 
SHILLELAGHS, 
D-LL-N. H-iy, 
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objects. Sherays ‘‘ caraway seeds 
used in every dish in Norway.” 
That decides me—shall not take 
a tour ana fiords this year, 
as I was thinking of doing. Even 
the North Cape would be spoiled 
by a diet of caraway. 

Our Gretchen (query—7s ‘‘Gret- 
chen” the correct Norse word ?) 
becomes gloomy. Evidently pines 
for home; nat » perhaps, as 
Norway the home of pines! Wife 
interrogates her, She complains 
of an absence of avalanches in 
London. Sorry we can’t oblige her 
with these. Also, it seems, Kag- 
land is ** not cold enough for her.” 
But she hasn’t seen our summer 
yet. Then she would like a few 
reindeer about the place, and con- 
siders a cab a very poor substi- 
tute for a carriole, 

To comfort her, I try a tip. 
She at once warmly shakes anda 
with me! Appears to be the cus- 
tom of her country. Extraor- 
dinary and a little embarrassing. 

She is off to Hull! Not even 
(£12 a year) 


Li 


yi 


S eey fortune 
Linduce her to stay in a city 
which never has an avalanche or 
an aurora, Our Northern light 
has gone out! 


4 \ 
| 


( 


wey SSS 


Royatn AcapEMy oF Mosic. 
— ‘** Potter Exhibition prize 
awarded to Mr. R. NEVILLE 
Frox.” We’ve often heard of 
** By flux of time,’’ but his future 
cones none will be by ‘* Flux of 

one.’ 


ECHOES FROM BERLIN. 


‘* Have you carefully packed up that silver 
cup and despatched it to Cowes?” ‘* Yes, 
your Majesty.” 

‘* Have you looked out a showy decoration 
for the acceptance of the Negus?” ‘* Yes, 
your Majesty.” , 

** Have you had a copy of the engraving of 
my famous picture framed in diamonds for 
the KuepivE?” ‘‘ Yes, your Majesty.” 

‘‘Have you selected a diplomatic suit 
(cocked hat, sword, breeches and all) for the 
use «f President Krieger?” ‘* Yes, your 
Majesty.” 

‘**Have you forwarded my plan for the 
Paris Exhibition of 1900 to President 
Faure?” ‘* Yes, your Majesty.” 

‘*Have you mailed my scheme for a new 
constitution of the U.S.A. to President 
CLEVELAND?” ‘* Yes, your Majesty.” 

‘* Have you posted my pamphlet, ‘ How to 
Ride a High Horse,’ to the Emperor of 
Austria, on the occasion of his becoming m 
brother officer in the British cavalry ?” 
“Yes, your Majesty.” 

** Have you handed my last sermon to the 
Archbishop of Canterbury, the Emperor of 
Abyssinia, General Booth, and the Pope?” 
‘* Yes, your Majesty.” 

‘*Have you sent my memorandum, ‘On 
the Extraction of the Yolks of Eggs by 
Suction,’ to the most venerable of my revered 
relatives?” ‘* Yes, your Majesty.” 

‘“* Then, after you have filled up a telegram 
of congratulation to the winner of the Boat- 
race, leaving the name blank, you can go to 
dinner,”’ ‘* Yes, your Majesty.” 


SuaeEsreD MoTrorEs FOR THE GREEN PARK 
CLus.— Vir non semper viret, and Virtus 


semper viridis, 
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Protestant. Any attempt to remove bann from Catholic citizens would 
be immediately followed by decadence of the shipbuilding trade and 
limpness in the linen market. When B. B. rose from quarter in which 
BALLYKILBEG beats the Protestant drum, it was taken as a matter of 
course he would follow onsame lines, In last Parliament, when he sat 
above Gang way, wanting to know when SquikE oF MaLwoop was goiag 
to bring in his Local Veto Bill, any spare moments not devoted to con- 
sideration of that entrancing topic were given to banging Irish Nation- 
alist Members about the head. House now had its breath temporarily 
taken away by hearing the Blameless B., in the familiar gruff voice 
and uncompromising manner, denounca the Belfast business as 
‘** unfair, unjust, un-English.” ‘‘ It seems to me, Sir,” said B. B., “‘a 
monstrous thing that we should talk so much about jastice to Ireland, 
and permit this outrageous anomaly in Belfast to continue.” 
Courtney had said much same thing half an hour earlier, Awk- 
ward thiogs from that quarter not unfamiliar on Treasury Bench But 
"3 with Blamele:s, Blushing, 
Bashful. Baatiry ‘ kick- 
; ing out ahind and afore” 
aie things looked strange. fully 
accounting for reduction of 
Ministerial majority to 55, 
**Curious eff: c’ air below 
the Gangway has upon the 
rn ost blame'e:s men,’ said 
GERALD, aoe is ¢)- 
gitation. ‘* Must have it 
samp'ej,carefully analyse]. 
and se3 what we can do to 
counteract evil properties.”’ 
Business done.—Motion 
~\for opening National Mu- 
~ \seums and Art Galleries in 
g /{Londonon Sandayscarried. 
ky 4 Thursday.—Prettytosee 
“==j what surging passion of 
4 personal desire Don Josk 
creates in breast of Irish 





ot 


live with him nor without 
him. To-night when Com- 
mittee of Supply had for 
see — pace — 
roof a slaggish pool, Don 
Jos& stepped down and 
grievously stirred it. Tu- 
mult broke forth with 
voleanic suddenness and 
‘ energy. Allabout Ashanti. 
That clear-sighted, high- 
souled statesman, WILLIE 
REDMOND,regardsthe whole 


JOHN 


“1m Bountiful, Bashful Bartley !” 
Drxton, not to be outdone by spokesman from other camp of United 


as “iniquitous.” 


Ireland, condemned it as ‘‘inglorious and degrading.” ‘* Wicked 
and unnecessary” was Dr. CLaRK’s commentary, a8 he rushed in 
breathless, fearful that all the hard language would be used up. 

This touched Don Jos& on tender t. Pardonably proud of 
manner in which he has conducted this little war; to have it spoken 
of in these terms more than person even of his ordinary equability of 
temper could stand. ; 

‘Twas ever thus,” said Prince Artuur, soothingly. ‘‘ Scirio 
Araicanvs had his Petiti1, you remember. If CLark and WILLIE 
REDMOND been in the flesh when Scrpro came back to Rome, 
bringing his laurels from Zama, they would have moved to reduce 
the vote on account of the expedition by the equivalent to £100,000, 
bewailing the exceedingly rude treatment of HANNIBAL,” 

Don José Argicanvus appeared at table with ominous calmness of 
demeanour. Got on pretty well till Darzrex interrupted. ‘As the 
hon, Member,” he retorted, ‘‘has not read the Blue Books, he is 
probably going to join in the debate,” : oe . 

Gentlemen below Gangway howled with anguished indignation, 
Paincr ARTHUR looked uneasily at clock; midnight approaching ; 
must get vote; all going on nicely, and now the fat in the fire, 
fizzling up all round, turning to ashes hope of quietly snatching 
vote in that moment of exhaustion to which twenty minutes earlier 
Committee closely approached. 

After this continuous storm, the Closure and Tim Hearty. Tim 
been in comeeeeley retirement through sitting. Soented the battle 
from afar ; wn by irresistible chain, For some moments of wild 
delight, he stood shouting back contumely and scorn at gentlemen 
opposite, who wanted to go to division. Don Josi having, with 
assistance of Closure, obtained vote in which he was interested, went 
off home. Hereupon grief of friends sponte broke out in fresh 
place, more than eyer uncontrollable. House sat all night. In any 


Members. Theycan neither} 


business of the Expedition | }, 


pause in conversation was heard the voice of WILLIE REDMOND 
crying aloud, ‘ ere’s CHAMBERLAIN?” and no answer came 


forth from the secretive Night. 
Business done.—Supplementary Army Estimates voted. } 


7 vd 
7 





EvioTeD FROM A-SHANTY! 
King Prempeh. “J ly nice f’lera Re’mond an’ Dill’n t’ shtan’ up fer a 


f’ler when he can’ shten’ up fer ’imself! We won’ go’ome till mor —(hic).”’ 
(And they didn’t! House rose at 5.15 a.m. !) 
Friday.—The REVERBERATING CoLtomB back avsin. Like his 


distant relation, the Colonne Vendéme, has been laid low by ad- 

very, ne up <n pr 
einatiastGene- s 

ag EN 

o | 

house at the 

top of his voice 4 y 

clock. ‘‘ Doesn t 

want much,” as 


ralElection; bere 

for a fall hour ! Qa) 
Sa a Ww 

the ’bus conduc- 






e is to-night, 
by Westminster % J 
co% 















tor observed of a \ 
the old lady who rs rs : 
me 7 aes - } 
the Bank of Kng- ; 
ee Sir sone = J ie ee 
will besatisfied i = = s .- 
paaees pore oa fa ‘, 
wi 7. 0h 3. ” 
felte for infor- — LITTLE - 
mationofhimeelf ~. ENGLAND.| - 
and the world ~~ “set — =: 
generally, full — ec | PEACE wees} — 
rticulars, now oe, |T CEL, AT - 
jealouslyguarded a © “<E 
in pigeon holes “% “Jj COLONIES | = 
of War Office, eee ye ey x 
of the general eae = 
scheme of Na- He NAYY! |": 
tional Defence. peer’ sen. Be 


eee 
_ 


St. Jonn Brop- 


RICK. one of few e = wan § 
sapelveie Of the A Lats PAGAN” BEFORE HIS ALTAR! 


speech, thinks Mt: Lb-ch-re, as seen by Oap’en Tommy Bowles. 
% 


not. The Cotoms having made its speech offers to withdraw its 
amendment. House insists on negativing it. : 
Business done.— Got into Committee on Army Estimates, © 


a 
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SAGA OF THE SACACIOUS 
NORSECAL. 


Sze in the paper that there is 
a movement for getting Scandi- 
navian female servants over to 
England. They are said to be 
plentiful, and strictly honest, and 
to regard £12 a year as untold 
wealth. 

Have ordered one. A Viqu 
fresh from the fiords. Though 
she would understand German. 
She doesn’t—at least not m 
German. Wife tries her wi 
French. She grins amiably. This 
isratherserious. Forgot all about 


e e difficulty. 

Get Scandinavian Dictionary. 
Try her with simple sentences, 
**Do you come from Sweden?” 
Curious, she seems offended at 
the question. Why? It appears 
she is a Norsewoman, and Norse 
and Swedes don’t love each other. 
How childish! Possibly a refer- 
ence to JnsEn will mollify her. 
**Do you know Herr (do they call 
them ‘‘ Herrs” in Norway ?) 
IssEN, mein frdulein?” Says 
she’s never heard of him. Sach 
is fame! 

Best point about her is, that 
she is undeniably strong. May 
not be true or tender, but, any- 
how, strong. Moves our 
piano with one hand. Quaite a 

‘feat off the fiord,’’ this. 
As cook, our hardy Norsewo- 


man slightly primitive. Has a| Svcexstep Corrs oF SusMARINE OavALry (Royat Mountep Svp- 
MARINES), NOT INCLUDED IN THIS YEAR'S EsTIMATFS, 


Wife 


passion for caraway seeds. 


SPORTIVE SONGS. 


A BripzGRoom AT Monte CARLO TO HIS 
Baipg. 


I am lounging at ease ’neath a tropical pa’‘m 
That looks up at a tropical sky, 

While the water below has a tropical calm 
And the breeze gives a tropical sigh. 

There’s a tropical sun to illumine the green, 
There are flowers of tropical hue, 

There are tropical fulk to embellish the ecene, 
There ’s a tropical look aboat you. 


We all of us speak with compassionate tmile 
Of the land of perpetual fog, 
Where continued existence is scarce worth 


the while 
OF a well-bred and well-to-do dog. 
It is only when safe in this thrice happy 


spot 
That ee dreams of the Isles of the B\ st, 
Taat one pities the ever exiguous lot 
Of the many, who work without rest, 


Here’s your cloak! there are clouds, and the 
air’s not so clear. 
Yes, in Eagland we’d say, “‘ Thera’)l be 


snow. 
Such a thing in this country could never 


appear ; 
It’s a tropical climate, you know. 
You eall it the mistral? It’s awfully chill, 
And, by Japiter! here comes the wet 
Down in buckets! No waterproofs? Never 
mind. Still 
We can get warm again at roulette! 


You’ve asystem? Bravo! IfI follow your 


piay, 
Then by doubling we must win a coup ! 
That’s nineteen times running your luck ’s 
gone astray ! 
So has mine, and I haven't a sou / 
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THE NAVAL PREPARATIONS. 


What, you’ve still gota ‘‘ Nap”? There’s 
our number! It’s not? 
What, you chang’d? Then the bank we 
can’t b 


re 
i the tropical gentry are certainly 


0 
Yet no woman here cou/d Jove a rake! 


MR, PUNCH’S PLAYING CARDS. 





No, I1I].—Tae Kwave or OLvuss AND 
SHILLELAGHS, 
D-LL-N. H-.y, 


, A si } 
’ Yh 
he 

: LY 


» 7 “ 
ny Vii 
A . 


3 pet Vi 
Y a RO 
eX SSA He i 
UNS HOA | 
FENN 
Yip WEES 


objects. Sherays ‘‘ caraway seeds 
used in every dish in Norway.” 
That decides me—shall not take 
a tour among the fiords this year, 
as I was thinking of doing. Even 
the North Cape would be spoiled 
by a diet of caraway. 

Oar Gretchen (query—?s ‘‘Gret- 
chen” the correct Norse word ?) 
becomes gloomy. Evidently pines 
for home ; naturally, perhaps, as 
Norway the home o pines | Wife 
interrogates her, She complains 
of an absence of avalanches in 
London. Sorry we can’t oblige her 
with these. hia it seems, Eag- 
land is ‘* not cold enough for her.”’ 
But she hasn’t seen our summer 
yet. Then she would like a few 
reindeer about the place, and con- 
siders a cab a very poor substi- 
tute for a carriole, 

To comfort her, I try a =p 
She at once warmly shakes han 
with me! Appears to be the cus- 
tom of her country. Extraor- 
dinary and a little embarrassing. 

She is off to Hull! Not even 


i \ 


/ 


h 


i 
iY 

\ induce her to stay in 
“Siisj | which never has an avalanche or 


has gone out! 


Royatn AcapEMY oF Mosic, 
—‘* Potter Exhibition prize 
awarded to Mr. R. NEVILLE 
Fivux.” We've often heard of 
** By flux of time,’’ but his future 
ae evn will be by ‘* Flux of 
i tone.’ 


ECHOES FROM BERLIN, 


“* HavE you carefully packed up that silver 
cup and despatched it to Cowes?” ‘* Yes, 
your Majesty.” ; 

‘* Have you looked out a showy decoration 
for the acceptance of the Negus?” ‘* Yes, 


your Majesty.” 


‘* Have you had a copy of the engraving of 


my famous picture framed in diamonds for 
the KuepivE?” ‘‘ Yes, your Majesty.” — 

‘*Have you selected a diplomatic suit 
(cocked hat, sword, breeches and all) for the 
use «f President Knieer?” ‘* Yes, your 
Majesty.” 

‘*Have you forwarded my plan for the 
Paris Exhibition of 1900 to President 
Faure?” ‘ Yes, your Majesty.” 

‘*Have you mailed my scheme for a new 
constitution of the U.S.A. to President 
CLEVELAND?” ‘* Yes, your Majesty.” 

‘* Have you posted my pamphlet, ‘ How to 
Ride a High Horse,’ to the Emperor of 
Austria, on the occasion of his becoming m 
brother officer in the British cavalry ?” 
“Yes, your Majesty.” 

‘** Have you handed my last sermon to the 
Archbishop of Canterbury, the Emperor of 
Abvssinia, Gen Booth, and the Pope?” 
‘* Yes, your Majesty.” 

‘*Have you sent my memorandum, ‘On 
the Extraction of the Yolks of Eggs De 
Suction,’ to the most venerable of my reve 
relatives?”’ ‘* Yes, your Majesty.” 

‘* Then, after you have filled up a telegram 
of congratulation to the winner of the Boat- 
race, leaving the name blank, you can go to 
dinner.” ‘* Yes, your Majesty.” 


SoacxsreD MoTrorEs FOR THE GREEN PaRK 
Crus.— Vir non semper viret, and Virtus 
semper viridis, 


a Give fortune (£12 a year) | 
wil a city 


an aurora, Our Northern light 
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BOLD 


CHARLES THE 
(‘* What he wanted was personal responsibility. If an expert said we had mae amm 








‘‘Must BE sHOT!” 


WHICH THEY 'VE GOT, 
HE’LL BE SHOT, 


"LL BE TRIED BY A COMMISSION, 
UPON HIS OWN ADMISSION, 


and it was proved we had not, he ought to be 


’ 
AND 


unition 
arch 20, 1896. ] 
Charles (solo), ‘‘He 


Chorus. 


‘* AND WE ’VE NOT? 


AND WE ’VE NOT, 


WE HAVE GOT, 


SWEAR ENOUGH OF AMMUNITION 


Charles, ‘‘SHOULD AN BXPERT OF POSITION, 


Chorus 


tried by court-martial and shot.”—Report ef Lord Charles Beresford’s Speech, Times, 
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CHARLEY AND THE NAVY. 


[‘‘ An archangel could not work under the pre- 
sent system.... He wanted to e what was 
now a sham into a reality.” 

Lord Charles Beresford on Naval Defence.) 


Arr :—"* Nelson and the Navy.” 
I say, my bold hearties! here’s one who ne’er 
shirks, 


He'll give it our foemen—with er ° 
And what with the Frenchies, the Yanks, 


and the Turks, 
Old England has need of a Navy. 
Lord CHanrtey has got a determinate view 
To keep up our national glory. 
We want lots o’ ships, lots o’ guns, and men, 


00 ; 
Yes, CHARLEY, my lad, that’s the story! 


To England and honesty true he has been. 
Though he’s better at fight than at parley. 
Let’s be loyal to country, and true to the 


QUEEN ; 
And drink to the Navy and Cuartty! 
He knows the right orders are free cash—and 


care 
And by heart he has perfectly got ’em. 
They have wasted our wealth upon ships as 
won’t wear, 
And some have gone smack to the bottom. 
It isn’t so much that our taxes has growed, 
Though enough of that tack we have tasted. 


We ve a good fleet, expenses be 
0 
But so much of what’s spent now is 
wasted ! 


Can’t follow their figures, I give ye my 


word, 

As the landlubbers tot ’em and twist ’em, 
But what strikes a plain sailorman as absurd, 
As Lord CHARLEY says, is—the System ! 

Tn course for our ships and our'guns we must 


pay, ick ’em |! 
But if big-wigs will squan 
Give us value for money, in BERESFORD'S way, 


er, why, 
Then show us our foes and we’ ll lick ’em! 


They chatter and patter, and squabble and 


8 ’ 
And don’t know their minds half-a-minute. 
If officers quarrel and let the ship drift, 
She ’ll sink, or the dickens is in it. 
If Ministers, stuffed 


geese 
Know no more of the facts than this paper, 


They ’Il land us in war whilst they ’re crying 
out peace! 


And smash is the end o’ that caper. 


The Adm’ralty bosses, who handle our cash, 
Do seem to get worser and woreer ; 
A chap poe now stingy, now spendthrift 


an ’ 
Is not the right party for purser. 
It seems to me, somehow, they’re mostly 


asleep, 
And when they are waking they’re snarley. 
That 2 not the right way for to hold or ; 


with their figures, like 


eep 
Oar rale of the waves, ts it, CHaRLxy P 
If we’re not up to date, but a moment too 


’ crockery, 
We'll get smashed, like a et o’ 
We are game to fight odds if prepared for 
B tmmudalfe d braggi k 
utm g and bragging mean mockery. 
Those dashed “‘ Little Englanders” sive ike 


e n, 
Bat let patriots be cautious and steady. 
Pass the word, and we’ll fight for country 
and Queen, 
But, as CHaR.Lry says, do let’s be ready ! 


Here’s BerEsrorp's health! He’s the Navy's 
end, 
As true as the keel to the kelson, 
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A BI-METALLISTIC DISCUSSION. 


Jim. “Wat's THIs 'gR® ‘ Bi-METALLISM,’ BILL?” t 

Bill (of superior intelligence’. ‘ WELL, YER SEE, JIM, IT ’S HEITHER A LicENS’D WIIT- 
LERS OR A TgeETOTAL Dopex. Tae WAGES ’LL BE PAID IN SILVER, AND NO MORE OopPEns. 
So you CAN’T GET NO ARF-P(NT NOR HANYTHINK UNDER A SIXPENCE OR A THRIP'RY. 
THEN YOU HEITHER LEAVES IT ALONE, AND TAKES TO WATER LIKE A DUCK, OR YOU RUNS 
UP A &CORE,” 

Jim. ARI Bur IF THERE AIN'T NO MORE OOPPERS, ‘ow ABOUT THE ’Bussks AND THE 
HvuxpERGROUND Rueway ?” Bill (profoundly). ‘‘ AH! [Left sitting. 





ALFRED AMONG THE IMMORTALS, 


But a system what ’s rotten will baulk in the 
end (The Poet Laureate is on view at Madame 


An archangel, orevena Nelson. . Tussauds, ) 

If his may 8 ae spent, But will ‘* part Ler hom jibe, let — jeer, 
sneer 

For ships, men, forts, harbours, and cannon ; eee ee lays, and my cdes ! 

And then he won't bother at threats from the others now my trae orth = 
’ ° 0068 OF 6& 
Though backed by black scowls from the They eee shined a. ghee Rana’ 
USsAUD’S 


Then oe aene let ’s join, spite of partisan 


And Parlicment splatter and parley ; LEATHER-LUNGED Parriotism, — While 


? joi tr d|‘*Lassy,” M.P., is invoking ‘* congenial 
aah Gua en re ” his constituents are providing suit- 
And drink to the Navy and CHaR.er! able boots for the Soudan Expedition. 
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JOTTINGS AND TITTLINGS. 
(By BAsoo Hurry BunesHo JABBERJEER, B.A.) 
No. VIL. 


How Mr. Jabberjee risked a Sprat to capture something very 
like a Whale, 


I am this week to narrate an unprecedented stroke of bad luck 
occurring to the present writer. The incipience of the affair was the 
addressing of a humble ae to the indulgent ear of Hon’ble 
Punch, calling attention to the great copiousness of my literary out- 
put, and theardent longing I experienced to behold the colour of money 
on account. On which, by returning post, my parched soul was re- 
invigorated by the refreshing draught of a draft (if I may be 
permitted the rather facetious jeu de mots) payable to my order. 

So uplifted by pride at finding the insignificant crumbs I had cast 
upon the journalistic waters return to me after numerous days in the 
improved form of loaves and fishes, 1 wended my footsteps to the 
‘ bank on which my cheque was 
drafted, and requested the 
bankers behind the counter to 
- honour it with the root of all 
‘ evil, which they did with ob- 
sequious alacrity. 

fter closely inspecting the 
‘notes to satisfy myself that I 
had not been imposed upon by 
-“meretricious counterfeits, 
/¢merged with a beaming and 
joy countenance, stowing 
‘the needful away carefully in 
an interior pocket, and, on 
descending the bank step, was 
accosted by a polite, agreeable 
stranger, who, begging my 

on with profasion, in- 
quired whether he had not 
had the honour of voyaging 
from India with me in the— 
the—for his life he could not 
recall the name of the ship— 
he should forget his own name 
presently ! 

** Indeed,” I answered him, 
‘**T cannot remember having 
the felicity of an encounter 
with you upon the Kaisar-i- 
Hind.”’ 

The Stranger: ‘‘To be sure; 
that was the name! y 
magnificent vessel! I forget 
names— but faces, never! Aud 


“i it 
ue 
Ate 








yours I semen eer the vy 

striking resemblance my /fil | 
dear friend, the Maharajah of h f 
Philkarribad—you know him? | «al 


—a very elegant young, hand- 
some chap. A splen id Shi- 
karrt ! : was i? os on the 
verge of asking ou were 
related ; but being then but a 
second-class passenger, and under an impecunjous cloud, did rot 
dare to take the Jiberty. Now, being on the bed of clover owing to 
decease of wealthy uncle, 1 can address you without the mortifying 
we * ea th t absolutely cla h 
0, in return, 1, without absolutely claiming consanguinity wit 
the Maharejah (of whom, indeed, I had never heard), aid yaform 
him that I, too, was munching the slice of luck, having just drawn 
the princely instalment of a salary for jots and tittles contributed to 
riodical Punch. Whereat he warmly congratulated me, expressing 
gh appreciation of my articles and abilities, but «exclaiming at the 


Si< 
Lye 


ys> 







miserable ey of my honorarium, saying he was thick as a thief | 


with the Editor, and would leave no stone unturned to procure me a 
create adequacy of remuneration for writings that were dirt cheap 
at a Jew’s eye. 

And presently he invited me to accompany him to a respectable 
) vern, and solicited the honour of my having a ‘‘ peg” at 
his expense; to which I, perceiving him to be a good-natured, 
simple fellow, inflated by sudden prosperity, consented, accepting, 
ony to my normal habitude, his offer of a brandy panee, or an 
old Tom. 
_. While we were discoursing of India (concerning which I found that, 
like most globular trotters, he had not been long enough in the 
country to Soar informed), enters a third party, who, it so 

ppened, was an early acquaintance of my companion, though 
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separated by the old long sign of a longinquity. What followed I 
shall render in a dialogue form, 

The Third Party: Why, Tomxuys, you have a prosperous appear- 
ance, Tomxins. When last met, you suffered from the impecuniosity 
of a churched mouse. Have you made your fortune, TomKINs ? 

Mr. Tomkins. I am too easy a goer, and there are too many rogues 
in the world, that I should ever make my own fortune, JoHnson ! 
Happily for me, an opulent and ancient avuncular relative has lately 
dep to reside with the morning stars, and left me wealth outside 
the dream of an avaricious ! 

Mr. Johnson ee God bless my soul! Some folks have 
the good luck. (Zo me, whispering.) A poor ninny-hammer sort of 
chap, he will soon throw it away on drakes and ducks! (Aloud, to 
Mr. Tomxtns.) Splendid! I congratulate you sincerely. 

Mr. T. (in a tone of dolesomeness). The heart knoweth where the 
shoe pinches it, Jounson. My lot is not a rose-bed. For my antique 
and eccentric relative must n insert a testamentary condition 
commanding me to forfeit the inheritance, unless, within three 
calendered months from his last cbsequies, I shall have distributed 
ten thousand pourds amongst 
young deserving foreigners. 
To-morrow time is up, and 
have still a thousan unds 
to give away! Bat how to 
discover genuine young de- 
serving foreigners in £0 short 
a ees Truly, I go in fear 
of losing the whole! 

Mr. J. Let me act as your 
bud in this and distribute 
the remaining thousand. 

r. T. From what I re- 
member of you as a youth, I 
cannot wholly rely on your 
discretion. Rather would I 
place my confidence in this 
gentleman. 

[Indicating myself, who 
turned orange with 
pleasure. 

Mr, J. Indeed? And how 
know you that he may not 
—— to the entire thou- 


sand P 

Mr. T. And if he does, it 
is no matter, if he isa genuine 
corte. I can give the 
whole tohim if Iam so minded, 
and he need not give away a 
penny of it unless inclined. 

At which I was fit to 
dance with delight. 

Mr. J. I deny that you 
possess the power, seeing that 
he is a British subject, and as 
such cannot be styled a 
‘* foreigner,”’ 

Mr. JT. There you have 
mooted a knotty point indeed. 
Alas, that we have no forensic 
big-wig here to decide it ! 
Myself (modestly). As a 
native poor studeat of Er glish law, I venture to think that, by dint 
of my legal attainments, | shall be enabled to crack the Gordian nut. 
I am distinctly of opinion that an individual born of dusky parents 
in a tropical climate 7s a foreigner, in the eye of British prejudice, 
and within the meaning of the testator. [And here I maintained my 
assertion by a logomachy of such brilliancy and erudition that I 
completely convinced the minds of both auditors. 

Mr. J. (grumblingly, to Mr. Tomxrns), Assuming he is correct, why 
favour him more than me ? 

Mr. T. Because instinct informs me that a gentleman with such a 
face as his—however dusky—may be trusted, and with the untold gold! 

Mr. J. (jealously). And I am not to be trusted! If you were to 
hand me your portemonnaie now, fall of notes and gold, and let me 
walk into the street with it, do you doubt that I should return? 
Speak, Tomxrns | 

Mr. T, Assuredly not; but so, too, would this hasgeurmeay _ (Tome 
as Mr, JoHNSON sneered a doubt.) Here, you Sir, take this porte- 
monnate out into the street for five minutes or so, I trust to your 
honour to return it intact. ( I had emerged triumphantly 
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Srom this severe ordeal of my bona fide.) Aha, JoHnson! am I the 


judge of men or not ? 

Mr J. (still seeking, as I could see, to undermine me in his friend’s 
favour). Pi Who would steal a paltry £50 and lose £1000? IfI 
had so much to give away, I should wish to be sure that the party I 










































Maron 28, 1896.] 


was about to endow had corresponding confidence in me. Now, 

though I have always considered you as a d know you to 

be strictly honest. and would trust you with all I pee In 
proof of which, take these two golden sovere’gns and few shillings 

outside, jase away as long as you desire. You will return, I 

know you well! 

Myself (penetrating this shallow artifice, and hoisting the 
engine- driver on his own petard). Who would not risk a paltry 
£2 to gain £1000? Oh, a cent confidence, truly! 

_Mr. J. (to me), Have you the ordinary manly pluck to act 
likewise? If you are expecting him to trust you with the pot 

7 oer he as a right to expect to be trusted in return. 

is logic ! 

Mr. T, Unsiely. No, JoHwneon, you are too hasty, Jonnson. 

The cases are different. I can understand the gentleman’s very 

natural hesitation. I do not ask him to show his confidence in 

me—enough that I feel I can trust him. If he doubts my 
honesty, I shall think no worse of him ; whichever way I dccide 
eventually. 

(Here, terrified lest by hesitation I had wounded him at his 
quick, and lest, after all, he should decide to entrust 
the thousand pounds to Mr. Jounson, I hastily pro- 
duced all the specie and bullion I had upon me, in- 
cluding a valuable large golden chronometer and chain 
of best English make, and besought him to go into the 
outer air for a while with them, which, after repeated 
refusals, he at last consented to do, leaving Myself and 
Mr. JoHNson to watt, 

Mr. J. (after tedious lapse of ten minutes), Strange! I ex- 

pected hin back before this. But he is an absent-minded, 

chuckle-h«aied chap. Very likely he is —«/ D 

allen horse and has forgotten this affair. I better go in 
search of him. What? you will come, too. Capital! Then if 
you go to the right, and I to the left, we cannot miss him | 

_ Bat, alack! we did; and, in a short time, both Misters were 

invisible to the nude eye, nor have I heard them since. 

a of my fellow-boarders, on hearing the matter, declared 


at a down- 


ers, 
I had been diddled by a bamboozle-trick ; but it is egregi- 
ously absurd that my puissance in knowledge of the world 
should have been so much at fault; and, moreover, why should 
fey peed ha ee riches es rob “oh of my 
pa ns much more e that they are 
still ail gently seeking for me, having sattted owing to hurry 
of moment, to ascertain my name ess; and I hereby 
request Mr, Tomxrns, on reading this, to forward the thousand 
pounds (or so much thereof as in his munificent generosity he 


one who had su 


am sure) be honourably handed over intact. 


able to Neverness,”’ 


CUCKOO |! 
(After Shakspeare. ) 


WueEn twigs are bare and noses blue 
And the far hills with snow still white ; 
A oe fires the few i 
0 e morning write. 
The cuckoo, then—’ tis Satis do-das ! 
They ’ve heard, ey ae chirp o’er the lea, 


00 
Cuckoo! Cuckoo !—Oh, word of fear 
Unpleasing to an honest ear | 


Amateur naturalists have jaws 

That neither truth nor honour locks. 
They do not heed discretion’s laws ; 

They care for cuckoos, not for clocks, 
The cuckoo-song in Feb-ru-a-ree, 
They swear they hear, a me! Ah, me! 


00 
Cuckoo! Cuckoo !—I greatly fear, 
Your naturalist hath a false ear! 








Honours Easy.—Last week 


little cheque £10,000. We believe it is also 
the neme of MippLETON into ‘* Captain Middleman,” 


Baron PoLLock and STICE BRUCE, when t 
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NEW DEFINITION. 


‘*Bor TELL ME, ALICE, Is HE—WELL, IS HE QUITE A GENTLEMAN?!” 


Alice (after a pause), ‘‘ WELL, HE’S NICE-LOOKING, AND HE’S GOT HIS 


may deem sufficient) to me at Porticobello House, Ladbroke Grove, 
W., or care of his friend, the Editor of Punch, by whom it will (I 


Nor need Mr, Tomxrns fear my reproaches for his dilatoriness, for | (Cassk1L) are certair 
there is a somewhat musty proverb that ‘* Procrastination is prefer-| light touch. The dain 
in.skilful 


e Conservatives acknowledged their 
debt to Captain MippieTon, *‘ the controlling spirit of their organi- 
sation” ae past eleven a, by presenting him with a 

proposed to chang 


can’t have it, You’ve gota 


HANDKERCHIEF UP HIS CUFF,” 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE, 


Miss ELten THORNEYCROFT Fow.en’s V'erses Wise or Otherwise 
tainly all or. Many are reminiscent of PRraEp’s 
t little volume is rich in poetic fancy, winged 


verse. 
I suppose the Unfinished Novel ‘‘ catches on,” or the kind of story 
represented by Netra Syretr’s Nobody's Fault, which may be 
described as helenging to the ‘‘ So-far-as-it-goes” class, would 
not be published. The characters awaken your interest; so does 
the tale, ‘* so-far-as-it-goes,”’ for the story is well written, and the 
leading dramatis persone well imagined. But the story, not a long 
one in a single volume, is ‘‘ endless.” It is a cul-de-sac with an 
enticing eee turn eee —_ - gas a ee ve — : 
any opening, any hint of a way ou it, but you none, An 
the moral of it ? es your choice.’ The methodless 
method of thus writing a story seems to me to save a lot of 
trouble and much patient thought. You start a MOEN Happy 
Thought—someone who does something ; who meets somebody ; who 
does something else ; who gets into culties—and then? How to 
et her out of them? Another Happy Thought,—Oh, bother | 
Bon’t try to get her out of them. Leave her there. The story’s 
,’ and if you want more for your money you 
third of a three-volume novel and you 
pay a third of a three-volume price. Quite fair. “If,” says the 
wily author, ‘‘I see how to finish the adventures of my heroine 
(THACKERAY to *‘ carry over” his to his next account) 
satisfactorily, that is, either kill her «r cure her, then I will write 
you another volume, or, maybe, The Story vf Bridget, in two 
volumes, But that will be another story.” Hoping that Nerra 
Syketr will do this, I strongly recommend the « perusal of her 
present book, Nobody’s Fault, which, asa specimen of ‘* The So-far- 
as-it-goes’”’ and of ‘*The Altogether,” I-venture to consider well 
worth reading. ‘ Baron, 


‘‘For THE Next Occurrer.”—Last Friday’s Gazette announced 
t the Queen has approved of the retention of the title of 


** s0-far-as-it- 


Ss Cu ry-slightly altered the original, to} eras rable” by Sir Davin TEnNnant on his retirement from the 
hag! esr orth ioe en hadvicer Hamlets Cape House Ss eakershi p. It is to be hoped that in the future the 
lection Case shall be over).—** Oh, WILLIs, we shall miss you!” 


Capé House will find as good a Tennant, 
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JOTTINGS AND TITTLINGS. 
(By BAsoo Hurry BunesHo JABBERJEER, B.A.) 
No. VIL 
How Mr. Jabberjee risked a Sprat to capture something very 
like a W. 


I am this week to narrate an unprecedented stroke of bad luck 
occurring to the present writer. The incipience of the affair was the 
addressing of a humble petition to the indulgent ear of Hon’ble 
Punch, calling attention to the great copiousness of my literary out- 
put, and theardent longing I experienced to behold the colour of money 
on account, On which, by returning post, my parched soul was re- 
invigorated by the refreshing draught of a draft (if I may be 
permitted the rather facetious jeu de mots) payable to my order. 

So uplifted by pride at finding the insignificant crumbs I had cast 
upon the journalistic waters return to me after numerous days in the 
improved form of loaves and fishes, I wended my footsteps to the 
bank on which my cheque was 
drafted, and requested the 

bankers behind the counter to 
- honour it with the root of all 
evil, which they did with ob- 
sequious alacrity. 

ter closely inspecting the 
notes to satiny myself that I 
had not been imposed upon by 
meretricious counterfeits, 
| aaa with a beaming and 
, Joy countenance, stowing 
the needful away carefully in 
an interior pocket, and, on 
descending the bank step, was 
accosted by a polite, agreeable 
stranger, who, begging my 
pardon with profasrion, in- 
quired whether he had not 
had the honour of voyaging 
from India with me in the— 
the—for his life he could not 
recall the name of the ship— 
he should forget his own name 


presently | 

** Indeed,”’ I answered him, 
**T cannot remember having 
the felicity of an encounter 
with you upon the Kaisar-i- 
Hind,” 

The Stranger : ‘‘To be sure; 
that was the name! y 
magnificent vessel! I forget 
names— but faces, never! Aud 
yours I remember from the 
striking resemblance to my 
dear friend, the Maharajah of 
Phalkarribad—you know him? 
—a very elegant young, hand- 
some ap. A splendid SAr- 

rrt a was gs on the 
verge of asking ou were 
related; but being then but a 
second-class passenger, and under an impecunious cloud, did not 
dare to take the Jiberty. Now, being on the bed of clover owing to 
decease of wealthy uncle, 1 can address you without the mortifying 
fear of misconstruction.”’ 

So, in return, I, without absolutely claiming consanguinity with 
the Maharsjah (of whom, indeed, I had never heard), did inform 
him that I, too, was munching the slice of luck, having just drawn 
the princely instalment of a salary for jots and tittles contributed to 
riodical Punch. Whereat he warmly congratulated me, expressing 


with the Editor, and would leave no stone unturned to procure me a 


greater adequacy of remuneration for writings that were dirt cheap | 


Aca orpatiy: We tanibed “wes te him to a respectabl 
resently he invited me to accompany him toa & 
sort of tavern, and solicited the honour of my having a ‘*‘ peg”’ at 
his expense; to which I, perceiving him to be a good-na : 
simple fellow, inflated by sudden ity, consented, accepting, 
corer? to my normal habitude, his offer of a brandy panee, or an 
old Tom. 

While we were discoursing of India (concerning which I found that, 


like most globular trotters, he had not been long enough in the 
accurately informed), enters a third party, who, it so 
ppened, was an early acquaintance of my companion, though 


country to 





** Was accosted by a polite, agreeab.e sirui ger.”’ 


a 
native poor studeat of Er foo law, I venture to think that, by dint 
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separated by the old long sign of a longinquity. What followed I 
shall render in a dialogue form. 

The Third Partv: Why, Tomkins, you have a prosperous appear- 
ance, Tomkins. When last met, you suffered from the impecuniosity 
of a churched mouse, Have you made your fortune, ToMKINS ? 

Mr. Tomkins. I am too easy a goer, and there are too many rogues 
in the world, that I should ever make my own fortune, JoHNSON ! 
Happily for me, an opulent and ancient avuncular relative has lately 
departed to reside with the morning stars, and left me wealth outside 
the dream of an avaricious ! 

Mr. Johnson (enviously). God bless my soul! Some folks have 
the good luck. (70 me, whispering.) A poor ninny-hammer sort of 
chap, he will soon throw it away on drakes and ducks! (Aloud, to 
Mr. Tometns.) Splendid! I congratulate rs sincerely. 

Mr. T. (in a tone of dolesomeness). The heart knoweth where the 
shoe pinches it, Jounson. My lot is not a rose-bed. For my antique 
and eccentric relative must n insert a testamentary condition 
commanding me to forfeit the inheritance, unles3, within three 
calendered months from his last cbsequies I shall have distributed 

ousand pourds amongst 
young deserving foreigners. 
To-morrow time is up, and I 
have still a thousand pounds 
to give away! But how to 
discover genuine young de- 
enrving Seeeoes is £0 nes 
a8 , | go in fear 
of | ing the whole! 

Mr, J. Let me act as your 
budk in this and distribute 
the remaining thousand. 


Mr, T. From what I re- 
member of you as a youth, I 


we discretion. Mather would 1 
WU retion, er W' ‘ 
en il place my confidence in this 
Mh Y KC gentleman. _ 
Uy NN [Indicating myself, who 
WH : turned orange with 
pleasure. 


Mr. J. Indeed? And how 
know you that he may not 
adhere to the entire thou- 


sand P 
_ Mr. T. And if he does, it 
is no matter, if he isa genuine 
Sears: I can give the 
whole tohim if Iam so minded, 
and he need not give away a 
penny of it unless inclined. 

At which I was fit to 

dance with delight. 

Mr. a I deny that “ 

ssess the power, seeing tha 
c is a Britiah subject, and as 
such cannot be styled a 
‘* foreigner.”’ 

Mr. JT, There you have 
mooted a knotty point indeed. 
Alas, that we have no forensic 
big-wig here to decide it ! 

Myself (modestly). As 


of my legal attainments, | shall be enabled to crack the Gordian nut. 
I am distinctly of opinion that an individual born of dusky parents 


in a tropical climate s a foreigner, in the eye of British prejudice, 


and within the meaning of the testator. [And here I maintained my 
assertion by a logomachy of such brilliancy and erudition that I 
completely convinced the minds of both auditors. 

r. J. (grumblingly, to Mr, Tomxrns), Assuming he is correct, why 


| favour him more than me ? 
gh appreciation of my articles and abilities, but «xclaiming atthe Jf 
miserable 5 rrwange of my Aonorarium, saying he was thick as a thief. 


r. T, Because instinct informs me that a gentleman with such a 
face as his—however dusky—may be trusted, and with the untold gold! 
Mr. J. (jealously). And I am not to be trusted! If you were to 
hand me your portemonnaie now, fall of notes and gold, and let me 
walk into the street with it, do you doubt that I should return? 
Speak, Tomxrns! 

Mr, T, Assuredly not; but so, too, would this gentienie _ (Tome, 
as Mr, JOHNSON sneered a t.) Here, you Sir, take this porte- 
monnate out into the street for five minutes or so, I trust to your 
honour to return it intact. d emerged triumphantly 


(After I ha 
Srom this severe ordeal of my bona fide.) Aha, Jounson! am I the 
judge of men or not ? 


Mr J. (still seeking, as I could see, to undermine me in his friend’s 
favour), Pi Who would steal a paltry £50 and lose £1000? IfI 
had so much to give away, I should wish to be sure that the party I 
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was about to endow had corresponding confidence in me. Now, 

though I have always considered you as a oan I know you to 

be strictly honest, and would trust you with all I oe In 
p*oof of which, take these two golden sovere' gns and few shillings 

outside, at away as long as you desire, You will return, I 

know you well! 

Myself ( penetrating this shallow artifice, and hoisting the 
engine- driver on his own petard). Who would not risk a paltry 
£2 to gain £1000? Oh,a cent confidence, truly! 

__Mr. J. (to me), Have you the ordinary manly pluck to act 
likewise? If you are expecting him to trust you with the pot 
of money, he has a right to expect to be trusted in return. 
That is logic ! 

_ Mr. T. (mildly), No, Jounsor, you are too hasty, JoHNson. 

e cases are different. I can understani the gentleman’s very 
natural hesitation. I do not ask him to show his confidence in 
me—enough that I feel I can trust him. If he doubts my 
honesty, I shall think no worse of him ; whichever way I dccide 
eventually. 

[ Here, terrified lest by hesitation I had wounded him at his 
quick, and lest, after-all, he should decide to entrust 
the thousand pounds to Mr. Jounson, I hastily pro- 
duced all the specie and bullion I had upon me, in- 
cluding a valuable large golden chronometer and chain 
of best English make, and besought him to go into the 
outer air for a while with them, which, after repeated 
refusals, he at last consented to do, leaving Myself and 
Mr. JoHNson to watt, 

Mr. J. (after tedious lapse of ten minutes), Strange! I ex- 

pected hin back before this. But he is an absent-minded, 

chuckle-htaied chap. Very likely he is staring at a down- 

allen horse and has forgotten this affair. I better go in 
search of him. What? yn will come, too. Capital! Then if 
you go to the right, and I to the left, we cannot miss him ! 

_ Bat, alack! we did ; and, in a short time, both Misters were 
invisible to the nude eye, nor have I heard from them since. 
Certain of my fellow-boarders, on hearing the matter declared 
that I had been diddled by a bamboozle-trick; but it is egregi- 
ously absurd that my puissance in knowledge of the world 
should have been so much at fault; and, moreover, why should 
- ues had su : oe hi shone riches ea a ai of my 
pa ns much more probable that they are 
still dillsentty | seeking for me, having omitted, ve to hurry 
of moment, to ascertain my name and address; and I hereby 
request Mr. Tomkins, on reading this, to forward the thoueand 
pounds (or so much thereof as in his munificent generosity he 
may deem sufficient) to me at Porticobello House, 


am sure) be honourably handed over intact. 


there is a somewhat musty proverb 
able to Neverness.”’ 


CUCKOO! 
(After Shakspeare. ) 


WHEN ve are bare and noses blue 
And the far hills with snow still white ; 
A cornea Teen fires the few a 
0 e morning write. 
The cuckoo, then—’ tis Hatle-de-dee! 
They ’ve heard, os sw, chirp o’er the lea, 


ckoo 
Cuckoo! Cuckoo !—Oh, word of fear 
Unpleasing to an honest ear | 


Amateur naturalists have jaws 

That neither truth nor honour locks, 
They do not heed discretion’s laws ; 

They care for cuckoocs, not for clocks, 
The cuckoo-song in Feb-ru-a-ree, 
They arene ey oe as me! Ah, me! 


00 
Cuckoo! Cuckoo !—I greatly fear, 
Your naturalist hath a false ear! 








Honours EKasy.—Last week 
sation” duri 


little cheque £10,000. We believe it is also 
the Dame af MrppLeron into ** Captain Middleman,” | 


by Baron Pottock and 





Ladbroke Grove, 
W.., or care of his friend, the Editor of Punch, by whom it will (I 


Nor need Mr. Tomkins fear my reproaches for his dilatoriness, for | (CAsskIL) are certainl 
t “‘ Procrastination is prefer- | 


can’t have it, You’ve gota 


Conservatives acknowledged their | present book, Nobody’s Fault, which, asa 
debt to Captain Mipp.Eton, *‘ the controlling spirit of their organi- 
the past eleven ons by presenting pe with a 


Sone anp Corus slightly altered the original, to be sun ne I 
i ae perce chan the Tower Hamlets Cape House Speakership, It is to be hoped that in the future the 
lection Case shall be over).—'* Oh, WIL. Is, we shall Iniss you !”” 





PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 149 








OS , 
IN \ X 
LAW IN \ 


nn a ; a 
ete oo ‘ ty SS 5 
SER \ i 
ae Ee 9” i) 
fe. a Fy VY], | l / 
ae “tte 
e er Ve May ))G AN 
api \\ 
y, 9, if \\ " 
fs by, ; \\ 
TLVAYL HIS 


Lat 

SS AAR Ve 
\\ Na 

ANY NY 


yy crn 
} . YU 
“SS Wy , 4 , Uf, 5 | WET fi ] : 
aa = Vj 4 WY IPRA | 
‘ ‘ 


NEW DEFINITION. 








‘‘BoT TELL ME, ALICE. Is HE—WELL, IS HE QUITE A GENTLEMAN?” 
Alice (after a pause), ‘‘ WELL, HE’S NICE-LOOKING, AND HE’S GOT HIS 
HANDKERCHIEF UP HIS CUFF,” 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE, 


Miss Etten THORNEYcROFT Fow.en’s Verses Wise or Otherwise 
y . Many are reminiscent of Praxp’s 
light touch. The dainty little volume is rich in poetic fancy, winged 


in. verse. 

I suppose the Unfinished Novel ‘‘ catches on,” or the kind of story 
represented by Netra Syret1’s Nobody's Fault, which may be 
deecribed as belonging to the ‘‘ So-far-as-it-goes” class, would 
not be published. The characters awaken your interest; so does 
the tale, ‘* so-far-as-it-goes,” for the story is well written, and the 
leading dramatis persone well ined. But the story, not a long 
one in a single volume, is ‘‘ endless.” It is a cul-de-sac with an 
enticing nae Lee. turn meee << - se eo ve — 
any opening, any hint of a way ou it, but you none, An 
the moral of iv? ‘You takes your choice.’ The methodless 
method of thus writing a story seems to me to save a lot of 
trouble and much patient thought. You start a ar Happy 
Thought—someone who does something ; who meets some ; who 
does something else; who gets into culties—and then? How to 

et her out of them? Another Happy Thought,—Oh, bother! 
Don't try fo get ~~ out pat ce ere her rg The story’s 
good ‘‘ so-far-as-i goes, if you want more for your money you 

third of a three-volume novel and you 
pay athird of a three-volume price. Quite fair. ‘‘If,” says the 
wily author, ‘‘I see how to finish the adventures of my heroine 
(THACKERAY to ‘‘ carry over” his figures to his next account) 
satisfactorily, that is, either kill her «r cure her, then I will write 
you another volume, or, may The Story a Bridget, in two 
volumes. But that will be another story.” Hoping that Nerra 
Syrett will do this, I strongly recommend the mel pe of her 
specimen of ** The So-far- 
as-it-goes” and of ‘*The Altogether,” I-venture to consider well 
worth reading. ’ Baron, 


‘*For tHE Next Occuprer.”—Last Friday’s Gazette announced 
t the QuEEN has approved of the retention of the title of 
*“honourable” by Sir Davin ANT on his retirement from the 


Cape House will find as good a Tennant. 








A GRAND-DAUGHTER OF EVE. 


Mamma (to Molly, who has scratched and bitten her French Nurse, and who won't be sorry for 
her behaviour), ‘‘OH, MOLLY, DON’T YOU KNOW WHO IT IS PUTS SUCH WICKED THOUGHTS INTO 


your Heap?” 
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Molly, ‘‘ Au, YES, THE ScrAtcaine! Bot To Birg FE£LICIE WAS QUITE MY OWN IDEA!” 








A FEW PICTURES. 


Harpy man be his dole who is the fortunate | artist evid 


sessor of even a few of the specimens of 
arbizonian art now exhibiting at the Grafton 
Galleries. Do not omit a considerable pause 


before No. 127 and No. 125, by Manis; note | finel 


especially 125, showing an old woman coming 
away from the sea, homeward, across the 
sand in a sea-weed gatherer’s cart. She 
prone been collecting wreck-rubbish, odds 
and ends, on the rocks, The title might well 
have been “‘.A Picker-up of Unconsidered 
Trifles :” or *‘ A Marine Widow with her 
Sea-weeds,” No, 61, Mitter’s ** Angelus,” 


is of world-wide renown. No. 95, MicHEL’s 
‘* Windmill,” More wind is expected. The 
‘ ently knew how to ‘raise ‘the 
wind” when he drew this. No. 13, Is this an 
Irish cabin, with mother and son at a meal of 
** potatoes and ag? ”? A touching subject, 

y ted by JoseF Isnazrs. They are 
hungry, but the question arises, which 
is to commence? The ancient dame or the 


No. 112, Here Diaz has had a happy 
day in Epping Forest, and gives a charming 
reminiscence of the event. 

The great attraction, to a majority of land- 
scape-lovers, will be Corot’s work; 


has | hungry boy P 


on the line between Calais and 


work. 
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all his pictures represent that peculiar hazy 
atmosphere which makes the aes of a 
French-grey tint. The much-travelled ob- 
have noticed this atmospheric effect 
aris. The 
idea conveyed is either that there is no sun to 
speak of in this part of France, or that the 
artist invariably selected a dull day for his 
Corot is the brilliant painter of a 
The exhibition is 


server W 


** Dull Day” in France. 


well worth several visits. 








A QUARTER-DAY BALLAD OF SPRING. 


You a song of life renewed, 
Of that promise leaves, 

Of lawns with odils bestrewed, 
Of swallows ’neath the eaves, 

Of tiny blades that shall be corn, 
Of flowers wrapt in scent, 

You hail the welcome April morn, 
And I the quarter’s rent. 

You tell of mi reat feelings thrill 
When touched by Springtide spell, 

And speak of tender hearts that fill 
Like buckets at a well. 

You ask me if my troth was true? 
If all my love is spent ? 

Both vows and bi will renew 
When I have paid the rent ! 








LITEBARY AND DagaMATIC QUESTIONS. — 
The success of Tri/by and the Prisoner of 
Zenda has set actors novel-reading, has in- 

novelists to write their novels with a 
view to reproduction on the stage, and is 
likely to turn playwrights into a sort of 
newspaper boys eag erly waiting for novels to 
be given out to them to dramatise. And 
where do the public come in? Is the pablic 
to read the novel first and thea see the play, 
or vice versd? And isn't it a six to four 
chance that those who have read the story 
will not want to see the play? Also, in the 
end, will not the practice, should it become 
general, be injurious alike to novelist, drama- 
tist, and actor? and wearisome to the public? 





3 SAVED! 
The view from Richmond Terrace, owing to the 
rejection of Petersham and Ham Lands and 
Fuotpaths Bill on March 12.) 


Tue view from Richmond Hill is saved, 
Out Petersham and Ham way ; 

Those open fields shall ne'er be paved, 
Nor scored with lines of tramway. 


Her landecape London ill could spare ; 
For chimney-pots to barter y 
- The famous stretch of p ct fair 
_ Seen from the Star and Garter! 


The House of Commons now may use 
Its name with new intention ; 

Our commons all too rare we’d lose 
But for its intervention. 





University Intelligence. 


Eant or Brrxetey couldn’t be excused 
from ‘‘pernoctation” on the ground of ill- 
health. That his lordship must ‘*pernoct”’ or 
give it up, was decided ine votes to 63. 

On another subject, ‘‘The Warden of All 
Souls deprecated alarm.” Delightfully sooth- 
ing title, ‘‘ The Warden of All Soule,” and 
how gratifving to know that he ‘‘ deprecated 
alarm.” But what a tremendous respon- 
sibility } ! 





Suacestep Name FoR A New DInine 
Assocration.—The Swallow Club. 


Eton INTELLIGENCE. — Sovereign-tipping 
uncles are now known as ** cab-nenkn” 
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IN THE DESERT! 


SHADE OF GENERAL Gorpon (to Joun Bott), **‘ REMEMBER! ” 
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PROOF POSITIVE. 


Podson (lately returned from abroad), ‘* Wut, I HEAR YOU ’VE BEEN HAVING A CAPITAL SgAson, THRUSTEB,” 
Thruster, ‘‘OH, RIPPIN’! Wuy, I’vE HAD BOTH COLLAR-BONES BROKEN, LEFT WRIST 8PRAINED, AND HAVEN'T GOT A SOUND 


HorRsk LEFT IN MY STRING !” 


ROUNDABOUT READINGS. 
Some INprInEcT ErrFrcrs OF THE BOAT-RACE, 

Tue direct effects of the great contest between the two universities 
are of course well known. It draws the country parsons to London 
in shoals; it opens the flood-gates of reminiscence in countless 
elderly gentlemen, and induces them to relate marvellous stories of 
prowess and endurance in bygone years; it covers Putney with dark 
and light blue bunting; it decorates the whips of cabmen, bus- 
drivers, and butcher-boys; it arrays unconscious dogs in the ri 
favours, and ranges them in hostile camps; and it causes 
healthy young men to affront the wind and rain of March, in 
clothing which can only be described as just adequate for decency, 
and totally inadequate for anything else. There are other effects, 
those, for ce, which the ups and downs of practice exercise on 
the impressionable minds of the gentlemen of the Stock Exchange, 
and on the variegated and descriptive vocabulary of the assiduous 
journalists who compile reports in the sporting papers. It is only 
during Boat-race time that ‘' the clock «f Putney Church chimes 
high noon,”’ or that a crew’s endurance becomes so extraordinary, 
that at the end of twenty-one minutes of hard rowing, **their breath 
would not have flickered a candle.” 


Bot the effects that I wish chiefly to refer to are those which are 
caused in the family circles of the members of the crews. It is not 
too much to say that, as the day of the race screens, some sixteen 

€ 


quiet establishments scattered up and down country become con- 
vulsed with excitement and anxiety. The minds of fathers and 


mothers are torn with conflicting emotions. Pride in the achieve- 
ment of the beloved son struggles with a painfal solicitude as to his 
power of enduring the stress and struggle of the race, and the 
Sportsman and Sporting Life are devoured every day by the un- 
accustomed eyes of mothers intent on discovering the weight of their 
darli and their chances of success on the fateful day. As an 
example, I may describe a terrible scene which tock place only the 
other day in (let us say) a Surrey home, 


Papa, 2 man used to stratagems and wiles, got into the breakfast- 
room a quarter-of-an-hour before the usual time in order to read the 
account of the previous day’s practice in the Sportsman at his 
leisure. He found that excellent paper in the hands of the butler, 
who was reading it out to an eager audience of servants, Papa dis- 





missed them with sone asperity, and sat down to the paper. Just as 
he had done so, mamma came in. She iscrdinarily a lady of the 
most regular and methodical habits, scarcely ever varying by a 
minute the moment of her morning appearance. On this occasion, 
however, she was at least ten minutes before her usual time. The 
fact was, that she, too, was bent upon the Sportsman, and hed come 
down in high hopes of anticipating papa. Seeing, however, that she 
was too late, she made an unimportant remark about the weather, 
and sat down to endure with as much resignation as she could com- 


yal | mand until her lord and master should have exhausted the acquatic 


news. She was too proud to ask him to read it out to her; besides, 
to have a paper read to you can never give anything like the same 
satisfaction as reading it yourself, the minutes sped by, the 
breakfast was brought in, and papa still sat reading, while mamma 
waited to step into his shoes. 

A LATE son (sons are always late at breakfast) as he approached 
the breakfast-room, heard his mother’s voice d g, in tones of 
unwonted anger, and marvelled as he heard. He entered, and his 
mother saluted him with these memorable words: “ ARTHUR,” she 
said, ‘I have been waiting half an hour for the Sportsman, and I 
can’t wait any longer. You are young and strong. Take the paper 


away from your h father by force, and give it tome. Why, he 
won't even tell whether Harny’s weight has gone up or down.” Papa’s 
silence was perhaps excusable, for mamma had announced her inten- 
tion, if the boy’s weight dropped another pound, of fetching him away 


from Putney at once. Harry’s weight had dropped, but, by a curious 
chance, that part of the Sportsman which recorded it was found to 
have been torn out when it arrived at length in mamma's hands, 


A Frem of tailors has sent me a letter containing one of the longest 
and most unfinished sentences I have ever come across. Here it is :— 

“Dear Srr,—We respectfully beg to say, that having been further 
recommended by our Patrons, who, finding our System of Business, as most 
fair to the advantage of our Clients, of which the principles are, by not 
making one Customer pay for another, and by not maintaining an enormous 
(and superfluous) show and establishment at the cost of our Patrons, and 
personally supervising and making of every garment, all of which being 
made on the premises, and our prices not being based on the credit syste 
the combined principles of which by strictly adhering to, we have succeed 
in proving with every satisfaction, that it is 


“lebia, Pi ey ae : r oa ible to continue 
v nes of Goods and of m 
Se mebis os tac Prise List cuelaaad.” 


exquisite Cut and 


manship as per Price 








Marcy 28, 1896. ] 
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PROOF POSITIVE. 


Podson (lately returned from abroad),: ‘WELL, I HEAR YOU ’VE BEEN HAVING A CAPITAL Sgason, THRUSTEB,”’ 
Thruster, ‘‘OH, RIPPIN’! Wuy, I’VE HAD BOTH COLLAR-BONES BROKEN, LEF® WRIST SPRAINED, AND HAVEN'T GOT A SOUND 


HORSE LEFT IN MY STRING !” 








ROUNDABOUT READINGS. 
Some INpirEcT ErFrcts OF THE BOAT-RACE, 


THE direct effects of the great contest between the two universities 
are of course well known. It draws the country parsons to London 
in shoals; it opens the flood-gates of reminiscence in countless 
elderly gentlemen, and induces them to relate marvellous stories of 
prowess and endurance in bygone years; it covers Putney with dark 
and light blue bunting; it decorates the whips of cabmen, bus- 
drivers, and butcher-boys; it arrays unconscious dogs in the ri 
favours, and ranges them in hostile camps; and it causes sixteen 
healthy young men to affront the wind and rain of March, in 
clothing which can only be described as just adequate for decency, 
and totally inadequate for anything else. There are other effects, 
those, for instance, which the ups and downs of practice exercise on 
the impressionable minds of the gentlemen of the Stock Exchange, 
and on the variegated and descriptive vocabulary of the assiduous 
j who compile reports in the sporting papers. It is only 
during Boat-race time that ‘the clock «f Putney Church chimes 
high noon,” or that a crew’s endurance becomes so extraordi ; 
that at the end of twenty-one minutes of hard rowing, *‘their breath 
would not have flickered a candle.” 


Bor the effects that I wish chiefly to refer to are those which are 
caused in the family circles of the members of the crews. It is not 
too much to say that, as the day of the race apoevenes, some sixteen 
quiet establishments scattered up and down the countr me con- 
vulsed with excitement and anxiety. The minds of fathers and 
mothers are torn with conflicting emotions. Pride in the achieve- 
ment of the beloved son struggles with a painful solicitude as to his 
power of enduring the stress and struggle of the race, and the 
Sportsman and Sporting Life are devoured every day by the un- 
accustomed eyes of mothers intent on discovering the weight of their 
darlings and their chances of success on the fateful day. As an 
example, I may describe a terrible scene which tock place only the 
other day in (let us say) a Surrey home. 


Papa, a man used to stratagems and wiles, got into the breakfast- 
room a quarter-of-an-hour before the usual time in order to read the 
account of the previous day’s practice in the Sportsman at his 
leisure. He found that excellent paper in the hands of the butler, 
who was reading it out to an eager audience of servants. Papa dis- 






missed them with so’ne asperity, and sat down to the paper. Just as 
he had done so, mamma came in. She iscrdinarily a lady of the 
most regular and methodical habits, scarcely ever varying by a 
minute the moment of her morning appearance. On this occasion, 
however, she was at least ten minutes before her usual time. The 
fact was, that she, too, was bent upon the Sportsman, and had come 
down in high hopes of anticipating papa. Seeing, however, that she 
was too late, she made an unimportant remark about the weather, 
and sat down to endure with as much resignation as she could com- 


val | mand until her lord and master should have exhausted the acquatic 


news. She was too 

to have a paper read 
satisfaction as ing it So the minutes sped by, the 
breakfast was vg in, and papa still sat reading, while mamma 
waited to step into his shoes. 


A LATE son (sons are always late at breakfast) as he approached 
the breakfast-room, heard his mother’s voice d 
unwonted anger, and marvelled as he heard. 
mother saluted him with these memorable words: “ ARTHUR,’”’ she 
said, ‘‘ I have been waiting half an hour for the Sportsman, and I 
can’t wait any longer, You are young and strong. Take the paper 
away from your h father by force, and give it to me, y, he 
won't even tell whether Harny’s weight has gone up or down.” Papa’s 
silence was ro excusable, for mamma announced her inten- 
tion, if the boy’s weight dropped another pound, of fetching him away 
from Putney at once, Harny’s weight had dropped, but, by a curious 
chance, that part of the Sportsman which recorded it was found to 
have been torn out when it arrived at length in mamma's hands, 


roud to ask him to read it out to her; besides, 
ts you can never #rs anything like the same 
0 . 


A Firm of tailors has sent me a letter containing one of the longest 
and most unfinished sentences I have ever come across. Here it is :— 

“Dear Srr,—We respectfully beg to say, that having been further 
recommended by our Patrons, who, finding our System of Business, as most 
fair to the advantage of our Clients, of which the principles are, by not 
making one Customer pay for another, and by not maintaining an enormous 
(and superfluous) show and establishment at the cost of our Patrons, and 
personally supervising and making of every garment, all of which being 
made on apes ises, and our prices not being based on the credit sys 
the combined principles of which by strictly adhering to, we have succeed 
in proving with every satisfaction, that it is quite possible to continue 
supplying the very finest 5 pore of Goods and of most exquisite Cut and 
workmanship as per Price List enclosed.” 
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MEMBERS MAY, AFTER A FRW LESSONS, CREATE STATUES OF THEMSELVES, OR, BY ARRANGEMENT, OF 


FOR SUBSEQUENT USE IN THE PRECINCTS OF THE HOUSE. 


A PARLIAMENTARY SCHOOL OF SCULPTURE. 


WHY NOT ESTABLISH A STUDIO AT WESTMINSTER, WHERE Hon, 


OTHER MEMBERS, 
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THE COMING RACE. 


(A Note in Advance from a Prophet 
sure of being on the spot.) 


Waar new thing can be said of the 
University Boat Race? If the sun is 
reported to be shining brightly, the 

i singing, the leaves b D 
from the trees, the description wi 
pe aes in novel ve the — 

, if apa Pp ven to an 

scootnt ofthe f and & rain, ~ 

ist and the mud, again a erence 
will have been followed, and nothing 
more. In like manner, what does it | 
matter whether the crowd be large : Ij SN 
or small? Nothing could be easier If : 
than to describe the dresses of the 
ladies in the sunshine, or their um- 
brellas in the wet. : 

Once more, the race itself. W 
eitber the Dark or the Light m 
win the toss for stations. And the 
challengers must appear before the 
challenged. floating in the neighbour- 
hood of Putney Bridge. And then, 
whether it be rain or shine, there is 
sure to be a ‘‘ hush of expectation.” 
The Jerseys having been collected, |, 
the sixteen will be found waiting, 
after the warning ‘‘ Are you ready? 
for the signal giving them leave to 
go. Avd when the start is made, 
why, the first few strokes will be 
reported with the minutest detail. 
Aster a minute or two Oxford or Cam- 
bridge will forge ahead. A little 
later a broader view will be taken of 
the rowing. Only a distinct “* spurt” 
will merit and obtain special notice. 
But the number of stroke: to the 
minute will rded. 


fox 2 


a 







be reco Now the 
Dark Blues will be pulling 38, now 
they will have slowed down to 35, 
now they will have strained every 


ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 
EXTRACTED FROM THE DIARY OF TOBY, M.P. 


House of Lords, Monday, March 16.—Peers not g to sit 
tamely by whilst other House is treated to statement on leading 
question of the hour. RosEsery will see to that. When House met 
to-day he, with tears in his voice, lamented absence of the MaBRxIss. 
Had not only expected him to be in his place, bat looked for him to 
rise and make statement about Soudan, at least as full as Commoner 
po in another place were neers withal, Kiss came in 
ater, with air of guilt not dispelled by sffectation of indifference. 
When House about to adjourn he explained that he had said ane 
because he was asked nothing. Pretty to see him demurely fol 
his hands over his broad bosom, archly look acrvss table towards 
RosEBERY, make dainty courtesy cf mock grace, and hum 


‘* Nobody axed me, Sir, she said.” 


RosEBERY, not to be put off with these blandishments, ‘* bt,” 
he sternly said, ‘“‘the Forrien SecaETary would deem your Lord- 
ships not unworthy of a statement similar to that made by the 
UNDER ARY in the other House.” Again lead 
that he had not been asked. As Rosgpery cddlv refrained from 
putting definitive question invited, nothing was said. 

JamMES of Hereford (late of Bury) brought in Water Bill. Sank 


met Granp Cross a House rose. Always athirst for informa- 
tion, Sark asked what he thought of it. ‘* You’re a great autho- 


rity on water, you know,’ he added, insinuatingly. 
**If you mean,” said Granp Cross, looking at him suspiciously, 
**that when I was Home Secretary I brought in a London Water 
Bill, you’re right, If my had heen ted, London would 
have had an investment nearly as gocd as that my late esteemed 
friend Lord BEAcoNSFIELD made for the State in the matter of the 
Suez Canal. But there are always le who know e 
most highly ifted. As for James's Bal, I am too annoyed to have 
followed it closely, You will remember that my memory is kept 
green in the House of Commons by reason of my having on a memo- 
rable occasion said I ‘thought I heard an hon. Member. smile.’ 
poor thing, but mine own. It has remained unapp 
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‘¢] spgak OF AFRICA, AND GOLDEN Joys!” 
Henry the Fourth, Second Part, Act V., Scene 3. 


ed| question. Believes thoroughly in bi-metallism 


ad 





this unexpected now 
that ‘‘the water” is abandoned at 
Westminster. How can a cox know 
his way about if he is taken over the 
course on a steam-launch only a few 
days before the race? It stands to 
reason that he has no chance with those 
to the manner (or rather river) born. 
The familiar landm 

from their obscurity. 
and the Elms and Hammersmith 
es Chiswick Eyot, too, and 
the sheds of Thorneveroft, of 
iC Then will 

MN 111 Meee ll not there be complaints 

S | Ts aman ~ umpire’s — re - 

. ae unsatisfactory progress of either o 

SalI} hh the Varsity steamers, or, perchance, 

Ay the boat reserved for the Fourth 

NIP ssemalitine the talgtes, tas loelors 
ay es~the niggers, the ers, 
| the perambulatin of cheap 

will have a line 

{ told 
again, year after year. 

There it isin brief. Rather more 
than the outline, and only one thing 
necessary to make the whole complete 
—the name of the winner. Will it 
be Oxford or Cambridge? Oxbridge 
oe eres P ees this aot be told 
just at present, owing © exigen- 
cies . ee = why write 
more obligingly, sympathis- 
ingly, and sensibly answers “‘ why?” 


INFORMATION WANTED.— We read 
that the Russian Emperor has ‘*‘ de- 
corated the Negus.” Is this the 
same thing as ‘* crowning the flowing 
bowl” P—IenoRaMvUs, : 


years. And nowhere’s a paltrv Poet Laureate attempting to compete 
with my masterpiece ;”? and Granp Cross read oat, in voice tremb- 
ling with scorn, the Poet Laureate’s deathless verse suggested for 
monument of the Postman Poet :— 
“© lark-like poet! Carol on, 
Lost in dim light, an unseen trill.” 

‘“** An unseen ? forsooth!” cried Granp Cross, ‘* This 
Atrrip-Avstic is just the kind of fellow to talk of an unheard 
smile, and pass the idea off as original, But I’d have him know I 
heard a man smile years before he dida’t see a trill.” d 

Business done.—Statement in Commons presaging fresh invasion 
of Soudan. Houee thereupon appropriately pr ed to consider 
Army Estimater, voting a trifle under six before you could 
say ** Dongola! ”’ 


Tuesday.—Hicxs-Beacu not kind of man to give himself 7 
riotous a ent. Temperature rather freezing than sultry. But 
to-night od | high old time, Never ed that bi-metalliem 
covered possibilities of such human joy. Man from WHITELEY’s 
brought on resolution affirming srenne of bi-metallism. As every- 
one knows, Prince ARTHUR no philosophic doubts on this 
ism. So does CHAPLIN. 

‘* Pass a law establishing bi-metallism,” says that eminent econo- 
mist, ‘‘and you will have what I may call bi-farming—that is to 
say, two blades of corn will grow in every field where hitherto 
only one has popped up an undersold head.” 

such circumstances bi-metallists might well look hopeful. 
Even if CaanceLton or Excuequer did not (if the phrase may in 
this connection be used without ect) go bald~headed in support 
of principle, he at least must treat subject with deference, 

Hicks-Beacu began in soothing tone with kindly manner. That 
only his artfulness, As soon as he had eleared the ground and 
firmly planted his feet thereon, he seized bi-metallism by the throat, 
flung it to the ground, kicked and pummelled it till every three- 
penny-bit in its pouch must have been twisted up. For adh-rents 
of the true faith this was bad enough. What lent pathos to the 
scene was to watch Prince ArTtHur and HAaray CHAPLIN seated on 


A| Treasury Bench whence Hicxs-Bracu had risen to promulgate rank 
all these | h 


eresy. The very helplessness of their situation added to its misery. 
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THE COMING RACE. FANCY PORTRAIT. Sf Cambloe rill te ectaily tateren 
(4 Note in Advance from a Prophet ing: - a ee ere ee — 


sure of being on the spot.) if | 
Wuar new thing can be said of the Say 
University Boat Race? If the sun is 
reported to be shining brightly, the 
birds singing, the leaves buddin 
from the trees, the description wi 
be lacking in cotibens On the other 
hand, if a pa ph be given to an 
account of the and the rain, the 
mist and the mud, again a ent 
will have been followed, and nothing 
more. In like manner, what does it 
matter whether the crowd be large 
or small? Nothing could be easier 
than to describe the dresses of the 
ladies in the sunshine, or their um- 
brellas in the wet. d 

Once more, the race itself. Well, 
eitber the Dark or the Light must 
win the toss for stations. And the 
challengers must appear before the 
challenged. floating in the neighbour- 
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on 
But this is not to be unexpected now 
that “the water” is abandoned at 
Westminster. How can a cox know 
his way about if he is taken over the 
course on a steam-launch only a few 
days before the raceP It stands to 
reason that he has no chance with those 
to the manner (or rather river) born. 


The familiar landmarks will emerge 
from their obscurity. The Doves 
and the Elms and ersmith 


Bridge, Chiswick Eyot, too, and 
the iron sheds of Thornevcroft, of 
torpedo-catcher fame, Then will 
come Barnes Bridge and the finish. 
And will not there be complaints 
anent the umpire’s launch and the 
unsatisf. progress of either of 
the Varsity steamers, or, perchance, 
the boat reserved for the Fourth 
Estate? And then the other conven- 
tionalities—the niggers, the Joaf 
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hood of Putney Bridge. And then, aa alii the perambulatin rveyors of cheap 

whether it be rate or shine, there is CA YAN in| refreshments, will have a line 

i Ms be a i hush of ee Ny ANS . een ee a: old story told 
i Z F | = . a n, * 

on ee Gent wate | here it inin brief, Rather more 


the sixteen will be found waiting, 
after the warning ‘‘ Are you ready? 

for the signal giving them leave to 
go. And when the start is made, 
why, the first few strokes will be 
reported with the minutest detail. 
Aiter a minute or two Oxford or Cam- 
bridge will forge ahead. A little 
later a broader view will be taken of 
the rowing. Only a distinct “* spurt” 
will merit and obtain special notice, 
But the number of stroke; to the 
minute will be recorded. Now the 
Dark Blues will be pulling 38, now 
they will have slowed down to 35, 
now they will have strained every 
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than the outline, and only one thing 
necessary to make the whole complete 
—the name of the winner. it 
be Oxford or Cambridge? Oxbridge 
orCamford? But this cannot be told 
jast at present, owing to the exigen- 


cies of ee So why write 
more? Echo obligingly, sympathis- 


ingly, and sensibly answers ‘‘ why ?” 





INFORMATION WANTED.— We read 
that the Russian Emperor has ‘‘ de- 
corated the Negus.” Is this the 
same thing as ** crowning the flowing 
bowl”? P—IGnoRaMUS, : 








ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 
EXTRACTED FROM THE DIARY OF TOBY, M.P. 


House of Lords, Monday, March 16.—Peers not going to sit 
tamely by whilst other House is treated to statement on leading 
question of the hour. RosEsrry will see to that. When House met 
to-day he, with tears in his voice, lamented absence of the MaBxkiss. 
Had not only expected him to be in his place, bat looked for bim to 


rise and make statement about Soudan, at least as full as Commoner h 


people in another place were andinigea withal, Marxkiss came in 
ater, with air of guilt not dispelled by affectation of indifference. 
When House about to adjourn he explained that he had said nothing 
because he was asked nothing. Pretty to see him demurely fold 
his hands over his broad bosom, archly look acrvss table towards 
RosEBERY, make dainty courtesy of mock grace, and hum 


“‘ Nobody axed me, Sir, she said.” 


RosEBERY, ee off with these blandishments, ‘* Thought,” 
he sternly said, ‘‘the Forrign SeckETaRY would deem your Lord- 
ships not unworthy of a statement similar to that made by the 
UNDER ARY in the other House.” Again Maxrxiss pleaded 
that he had not been asked. As Rosgpery cddlv refrained from 
putting definitive question invited, nothing was said. 

JAMES of Hereford (late of Bury) brought in Water Bill. Sark 
met Granp Cross after House rose, Always athirst for informa- 
tion, SARK asked what he thought of it. ‘‘ You’re a great autho- 
rity on water, you know,” he added, insinuatingly. 

**If you mean,” said Granp Cross, looking at him suspiciously, 
‘*that when I was Home Secretary I brought in a London Water 
Bill, you’ré right. If my had been ted, London would 
have had an investment nearly as gocd as that my late esteemed 
friend Lord BEACONSFIELD made for the State in the matter of the 
Suez Canal. But there are always le who know better than the 
m i bly. gifted. As for James’s Bill, I am too annoyed to have 
followed it closely. You will remember that my memory is kept 
green in the House of Commons by reason of my caving on & memo- 
rable occasion said I ‘thought I heard an hon, Member. smil 
poor 


@,’ 
thing, but mine own. It has remained unapp these 


years. And nowhere’s a paltrv Poet Laureate attempting to compete 
with my masterpiece ;”? and Granp Cross read out, in voice tremb- 
ling with scorn, the Poet Laureate’s deathless verse suggested for 
monument of the Postman Poet :— 
“© lark-like poet! Carol on, 
Lost in dim light, an unseen trill.” 

‘“** An unseen ? forsooth!”? cried Granp Cross, ‘‘ This 
Atrrip-Avstie is just the kind of fellow to talk of an unheard 
smile, and pass the idea off as original. But I’d have him know I 
eard a man smile years before he dida’t see a trill.” rye 

Business done.—Statement in Commons presaging fresh invasion 
of Soudan. Housee thereupon eppropriataly prooeeded to consider 
Army Estimater, voting a trifle under six ons before you could 
say ** Dongola! ”’ 

wy 
ut 





Tuesday.—Hicxs-Bracu not kind of man to give himself 


riotous enjoyment. Temperature rather freezing than sultry. | 
to-night high old time, Never ed that bi-metallism 
covered possibilities of such human joy. Man from WHITELEY’s 


brought on resolution affirming principle of bi-metallism. As every- 
one knows, Prince ARTHUR no philosophic doubts on this 
question. Believes thoroughly in bi-metalli So does CHAPLIN, 


** Pass a law establishing bi-metallism,” says that eminent econo- 


mist, ‘‘and you will have what I may call bi- i that is to 
say, two blades of corn will grow in every field w hitherto 
scaly one has popped up an undersold head.” 

In such ances bi-metallists might well look hopeful. 
Even if Caanceiion or Excuequer did not (if the phrase may in 
this connection be used without ) go bald- ed in support 


of principle, he at least must treat subject with deference, 
Hicks-Bracu began in soothing tone with kindly manner. That 
only ‘artfulness, As toon as he had cleared the ground and 
firmly planted his feet thereon, he seized bi-metallism by the throat, 
flung it to the ground, kicked and pummelled it till every three- 
penny-bit in its pouch must have been twisted up. For adh-rents 
of the trae faith this was bad enough, What lent pathos to the 


scene was to watch Prince ARTHUR and HARBY CHAPLIN seated on 


A| Treasury Bench whence Hicxs-Bracx had risen to peaniee rank 


heresy. The very helplessness of their situation added to its misery. 
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PRESIDENT OF BOARD OF AGRICULTURE rides many more stone than 
CHANCELLOR OF EXCHEQUER. Had he thrown himself upon bim 
from behind, Parnck ARTHUR might have taken him by the heels. 
Together they could have carried him out, dropped him over the 
terrace into the silver Themis. But that procedure would have been 
open to misunderstanding. There was nothing to do but to sit there 

ent, Prince AgTHuR drooping like an unwatered lily, CuaPLin 
furiously writing letters to himself making minc:meat of Hicks- 
Bracu and his arguments, 

Worst of all, bitterest drop in the brimming cup, was to see 
SqurkE oF MaLwoop on b:>rch opposite, literally brimming over with 
eve at beholdiog bi-metallism fatally wounded in the house of a 

rien 

Business done.—Bi-metallism’s—at least furthe rest of the century. 

Thursday.—Don Josf ‘AFRIcanvs not in his place just now when 
son AUSTEN made his maiden Ministerial speech. That a pity, since it 
was a success in more ways than one, In addition to the paternal 
eye-glass, AUSTEN inherits the plearant voice, the lucidity, and the 
keenness to see a debating point, which distinguish the personage he 
occasionally refers to as ‘* my right hon. relative.” Pleasant to see 
the friendly interest taken in the event ‘* We all like Austen,” not 
less in the Liberal camp than in the new country into which he has 
dutifully followed his father. An encouraging cheer greeted his 
appearance at the table to reply fur the Admiralty to miscellaneous 
criticism on Natal Works Bil’. Still louder applause approved the 
task when completed. A 
high position for so young 
a Member, Not only is it 
filled with ability, but the 
honour is borne with mo- 
desty. House of Commons, 
most fastidious audience in 
the world, likes to think 
<—*. that ‘‘ AusTEN will do.” 
<a In absence of Don Jost, 

ee’ Hetper, «f Whitehaven, 

unconsciously, uviaten- 
tionally, but effectivel 
filled the place of fond, 
appreciative father. No 
relative of AUSTEN’s, right 
honourable or otherwise, 
Nothing to do with him, 
the ae or the Na- 
val Works Bill. Sat as 
remote as possible from 
Treasury Bench ; far be!ow 
Gangway; almost under 
shadow of gallery. But 
being there, his plump 
hands folded over portly 





A Perfect Adonis. 


‘| paunch, his face beaming with sublimation of domes ic content, one 
couldn’t help, somehow, associating him with the youth at the tab'e, 
launched on a Ministerial career, or fail to recognise in his attitude 


and expression a sort of vicarious fatherhood to all that is deserving. 
‘| Sark tells me thatin the early days of Mr. Gutiy’s Speakership, 
‘| a time not free from anxiety, his greatest comfort, his most effective 
encouragement, came from this good man. In private life, he is. 
head of firm of solicitors, with assuringly sonorous title. When Mr. 
Guiiy, not dreaming of the Speaker’s Chair, went circuit, Messrs. 
'| Brockbank, Hetper & Co. sent him briefs. When he came to the 
_| Chair, and seemed to need a little encouragement, it was the practice 
‘| of the senior member of BrockBaNnks, casually as it were, to stroll 
| down the House, his white waistcoat gleaming with benevolence. As 
| he passed the Speaker’s Chair, he nodded in confidential way to his 
‘| old client, as who should say, ‘‘Cheer up, old man. The Court’s 
‘| with you. If it fails, there’s Brocknank, Hetper & Co. behind.’ 
.| In moments of exceptional difficulty, he even winked as he strolled 
part the Chair. : 

Not having there early | peace gee relations with the Crvm Lorp 
_| OF THE ApMrIRALty, he does not go that length. Bat as he sits 
‘| there, looking straight before him with kindly, fatherly smile, the 
subtle influence of his presence suffases the neighbour , and, 
:| stealing across the Gangway, gently, but effectively, sustains the 
‘| unconscious débutant, Business done.—Quite a lot. 


Friday.—Ministers supported to-night by rattling majority in 
resolve to dare again the dangers of the sad Ssudan. Don Josi’s 
speech settled the matter. Morey, Squire or Matwoop, DIKE 
and others picture prospect in lurid colours. They recall experience 
of last expedition; count up its cost; show the utter emptiness of 
its gain. Honse uneasy; CourTNErY sp2aks and votes against his 

olitical friends; talk of further revolt in Ministerial camp. Then 
Dox José steps to front, and puts the whole matter right. Pvoh- 
poohs apprehension. No danger, and i 


if any money-cost, Egypt 
will bear it. ia a 


All that is intended is, Egyptian troops will go for- 
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ward from Wady Halfa as far as Akasheh, a railway following them 
to make things comfortable. IJf they find no Dervishes about, may 
even steal on to Dongola. If Dervishes in dangerous force, wi 
come back by first train. 
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in Egypt. ‘‘ How ar will you go, Gentlemen ? ” 


Cook's rg 
‘ Joey. * h, as far as ever we can go for the money—until it gets too hot 
or us! 


At this picture of glorious war House gave sigh of relief; 
crowded into division lobby, pouring through at other end in mad 
raco for early morning cabs. Business done.—New Soudan war 
approved by 288 votes against 145 


“DRAWING” PICTURES. 


ApakT from the excellent ‘‘ second edition” of the grand ballet, 
Faust, from the ScuArrers, from La Danse, and from the songs of the 
tiquante Mile, Junionri, the ‘‘ Cinematographe pictures” are suffi- | 
cient of thenmiselves to attract all London to the entertainment now | 
being given to exceptionally crowded houses at the Empire. The 


lifelike representation of such scenes as the arrival of the train, ‘‘ the 
plungers,” the gardener with the hose, and Monsieur, Madame et 


Bébé at breakfast, is simply marvellous, The final one of Monsieur 
TrEewey himself doing the serpentine trick with a piece of white 
riband, though perhes the most difficult of all to reproduce, appears 
to be simplicity itself in comparison with the ‘‘ arrival of the train ”’ 
and “‘the bathing scene.”’ Isit not within the range of practica- 
bility to reproduce effects in the House of Commons, or ** Mr. G.’’ 
baing received at a railway station ? Oaly the exact portraiture of the 
lineaments of well-known public characters is required to add fresh 
interest, from time to time, to one of the most remarkable exhibitions 
that ever delighted the public. Theatrical managers might possibly 
be averse to scenes from their plays being thus represented; and 
yet, if considered as advertisement, they might not, for a con- 
sideration, object. In time, when the invention is perfected, the 
living and moving pictures will, no doubt, be presented on a still 
larger scale, features will be more distinct, and the quivering effeot 
will entirely disappear. That isin the not very distant future; but 
at present these “‘ TREwey-To-Nature Pictures” are, and will long 
continue to be, a principal attraction at the Empire. But cannot 
somebody invent a short word -a kind of telegraphic equiva'ent—for. 
‘*Cinematographe’? A nautical series might have been called 
‘* Trewey Bluey.” Why not the *‘ Ciné” or ‘* Cinny pictures” ? 


New Lamps for Old. 


** Tus emells too strongly of the lamp!” 
Men said when, by the midnight moon, 

Wit toiled in Grub Street garrets damp. 

Now when fine ladies fiction vamp, 

And problem-playwrights slop and scamp, 
It smells too strongly of—lampoon! 


A Stow THOROUGHFARE BELYING ITS NAME IN A MATTER OF 
WIDENING.—F leet Street. 3 
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.UNANSWERABLE. 


Young Hopeful. ‘‘‘SHAMEFULLY IGNORANT’ } 


Or course I’m 
IGNORANT, FATHER, BUT THEN, WHY DID YOU SEND ME TO A 
Pustic Sonpoon? I ALWAYS LOOK UPON A FELLOW WHO’S LEARNT 
ANYTHING AT A POBLIC SCHOOL AS 4 SELF-EDUCATED Man!” 





SOMETHING LIKE A BANK HOLIDAY. 
(Fragment from the Prophetic Account of @ Pessimist Reporter.) 


** Wut is the matter with you, my man?” 

The volunteer was too tired to speak. He fell asleep from sheer 
exhaustion. He had been on his feet for about sixteen hours. He 
had marched through mud and ge land, and over stony roads 
and was thoroughly done up. So the doctor turned to the seco 
patient, who been carried into his consulting-room. 

** You look weary, my good woman ?” ; 

‘So would you be.” was the angry reply, ‘‘if you had passed 
through all I have. Up at five in the morning, then shake, shake, 
shake for six hours at a stretch—in the railway. Then an hour's 
dawdle in a place we did not know; and then shake, shake, shake 
for another long spell home again.” 

** You went by the excursion ? ” ; 

‘“*Can’t you see we did? But don’t stand dawdling there, but do 
your best to save the lives of the children.’ 

The doctor passed a number more in the same plight, and then 
came to a person of greater intelligence the re 

** And you, too. want my assistance ?” 

** Well, yes. You see, I believed that if I could get a perfect 
change from my hard work in the office for one whole day I should 
be set up until midsummer, But I am afraid, like everyone else, I 
have overdone it.” 

‘Extremes meet—in the doctor's consulting-room,” observed the 
medical man, drily. ‘‘If you overdo everything—soldiering, tour- 
ing, walking—what can you expect? Nature is nature, and objects 
to tricks. But you may as well tell me the cause of all this,” 

.Then said the strongest of the sufferers, ‘* Please, we have been 
enjoying the Bank holiday.” 
‘ Thought as much,” muttered the medico, ‘St. Lubbock may be 
the oe the great middle class, but he is equally the benefactor 
of the disciples of Esculapius! ” 


Anwoyrxe Prosiem ror France ann Russta.—The catsse of Egypt. 


VOL, CX. 


ROUNDABOUT READINGS. 


THE Joys OF A BOAT-RACE, 


In the Badminton Magazine for this present month of April I 
note specially an article, by Mr. C. M. Pitman, bearing the above 
title. It is a spirited and graphic piece of writing, and I heartily 
congratulate this gallant young oarsman on his first contribution to 
monthly literature. Great Heaven! how the months slip away and 
leave no sign. Itseems but y y that Mr, Pitman was stroking 
the Oxford eight as a freshman recently imported from Eton. How 

rilliantly he took them along, with how cool a head and with what 
excellent judgment did he stall off the spurts in the rival crew until 
he finally paises his amery maa safely past the ‘‘ Ship” at Mort- 
oe winners by nearly lengths. AlJl that seems to me, 
pondering these matters, to have nenpened but yesterday ; yet four 
sa have sped upon their way, and three times more since then di 

r. PITMAN row in a victorious crew. Now he, too, has gone down 
(as they say both at Oxford and at Cambridge); the quads of his 
couere know him no more, and probably, since oarsmen tend to the 
law, he is acquiring an intimate knowledge of procedure, of state- 


ments of claim and of defence, of in tories, and of the rule in 


Shelley’s Case, in musty chambers either of the Temple or of 
Lincoln’s Inn. In the dim future I behold him, a grave and 


reverend Judge of the Supreme Court, presiding with reminiscent 
dignity and increased weight at a boat-race dinner, 


Mr. Prrman describes no particular race. He gives an account of 
the symptoms that afflict the mind of an oarsman engaged in a race. 
Vivid to an almost painful degree is his description of the nervous and 
disjointed conversation of a crew at their last meal before the race 
of the aimless questions, the irrelevant answers, and the general 
assumption of an airy unconcern (it deceives sented) Snes mark every 
member of the crew. This is the state of mind known to Univer- 
sity athletes as “‘ needle.”” Those who have been eeoee a similar 
experience will be the firet to testify to the accuracy of the picture. 


It is at such a time that men decide that there is no pleasure in 
rowing, and that no power on earth shall ever induce them to take a 
ceat in a boat again. Everything seems to have gone wrong; the 
world seems to be in a conspiracy against them. What does the 
crowd mean by smili fe ing and How dare men 
and women gather with casual carelessness to witness the terrible 
struggle that is about to take place—a s le so important to those 
who take part in it that they cannot tear their thoughts away from 
it for a single moment? These are some of the questions that chase 
one another through an oarsman’s mind, And there are others, 
Will he be able to last out the whole course? Is it not possible that 
he may collapse utterly when half way over the course, and offer a 

tacle to the assembled thousands? What if he should 
catch a crab, or if his oar should break, or if the coxswain should 
steer them crashing into a pleasure-boat, or if some one should put 
his foot through the frail skin of the racing boat, and cause her to 
sink? And so in a sort of dream he dons his shorts, his zephyr and 
his shoes, helps to carry the boat down to the water, and m i- 
cally takes his accustomed place, Almost before he realises what 
has happened, the crew are at the stake-boat, the umpire has fired 
his pistol, and the race has started. 


No needle afflicts him now: dismal thoughts and nervousness 
have vanished as if by the touch of a magician’s wand, and all his 
owers, bcdily and mental, are concentrated on his work. Last? 
y, he feels he could last till the crack of doom. How it inspires 
a man to have the other crew alongside, to know they are worthy 
orpnents, but yet mortal, men not to be daunted by a single spurt, 
or broken up by one or two rolls, but liable notwithstanding to lose 
their winds and to fall behind. How the boat springs to each stroke; 
Jupiter! what a fearful roll that was; how thin and distant soun 
the eldritch shrieks of the coxswain ; No. 5 in the other crew has got 
his slide stuck—splendid !—how curious that pale man on a moored 
steamer looked in a green tie. Oh, oh, stroke is quickening—yes, 
the crew pick it up with him—glorious!—but I can follow the race 
no farther, for as I write a needle pierces me, and I feel as nervous 
as though I saw the whole stress and struggle raging before my eyes. 
Anp the memories of delightful friendships, of toil endured to-. 
gether, of victories gloriously celebrated, of defeats manfully endured, 
of the little troubles that diversified the moeeeer training, the 
nicknames of each member of the crew, their little foibles, their 
sturdy, honest disbelief in their rivals, their gallant and unquench- 
able belief in themselves—all these are to the man who has rowed in 
a race a possession for ever. Of this no length of years can rob him ; 
and as he meets his old companions, and fights his old races over again, 
he will declare to himself that if he had his life to live once more he 
would be a rowing man rather than anything else. That is the con- 
clusion to which Mr, Pirman’s article has brought me. Those who 
wish to know what it means to race should read it for themselves, 


—_ 


t 
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PRESIDENT OF BoArD OF AGRICULTURE rides many more stone than 
CHANCELLOR oF ExcHEQquEeR. Had he thrown himself upon bim 
from behind, Parncek ArtHur might have taken him by the heels. 
Together they could have carried him out, dropped him over the 
terrace into the silver Themis. But that procedure would have been 
open to misunderstanding. There was nothing to do but to sit there 

ent, Prince ARTHUR es like an unwatered lily, CHaPLin 
furiously writing letters to himself making minc:meat of Hicxs- 
Bracu and his arguments, 

Worst of all, bitterest drop in the brimming cup, was to see 
SqurkE or Ma.woop on b2rch opposite, literally brimming over with 
ener at beholdiog bi-metallism fatally wounded in the house of a 

riend, 

Business done.—Bi-metallism’s— at least furthe rest of the century. 


Thursday.—Dow José ‘AFRICANUS not in his place just now when 
son AUSTEN made his maiden Ministerial speech. That a pity, since it 
was @ success in more ways than one. In addition to the paternal 
eye-glass, AUSTEN inherits the pleasant voice, the lucidity, and the 
keenness to see a debating point, which distinguish the personage he 
occasionally refers to as ‘* my right hon. relative.” Pleasant to see 
the aa taken in the event ‘‘ We all like Austen,” not 
less in the Liberal camp than in the new country into which he has 
dutifally followed his father. An encouraging cheer greeted his 
appearance at the table to reply for the Admiralty to miscellaneous 
criticism on Natal Works Bil’. Still louder applause approved the 

when completed. A 
oe position for so young 
a Member, Not only is it 
filled with ability, but the 
honour is borne with mo- 
desty. House of Commons, 
most fastidious audience in 
the world, likes to think 
<= that ‘‘ Austen will do.” 
a In absence of Don Josk£, 

ce > Hetper, cf Whitehaven, 
unconsciously, upiaten- 
tionally, but effe grief 
filled the place of fond, 
appreciative father. No 
relative of AUSTEN’S, right 
honourable or otherwise, 
Nothing to do with him, 
the ek or the Na- 
val Works Bill. Sat as 
remote as possible from 
Treasury Bench ; far below 
Gangway; almost under 
shadow of gallery. But 
being there, his plump 
hands folded over portly 





A Perfect Adonis. 


paunch, his face beaming with sublimation of domes ic content, one 
couldn’t help, somehow, associating him with the youth at the tab'e, 
| launched on a Ministerial career, or fail to recognise in his attitude 
| and expression a sort of vicarious fatherhood to all that is deserving. 

Sark tells me thatin the early days of Mr. GuLiy’s Speakership, 
'| a time not free from anxiety, his greatest comfort, his most effective 


encouragement, came from this good man. In private life, he is: 
head of firm of solicitors, with assuringly sonorous title. When Mr. 
Gutiy, not dreaming of the Speaker's Chair, went circuit, Messrs. 
BrockBark, HeipER & Co, sent him briefs. When he came fo the 
_| Chair, and seemed to need a little encouragement, it was the practice 
‘| of the senior member of BROCKBANKS, casually as it were, to stroll 
‘| down the House, his white waistcoat gleaming with benevolence. As 
_| he passed the Speaker’s Chair, he nodded in confidential way to his 
‘| old client, as who should say, ‘‘Cheer up, old man. The Court’s 
| with you. If it fails, there’s Brocknank, HetpEr & Co, behind.” 
-| In moments of exceptional difficalty, he even winked as he strolled 
part the Chair. 

| Not having these early professional relations with the Crvm Lozp 
‘| OF THE ADMIRALTY, he does not go that length. Bat as he sits 
-| there, looking straight before him with kindly, fatherly smile, the 
subtle influence of his presence suffases the neighbourhood, and, 
;| stealing across the Gangway, gently, but effectively, sustains the 
‘| unconscious débutant, Business done.—Quite a lot. 


Friday.—Ministers supported to-night by rattling majority in 
resolve to dare again the dangers of the sad Soudan. Don Josi’s 
speech settled the matter. Mortry, Squire or Matwoop, DIKE 
and others picture prospect in lurid colours, They recall experience 
of last expedition; count up its cost; show the utter emptiness of 
its gain. Honse uneasy; CourTNErY sp2aks and votes against his 

olitieal friends; talk of further revolt in Ministerial camp. Then 

on José steps to front, and puts the whole matter right. Pvoh- 
apprehension. No danger, and if any money-cost, Egypt 
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ward from Wady Halfa as far as Akasheh, a railway following them 
to make things comfortable. If they find no Dervishes about, may 
even steal on to Dongola. If Dervishes in dangerous force, will 
come back by first train. 





Cook’s Agent in Egypt. ‘‘ How ar will you go, Gentlemen ? ” 
‘ hs Oh, as tar ag ever we can go for tis aeeentll it gets too hot 
or us 

At this picture of glorious war House gave sigh of relief; 
crowded into division lobby, pouring =eaye #8 other end in mad 
race for early morning cabs. Business Soudan war 
approved by 288 votes against 145 


.—New 


“DRAWING” PICTURES. 


Apart from the excellent ‘‘ second edition” of the grand ballet, 
Faust, hr the ScHAFFERS, from Za Danse, and from the songs of the 
riquan 


plungers,” the gardener with the hose, and Monsieur, Madame et 
Bébé at breakfast, is simply marvellous, The final one of Monsieur 
Trewey bimself doing the serpentine trick with a piece of white 
riband, though perhaps the most difficult of all to reproduce, appears 
to be simplicity itself in comparison with the ‘‘ arrival of the train” 
and ‘‘the bathing scene.” Is it not within the range of practica- 


bility to reproduce effects in the House of Commons, or ‘* Mr. G.’’ 


baing received at a railway station ? Oaly the exact portraiture of the. 


lineaments of well-known public characters is required to add fresh 
interest, from time to time, to one of the most remarkable exhibitions 
that ever delighted the public. Theatrical managers might possibly 
be averse to scenes from their plays being thus represented; and 


yet, if considered as advertisement, they might not, for a con- 


sideration, object. In time, when the invention is perfected, the 
living and moving pictures will, no doubt, be presented on a sti 

larger scale, features will be more distinct, and the quivering effect 
will entirely disappear, That isin the not very distant future; but 
at present these *‘ TrREwry-To-Nature Pictures” are, and will long 
continue to be, a principal attraction at the Empire. But cannot 


somebody invent a short word -a kind of telegraphic equiva'ent—for. 


‘‘Cinematographe”? A nautical series might have been called 
‘*Trewey Bluey.” Why not the ‘‘ Ciné” or ‘* Cinny pictures’? ? 


New Lamps for Old. 


‘* Tris smells too strongly of the lamp!” 
Men said when, by the midnight moon, 

Wit toiled in Grub Street garrets damp. 

Now when fine ladies fiction vamp, 

And problem-playwrights slop and scamp, 
It smells too strongly of—lampoon! 


A Stow THOROUGHFARE BELYING ITS NAME IN A MATTER OF 


poo 
will bearit. All that is intended is, Egyptian troops will go for- | wipENING.—F leet Street. 


lle, JuniogI, the ‘‘ Cinematographe pictures” are suffi- : 
cient of themselves to attract all London to the entertainment now | 
being given to exceptionally crowded houses at the Empire. The 
lifelike representation -of such scenes as the arrival of the train, ‘‘ the 
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-UNANSWERABLE. 


Young Hopeful, ‘‘‘SHAMEFULLY IGNORANT’? 


Or course I’m 
IGNORANT, FATHER, Bor THEN, WHY DID YOU SEND ME TO A 
Pusuic SoHoot? I ALWAYS LOOK UPON A FELLOW WHO’S LEARNT 
ANYTHING AT A POBLIC SCHOOL AS A SELF-EDUCATED Man!” 





SOMETHING LIKE A BANK HOLIDAY. 
(Fragment from the Prophetic Account of a Pessimist Reporter.) 


‘* War is the matter with you, my man?” 

The volunteer was too tired to speak. He fell asleep from sheer 
exhaustion. He had been on his feet for about sixteen hours. He 
had marched through mud and pene land, and over stony roads 
and was sporeaen'y done up. So the doctor turned to the seco 
patient, who been carried into his consulting-room. 

** You look weary, my good woman ?”’ . 

‘So would you be.” was the angry reply, “if you had passed 
through all I have. Up at five in the morning, then shake, shake, 
shake for six hours at a stretch—in the railway. Then an hour’s 
dawdle in a place we did not know; and then shake, shake, shake 
for another long spell home again.” 

You went by the excursion P ” . 

“‘Can’t you see we did? But don’t stand dawdling there, but do 
your best to save the lives of the children.” 4 

The doctor passed a number more in the same plight, and then 
came to a person of greater intelligence than the rest. 

** And you, too. want my assistance ?”’ 

** Well, yes. You see, I believed that if I could get a perfect 
change from my hard work in the office for one whole day I should 
be set up until midsummer. But I am afraid, like everyone else, I 
have overdone it.” 

‘Extremes meet—in the doctor's consulting-room,” observed the 
medical man, drily. ‘‘If you overdo everything—soldiering, tour- 
ing, walking—what can you <p P Nature is nature, and objects 
to tricks. But you may as well tell me the cause of all this,” 

.Then said the strongest of the sufferers, ‘* Please, we have been 


enjoying the Bank holiday. 
‘Thought as much,” muttered the medico, ‘*St, Lubbock may be 
the patron of the great middle class, but he is equally the benefactor 


of the disciples of Esculapius! ”’ 


Annoyrxe Propiem For France anp Russta.—The caisse of Egypt. 
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ROUNDABOUT READINGS. 


THE Joys oF A BOAT-RACE, 


In the Badminton Magazine for this present month of April I 
note specially an article, by Mr. C. M. Pitman, bearing the above 
title. It is a spirited and graphic piece of writing, and | heartily 
congratulate this gallant young oarsman on his first contribution to 
monthly literature. Great Heaven! how the months slip away and 
leave no sign. Itseems but yesterday that Mr. Pitman was stroking 
the Oxford eight as a freshman recently imported from Eton. How 
brilliantly he took them ck with how cool a head and with what 
excellent judgment did he stall off the spurts in the rival crew until 
he finally prone his merry men safely past the ‘‘ Ship” at Mort- 
lake, winners by nearly lengths. All that seems to me, 
pondering these matters, to have aed but yesterday ; yet four 
qoere have sped upon their way, and times more since then did 

r. PITMAN row in a victorious crew. Now he, too, has gone down 
(as they say both at Oxford and at Cambridge); the quads of his 
college know him no more, and probably, since oarsmen tend to the 
law, he is acquiring an intimate knowledge of procedure, of state- 
ments of claim and of defence, of in atories, and of the rule in 
Shelley’s Case, in musty chambers either of the Temple or of 
Lincoln’s Inn. In the dim future I behold him, a grave and 
reverend Judge of the Supreme Court, presiding with reminiscent 
dignity and increased weight at a boat-race dinner, 


Mr. Prrman describes no particular race. He gives an account of 
the symptoms that afflict the mind of an oarsman en in a race. 
Vivid to an almost painful degree is his description of the nervous and 
disjointed conversation of a crew at their last meal before the race 
of the aimless questions, the irrelevant answers, and the general 
assumption of an airy unconcern (it deceives aonort) see mark every 
member of the crew. This is the state of mind known to Univer- 
sity athletes as ‘‘ needle.” Those who have been ee a similar 
experience will be the first to testify to the accuracy of the picture. 


Ir is at such a time that men decide that there is no pleasure in 
rowing, and that no power on shall ever induce them to take a 
reat in a boat again. Everything seems to have gone wrong; the 
world seems to be in a conspiracy against them. What does the 
crowd mean by smili ape talking and chaffing? How dare men 
and women gather with casual carelessness to witness the terrible 
struggle that is about to take place—a struggle so important to those 
who take part in it that they cannot tear their thoughts away from 
it for a single moment? These are some of the questions that chase 
one another through an oarsman’s mind. And there are others. 
Will he be able to last out the whole course P Is it not possible that 
he may collapse utterly when half way over the course, and offer a 
shocking movers to the assembled thousands? What if he should 
catch a crab, or if his oar should break, or if the coxswain should 
steer them crashing into a pleasure-boat, or if some one should put 
his foot through the frail skin of the racing boat, and cause her to 
sink? And so ina sort of dream he dons his shorts, his zephyr and 
his shoes, helps to carry the boat down to the water, and mechani- 
cally takes his accustomed place. Almost before he realises wha 
has happened, the crew are at the stake-boat, the umpire has fired 
his pistol, and the race has started. 


No needle afflicts him now: dismal thoughts and nervousness 
have vanished as if by the touch of a magician’s wand, and all his 
owers, bcdily and mental, are concentrated on his work. Last? 
hy, he feels he could last till the crack of doom. How it inspires 
a man to have the other crew alongside, to know they are worthy 
opponents, but yet mortal, men not to be daunted by a single spurt, 
or broken up by one or two rolls, but liable notwithstanding to lose 
their winds and to fall behind. How the boat springs to each stroke; 
Jupiter! what a fearful roll that was; how thin and distant soun 
the eldritch shrieks of the coxewain ; No. 5 in the other crew has got 
his slide stuck—splendid !—how curious that pale man on a moored 
steamer looked in a green tie. Oh, oh, stroke is quickening—yes, 
the crew pick it up with him—glorious!—but I can follow the race 
no farther, for as I write a needle pierces me, and I feel as nervous 
as though ‘T saw the whole stress an struggle raging before my eyes, 


Anp the memories of delightful frien hips, of toil endured to-. 
gether, of victories gloriously celebrated, of defeats manfully endured, 
of the little troubles that diversified the secyrtges An training, the 
nicknames of each member of the crew, their little foibles, their 
sturdy, honest disbelief in their rivals, their gallant and unquench- 
able belief in themselves—all these are to the man who has rowed in 
a race a possession for ever. Of this no length of years can rob him ; 
and as he meets his old companions, and fights his old races over again, 
he will declare to himself that if he had is life to live once more he 
Ww be a rowing man rather than an g else. That is the con- 
clusion to which Mr, Pitman’s article brought me. Those who 
wish to know what it means to race should read it for themselves. 


F 
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HERCULES AND THE HYDRANT. 
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“Com BHroton,” 


[Mr. Tuomas Huacues, Q.C., author of the 
inimitabie Tom Brown’s Schooldays, died on 
Sunday, March 22, 1896.] 


Arr—“‘ John Brown,”’ 
Man’s delight and boyhood's friend, 
Is your life-course at an end P 
oops of boys join Mr, Punch in deep 
_. Tegret, ‘*Tom Brown.” 
With more or less of trath, 
Age has written about youth 
ut no man has measured boyhood better 
yet, ** Tom Brown.” 
We remember well the jo 
We derived from that ‘ Old Boy,” 
Large of heart, and full of simple honest 
pluck, ‘‘ Tom Brown,” | 
Whose tale of fun and fist, 
Had a charm none could resist ; 
Who in boyhood to peruse it had the 
luck, ‘‘ Tom Brown.” 





As a student of boys’ ways, 
And of glad scholastic days, 
You finished easy first, whoe’er came 
next, ‘‘Tom Brown.” 
All was honour, courage, health, . 
In your you Commonwealth, 
By shirk, and sneak, and sucker all un- 
vext, ‘Tom Brown.” 
Tis a picture waking pride, 
That of echool-life’s sunny side, 
And all England loves your typic English 
lad, ‘* Tom Brown,” 
And for many and many a year, 
To ** Our Boys” you will be dear, 
hilst grown men will read your story, 
and feel glad, ‘‘ Tom Brown’?! 


A ROMANCE OF THE RIVER, 


Edwin, *‘ What colours shall you wear at 
the boat-race, Miss Angelina ?’’ 
Angelina (uncertain as to Edwin’s Univer- 
sity). ‘‘Need youask? True blue, of course!” 
Eduin (who received his education at 
Durham Uniwersity, enthusiastically clasp- 
ing Angelina in his arms), ‘‘Darling! I 
felt certain that you would heap coals of fire 
on my head for asking such a question.” . 
[ But, as a matter of fact, heaped the 
coals on hers when the time came for set- 
tlements, being a large pit proprietor, 


The Bare Idea. 
Mr, GLEDSTONE, of Streatham, says England 


won't 
The Scotch till, at football, they play with 
: bare feet | t strength 
ancy ion cups won, no ength, 
luck and skill by, 
But by every footballer becoming a ‘‘Trilby”’! 
Ah! Mrs, Grundy! The notion must 
shock her. 
(N.B. A new name for this game: 
no-Sicker’’! ) 


Nctsz on Notrs.—At the Opera Comique. 
Some charming music in Professor VILLIERS 
STaNFORD’s opera, libretto by Mr. G. H 
Jessop. Specially note ‘‘ When 


Young,” capitally sung and acted by Mr. 
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‘The! I nave done, as you wished, dearest heart, 


I was| While the way I mismanaged my wrist 
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. First Genius to Second Genius, ‘‘ Way oN EARTH DO You pO youR HAIR IN THAT 
7 ‘ ABSURD FasHIoN, SMITH?” 


‘SPORTIVE SONGS. 


THE Gotrine Novice To THE Farr Expert. 








Many “ rubs of the green’’ were my lot 
(Thus I wounded a goose and a boy 
And o’er = bankers” and “haz 


0 
Was, alas! not a thing fall of joy! 
| Th:n*' bad lies” often hindered the ‘run,’ 
And the “‘ niblick ” was called in request. 
But e’en science is balanced by fun, 
So I went on with ignorant zest! 


What a ‘‘ divot’’ I cut from the grass 
When I made an attempt with a ‘* spoon’’! 


” my 


And have driven a ball from the ‘‘ tee.” 
How I “‘ sliced” and I *‘ pulled”’ atthe start! 

And my “' to ping ” was awful to see! 

en the ‘‘ globe”’ repeatedly miesed, 

And I *‘ foozled”’ my “‘ iron’s approach,” 


Brought the tears to the eyes of my ‘‘ coach.” 


Josepa O'Mara, and the duet which he has} When I brought off a “putt” how they | Oh, I felt such a thorough-paced ass 


with Mr, StepHens as a ‘“‘heavy” of the 
British Army. 


Nomen Fertrx.—Why any objection to the 


appointment of Dr. RicHarp BRayn as Medi- | True, a club is a creat 
Superintendent of Broadmoor Criminal| But a strange ae whole 
Lunatic Asylum? Brayn, if powerfal and} For combined with its ‘ 


acting rightly, is exactly what is wanting at 
such a place. 





As it rose like a verdant balloon ! 
Yet I got round the links, love, at last— 

I won't troub'e you now with the score— 
But to golfing I mean to hold fast, 

And in ‘*‘ singles’ we’ll often cry “Fore!” 


chaffed! | 
And called it a ‘“* gobble ”’ or ** steal.” 
And how they unfeelingly laughed 
When I had with a ‘*'stymie ” to deal! 
of grace, 


head,”’ “ned > and ; 
“sole”? !| Cause witHout Errecr.—An action re- 
and its | sulting in a farthing’s ges, 


66 face,” [ 
Are its “heel,” and its ‘‘ toe,’ 
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JOTTINGS AND TITTLINGS. 
(By Banoo Hurry BunesHo JABBERJEE, B.A.) 


No. VIII. 
How Mr, Jabberjee delivered an Oration at a Ladies’ Debating Club. 


Miss Sprvx (whom I have mentioned supra as a feminine inmate of 
Porticobello House) is im additum a member of a Debating Female 
Society, which assembles once a week in various private Westbourne 
Grove eee for argumentative intercourse. 

So, she expressing an anxious desire that I should attend one of 
these conclaves, I consented, on ascertaining that I should be afforded 
the opportunity of parading the gab with which I j 
have Rees gifted in an extemporised allocution. 

On the appointed evening I directed my steps, 
under the guidance of the said Miss Spink, to a 
certain imposing stucco residence hard by, wherein 
were an assortment of female women conversing 
with vivacious garrulity, in a delicious atmosphere 
of tea, coffee, and buttered bread. 

After having en freely of these comesti- 
bles, we made the adjournment to a luxuriously 
upholstered sees circled with plush-seated 
chairs and adorned with countless mirrors, and 
there we began to beg the question at issue, to- 
whit, “ To what extent has Ibsen (if any) contri- E> —— 
buted towards the Causeof Female Emancipation?” (Prp 
which was opened by a weedy, tall male gentleman, \% 
with a lofty and a shining forehead, and round, “~ 
owlish spectacle-glasses. He read a very volumi- 
nous paper, from which I learnt that Ipszn was 
the writer of innumerable new-fangled dramas of 
very problematical intentions, exposing the hollow 
conventionalisms of all established social usages, 
especially in the matrimenial department. 

hen he had ceased there was a universal and 
unanimous silence, due to uncontrollable female 
bashfalness, for the duration of several minutes, 
until the chairwoman exhorted someone to have 
the courage of her opinions. And the ice being 
once fractured, one Amurath suoceeded another in 
disjointed commentaries, plucking crows in the 
teeth of the assertionsof the Hon’ble Opener and 
of their precursors, and resumed their seats with 
abrupt precipitaney, stating that they had no 
further remarks to make, 

Then ensued another interim of golden ‘‘ Silence 
and slow Time,” as Poet Keats says, which was 
as if to become Sempiternity, had not 1, rushing in 
where the angels were in fear of slipping up, 
caught the Speaker in the eye, and tip the 
wink of my cacoéthes loquendi, 

To prevent disappointment, I shall report my 
harangue with verbose ac , 

Myself (assuming a perpendicular attitude, in- 
serting one hand among my vest buttons, and 
waving the other with a graceful affability). 
** Hon’BLE Miss Coarrwoman, Mapams, MIssEs, 
AND Hon’stE Mister Opener, the humble indi- 

idual now palpitating on his limbs before you is 
a denizen from a land whose benighted, ignorant 
inhabitants are accustomed to treat the females of 
their species as small fry and fiddle faddle. Yes, 
Madams and Misses, in India the woman is for- 
bidden to eat except in the severest solitude, and after her lord and 
master has surfeited his pangs of hunger; she may not make the 
briefest outdoor excursion without ae and then solely in a 
covered palkee, or the hermetically sealed interior of a blinded 
Sas esenputlien ot teeslle graaitaan ar testny te pocryphal f 

e occupation of puerile gossipings, or lis g toa i 
tales of so scandalising an im “ated that I shrink to aallate ‘ate 
ears by the repetition even of the tit-bits. (Subdued groans.) 

eee ene sae case, you can imagine 
gratification I have enced here this evening at the intelligence 
and for ess ested by so many effeminate intellects. (4 
flattered rustle and prolonged Menaaeagy 

** The late respectable Dr. Brn JoHnson, gifted author of Bos- 
well’s Biography (applause), once rather humorously remarked, 
on witnessing a nautch performed. by canine quadrupeds, that— 
although their choreographical abilities were of but a mediocre 
nature—the wonderment was that they should be capable at all to 
execute ruch a hind-legged feat and tour de force. 





“Similarly, it is to me a gaping marvel that womanish tongues | th 


should hold forth u subjects which are naturally f tside th 
ius of their <chidaahoniiand. aaa 
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‘* The subject for our discursiveness to-night is, ‘‘ Zo what extent 
has Ibsen contributed to the Cause (if wm of Female Emancipa- 
tion ?”’ and being a total ignoramus up to date of the sheer existence 
of said hon’ble gentleman, I shall abstain from scratching my head 
over so Sphinxian a conun and confine myself to canokiing to 
the obiter diction of nary lady speakers, 

‘There was a stout full-blown matron, with grey curl-shavings 
and a bonnet and pamees, who declaimed her opinionated convic- 
tion that it was degrading and infra dig. for any woman to be 
treated asadoll. (Hear, hear.) ell, I would hatch the guestion- 
able egg of a doubt whether any rationalistic ine co 
dy org herself in a dollish aspect, and will assure her that in 
my fatherland every cultivated native a would approach 
her with the cold shoulder of apprehensive respect- 
fulness. (Zhe bonneted matron becomes ruddier 
than the cherry with complacency, and fans her- 
self vigorously, 

** Next I deal with the tall, meagre female 
near the fire-hearth, in abbreviated hair and a 
nose-pinch, who set up the claim that her sex were 
in all essentials the eq if not the superiors, of 
man. Now, without any gairish of words, I will 
vroceed baldly to enumerate various important 
physical differentiations which——_ (Intervenison 
by Hon’ble Chairwoman, reminding me that these 
were not in disputation.) I bow to correction, and 
kiss the rod by summing up the gist of my argu- 
ment, viz., that it is nonsensical idiotey to suppose 
that a woman can be equivalent of a man 
either in intellectual gripe, in bodily robustious- 
ness, or in physical courage. Of the last, I shall 
afford an unanswerable proof from my own person. 
It is notorious, urbi et. orbi, that every feminine 
person will flee in icstricken dismay from the 
approach of the smallest mouse. 

**I am a Bengali, and, as such, profusely en- 
dowed with the fugacious instinct, and yet, shall 


I quake in ap consternation if a mouse is to 
invade my en 
“Certainly I s not; and why? Because, 


though not racially a temerarious, I nevertheless 
spores to the masculine sex, and consequen- 

y my heart is not capable of ee at the 
mere aspect of a rodent. This is not to blow the 
triumphant trumpet of sexual superiority, but to 
prove a simple undenied fact by dint of an a fortiors. 

‘* Having pulverised my pinched-nose prede- 
cessor, I pass on to a speaker of a very very oppo- 
site ity—the well-proportioned, beautious 
maiden with azure starry eyes, gilded hair, and 
teeth like the seeds of a pomegranate (oh, 82 sic 
omnes !), who vaunted, in the musical accents of a 
cuckoo, her right to work out her own life, inde- 
eregres | of masculine companionship or assist- 
ance, and declared that the saccharine element of 
courtship and connubiality was but the exploded 
mask of man’s t ical selfishness, 

‘**Had such shocking sentiments been aired by 
some of the other lady orators in this room, I must 
facetiously have ed them to a certain fabular 
fox which criticised the unattainable grapes as too 
immature to merit mastication ; but the particular 
speaker cannot justly be said to be on all fours 
with such an ani Understand, please, I am no 
oa os pre) ee oust ceatttre chap. would seer 

generously permi , antiquated, unmarriageablemadams 
and misses LT eee the: manufacture of their own careers ad nau- 
seam; but when I behold a maiden of such excessive pulchritude—— 
(Second intervention by Hon’ble Chairwoman, desiring me to abstain 
ersonal references.) I assure the Hon’ble Miss CoaIRwoMAN 
that I was not alluding to herself, but since she has spoken in my 
wheel with such severity, I will conclude with my ration on the 
subject for debate, namely, the theatrical dramas of Hon’ble Insxn. 
en, Madams and Misses, I make the odious comparison of these 
works, with which I am completely unacquainted, to the productions 
of Poet SHaxsrEaRE, where I may boast the familiarity that is a 
breeder of contempt, I find that, in Hamilet’s own words, it is the 
‘ Criterion of a Satire,’ and I shall assert the unalterable a priori of 
my belief that the melodious Swan of Stony Stratford, whether 
judged by his longitude, his versical blankness, or the profoundity of 
Meislneey, Goamaky, Wendecy. Chicas ar tes Meheal Glaeee 

etallurgy, y, Nosology, y, or the Musi 

has ontaumbered every subsequent contemporary and saicential 
em 
With this, I sat down, leaving my audience as sotto voce as fishes 
with admiration amazement at the facundity of my eloquence, 
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and should indubitably have been the recipient of innumerable 
felicitations but for the fact that Miss Sprvx, suddenly experiencing 
sensations of insalubriousness, requested me, without delay, to con- 
duct her from the assemblage. 


I would willingly make a repetition of my visit and rhetorical 
ang pe only Miss Spink informs me that she has recently termi- 
nated her membership with the above society. 





ALL ROUND HER HAT. 


(Very New Version of an old ‘‘ Vitechapel” Ballad, discovered in the 
Pit of an East-End Theatre.) AtR—‘‘All round my Hat,” 
Se Chorus :— 
Ne Att round her hatshe wears all Covent Garding, 
ae All round her hat, wich it is a precious way, 
If anyone should axe her the reason why she 
wears i 
She ’d tall him—well a somethink as I’d 
rayther not say. 


; ’Twas going to my place in the pit that I did 


meet her, 
Oh! I thought she was a monster ba-loon 
é dropped down from the sky. 
=. And [ never see a tile more neater nor completer, 

As had primroses and poppies piled wot costers call ‘‘ up-’igh.” 
Oh, the donah she was tall, and her hat was of that kind, too, 

And cruel was the way it did hintercept my eye _ 
From a twi of the play, as in course I was inclined to, 

Bat I co ’t dodge that market-cart of hat, not any wy. 


For three mortal hours I dodged, and squirmed, and started, 
For three long mortal hours, as in course I had to stay. 

Bad luck to the chap, most merlicious and black-hearted, 
As invented lydies’ hats like a blessed stack of hay. 


There is some young women as is s0 precious bumptious, 

They want four times as much free room as that for wot they pay. 

I sez ‘* Can’t see a bit o’ that play, as I am told is scrumptious, 
Along o’ that confounded hat a-bobbin’ in my way.”’ 


Oh, she guv me such a rattlesnake look out of her eyes, I started ! 
She sez, sez she, ‘‘ I ain’t no statue, and hats is wore way!” 
I was awful sorry that my two bob for a seat in that pit I’d parted ; 
And ee ry haystack-hats. is wore, not another half-do 
pay 


Chorus :— 


All round my hat I wears a green willow, 
All round my hat, in a weeping sort 0’ way, 
And if anyone should axe me the reason 


I wears it 
’Tis cos o’ that Tower o’ Babel Hat as bilked me of that play! 






CONDENSED CONFIDENCE. 
(For Ladies only.) 


Dearest ETHELINDA,—Since my escapade at the Eldorado 
Theatre of Varieties I have lived the existence of a nun. Quite 
otherwise has been the conduct of Papa. Every night does he sally 
forth to his club, and returns like a genuine Member cf Parlia- 
ment in the small, wee hours, ‘* Si jeunesse savatt, si vietllesse 
eagle I overheard him exclaim : yeeeercay morning, as he hurled 
very tight, varnished boots at the wall opposite to his bedroom 
door. I know nothing of the capabilities of jeunesse, but I am well 
aware that vieillesse knocked about half a yard of paper off the 
opposition to his h, 
ese reflections on my sire are chiefly caused by his extraordinary 
behaviour on the anniversary of St. Patrick’s day. Long as I have 
known my parent, and he is a man to be remembered, | have never 
seen him so pertinaciously Pregnant with perverseness. He came 
down to breakfast decorated with an enormous bunch of herbs, which 
I at first imagined to be parsley—sans monocle je suis aveugle—then 
clover, and finally discovered was a root of shamrock, ‘* Thisisa 
great day indeed, me darlint,’’ he exclaimed, as he tossed off his 
café au lait (this self-combined mixture is the invention of an 
ingenious foreigner, whose advertisement you will find on the sixth 
page of the Tea-Topers Gazette), 

Still preserving that romantic brogue, which is concomitant, and 
necessary to the production of such plays as Arrah-na-pogue, The 
Colleen Bawn, and, in these latter days, to a musical stew called 
Shamus O’ Brien, he invited me to accompany him to an aristo- 
cratic assembly at Londonderry House, ‘‘ where, bedad, m girl, 

ou ’ll find the foinest gurls in all London doin’ their mighty 
or the distrestful country.” It is, perhaps, needless to say, mamie, 
that I overlooked his disfiguration of speech, and made ready to go 
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with him to the noble mansion in question. The mise en scéne 
was as perfect as the union of hearts. A duchess made no more 
scruple of et her homespuns than did a Nationalist lady of 
urging the unrivalled quality of herlinen. ‘* Begorra!”’ cried my ad, 
ill in his shamrock disguise, ‘* this a great day for Ould Oireland!’ 
For my part, I was busily employed with ready pencil nemae the 
exquisite coiffures which so constantly prevented my view of the 
stalls, Picture, ETHELINDA, a broad hat of black velvet relieved by 
certse plumes, which would effectually block the view of any stage in 
istendom ; imagine a sweet retiring chapeau de patile drooping as 
the weeping willow, from which depended garlands of roses, nastur- 
tiums, jonquils, and azaleas, treasure and keep in mind the ess 
of a toque formed of hare’s ears, with the ‘‘ brush” of a fox en 
évidence, and the chic of a combination of sareaparilla leaves and 
strawberries, And the dresses? Darling, they were there, but 
unseen, The cold, drizzling weather had laid its stern hand on the 
extraordinary display, which might reasonably have been expected. 
But la belle dame sans merci (how I love Keats!) had requisitioned 
every animal from the beaver to the mole, from the bear to the Arotic 
fox, which fur will, of course, me very reasonable when Dr. 
NaNsEN returns to civilization. I was really quite overcome by the 
8 e. Papa was so overjoyed with the reception with which 
he met that he disa and did not come home till Wedneeday 
afternoon, when I found a pair of skates, marked ‘‘ National 
Skating Palace,” in his overcoat pccket. He says that he subse- 
quently attended a meeting of the Royal Geographical Society. 
this ‘‘ pick-me-up.” Rub an ounce o und ginger on 
three pounded capsicums, add half-an-ounce of Cayenne pepper, 
season with pure Cognac (I have the address of the best providers), 
and qualify with a gill of peppermint. Papa declares that he ha 
never been the same man since he consumed this potion, and his 
experience is vast. Ever, dear, Yourloving cousin, KapJ. 


THE HYDE PARK THEATRE. 
(Advance Sheets of am Article ripe for use in 1898.) 


It was scarcely to be supposed that after Mr. Ricnanrps, M.P., 
had received for an answer to his question in , 1896, anent the 
legality of dramatic sketches in Hyde Park on the first day of the 
week, a reply in the affirmative, that matters would be allowed to 
remain in statu quo. As all the world knows, the movement once 
recognised as la e the rage, and extended from the peram- 
bulating pore of the streets to the regular actor of the recognised 

house, This being so, one of our interviewers thought it 
his duty to call upon a representative of the theatres to ascertain the 
views of the profession upon a matter of so much importance, 

‘* Personally, I have no objection to a/ fresco smclaeuabsiace,”? said 
the Representative; ‘‘ although I believe that finer effects may be 
obtained in the play-house than in the Park.’’ 

** Will you kindly make your pee, & yap 

‘* Well, you see light and shade can be more distinctly marked in 
an enclosure in the open air. The actor under cover has the 
benefit of the electric light, which can be turned on or off; in the 
open hs must rely solely on the sun in the day and on the moon by 
n1g 


** But in a realistic drama, would not a shower of natural rain be 


of considerable advantage P” ; 

‘* Certainly, if it could be timed so as to fall at the proper cue; 
but in our changeable climate such an arrangement is difficult of 
accomplishment,’ ; 

‘** And what sort of an entertainment should be provided for the 
Park promenaders P”’ 

** It depends upon the hour. When 
the taverns are cl light comedy 
and burlesques would probably be 
the most popular fare, hen 6 P.M, 
was reached, and Bune resumed his 
business, then tragedy might be 
attempted.’ 

** Then you consider tragedy thirst- 
mene | ze . 

‘*I believe that is a fact restin 
upon reliable statistics,” returne 
the Representative, J 

‘One more question,” said the In- 
terviewer. ‘* How do you think the 
Park can be supplied from——”’ 

‘** From our own boards?” put in 
the Representative. ‘* Why, that is 
easy enough—you see the theatres 
are closed on Sunday.” And this; ; 
reply made our Interviewer believe} — 
that there was something wrong| -€! 
somewhere in the arrangements of 
the Lonp CHAMBERLAIN, 
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and should indubitably have been the recipient of innumerable 
felicitations but for the fact that Miss Sprvx, suddenly experiencing 
sensations of insalubriousness, requ me, without delay, to con- 
duct her from the assemblage. ca 

wo illingly make a repetition of my visit and rhetorical 
es, only Miss Srinx informs me that she has recently termi- 
nated her membership with the above society. 


ALL ROUND HER HAT. 


(Very New Version of an old ‘* Vitechapel” Ballad, discovered in the 
Pit of an East-End Theatre.) Atr—‘' All round my Hat,” 
a Chorus :— 
ay. ALL round her hat she wears all Covent Garding, 
ae All round her hat, wich it is a precious way, 
If anyone should axe her the reason why she 
wears i 
She ’d him—well a somethink as J’d 
rayther not say. 


Twas cee my place in the pit that I did 


Y A/F |i meet her, 
YW ZA 4 ee ht 24 oe ‘a ba-loon 
. i wn m 8 © 
Bos aie And [ never see a tile more neater nor completer, 
As had primroses and poppies piled wot costers call ‘‘ up-’igh.” 
Oh, the donah she was tall, and her hat was of that kind, too, 
And cruel was the way it did hintercept my eye 
From a twigging of the play, as in course I was inclined to, 
But I co ’¢ dodge that market-cart of hat, not any wy. 
For three mortal hours I dodged, and squirmed, and started, 
For three long mortal hours, as in ‘oars I to stay. 
Bad luck to the chap, most merlicious and black-hearted, 
As invented lydies’ hats like a blessed stack of hay. 


There is some young women as is so precious bumptious, 

They want four times as much free room as that for wot they pay. 

I sez ‘* Can’t see a bit o’ that play, as I am told is scrumptious, 
Along o’ that confounded hat a-bobbin’ in my way.” 


Oh, she guy me such a rattlesnake look out of her eyes, I started ! 
She sez, sez she, ‘I ain’t no statue, and hats is wore this way! ”’ 

I was awful sorry that my two bob for a seat in that pit I’d parted ; 
And iy aes haystack-hats is wore, not another -do 


Il pay 
7 Chorus :— 


All round my hat I wears a green willow, 
All round my hat, in a weeping sort o’ way, 
And if anyone should axe me the reason wey I wears it 
Tis cos o’ that Tower o’ Babel Hat as bilked me of that play! 






CONDENSED CONFIDENCE. 
(For Ladies only.) 


Dearest ErHEetinpa,—Since my escapade at the Eldorado 
Theatre of Varieties I have lived the existence of a nun. Quite 
otherwise has been the conduct of Papa. Every night does he sally 
forth to his club, and returns like a genuine Member of Parlia- 
ment in the emall, wee hours, ‘* Si jeunesse savatt, st vietllesse 
peeves I overheard him exclaim Ley morning, as he hurled 

very tight, varnished boots at the wall opposite to his bedroom 
know nothing of the capabilities of jeunesse, but I am well 
aware that vietllesse knocked about half a yard of paper off the 
oppotition to his 
ese reflections on my sire are chiefly caused by his extraordinary 
behaviour on the anniversary of St. Patrick’s day. Long as I have 
known my parent, and he isa man to be remem have never 
seen him so pertinaciously pregnant with perverseness, He came 
down to breakfast decorated with an enormous bunch of herbs, which 
I at first imagined to be parsley—sans monocle je suis aveugle—then 
clover, and finally discovered was a root of shamrock. ‘* Thisisa 
great day indeed, me darlint,’”’ he exclaimed, as he tossed off his 
café au lait (this self-combined mixture is the invention of an 
ingenious foreigner, whose advertisement you will find on the sixth 
page of the Zea- Se es Gazette). 

Still preserving that romantic brogue, which is concomitant, and 
necessary to the production of such plays as Arrah-na-pogue, 
Colleen Bawn, and, in these latter days, to a musical stew called 
Shamus O’ Brien, he invited me to accompany him to an aristo- 
cratic assembly at Londonderry House, ‘‘ where, bedad, m gil, 

ou ll find the foinest gurls in all London doin’ their mighty 
or the distrestful country.” It is, perhaps, n to say, mamie, 
that I overlooked his disfiguration of speech, and made ready to go 


door. 


llar | West-en 


The | the Representative. 


with him to the noble mansion in question. The mise en scéne 
was as perfect as the union of hearts. A duchess made no more 
scruple of exhibiting her homespuns than did a Nationalist lady of 
urging the unrivalled quality of herlinen. ‘“* rra!”’ cried my ; 

in his shamrock disguise, ‘‘ this a great day for Ould Oi dl!’ 

For my part, I was busily employed with ready pencil noting the 
exquisite cotffures which so constantly prevented my view of the 
stalls, Picture, ETHELINDA, a broad hat of black velvet relieved by 
certse plumes, which would effectually block the view of any stage in 

dom ; imagine a sweet retiring chapeau de paille drooping as 
the weeping willow, from which depended garlands of roses, nastur- 
tiums, jonquils, and azaleas, treasure and keep in mind the ess 
of a toque formed of hare’s ears, with the ‘‘ brush” of a fox en 
évidence, and the chic of a combination of sareaparilla leaves and 
strawberries. And the dresses? Darling, they were there, but 
unseen, The cold, driz weather had laid its stern hand on the 
extraordinary display, which might reasonably have been expected. 
But da belle dame sans merci (how I love Krats!) had requisitioned 
every from the beaver to the mole, from the bear to the Arctic 
fox, which fur will, of course, become very reasonable when Dr. 
NaNsEN returns to civilization. I was really quite overcome by the 
spectacle. Papa was so overjoyed with the reception with which 
he met that he disappeared, and did not come home till Wedneeday 
afternoon, when I found a pair of skates, marked ‘‘ National 
Skating Palace,” in his overcoat pccket. He says that he subse- 
quently attended a meeting of the Royal Geen Society. 

Try this prea ae Rub an ounce o und ginger on 
three pounded capsi add half-an-ounce of Cayenne pepper, 
season with pure Cognac (I have the address of the dest providers), 
and qualify with a gill of peppermint. Papa declares that he has 
never been the same man since he consumed this potion, and his 
experience is vast. Ever, dear, Yourloving cousin, Kap, 


THE HYDE PARK THEATRE. 
(Advance Sheets of am Article ripe for use in 1898.) 


It was scarcely to be supposed that after Mr. Ricuarps, M.P., 
had received for an answer to his question in March, 1896, anent the 
legality of dramatic sketches in Hyde Park on the first da 
week, a reply in the affirmative, that matters would be 
remain in statu quo. the world knows, the movement once 
recognised as lawful e the rage, and extended from the peram- 
bulating player of the streets to the regular actor of the recognised 

house. This being so, one of our interviewers thought it 
his duty to call upon a representative of the theatres to ascertain the 
views of the profession upon a matter of so much importance, 

** Personally, I have no objection to al fresco ormances,” said 
the Representative; ‘‘ although I believe that finer effects may be 
obtained in the play-house than in the Park.” 

** Will you kindly make your a ee 

** Well, you see light and shade can be more distinctly marked in 
an enclosure than in the open air. The actor under cover has the 
benefit of the electric light, which can be turned on or off; in the 
open be must rely solely on the sun in the day and on the moon by 


But in a realistic drama, would not a shower of natural rain be 
of considerable advantage?’ 

‘* Certainly, if it could be timed so as to fall at the proper cue; 
but in our eable climate such an arrangement is difficult o 
accomplishment.’ : 

‘** And what sort of an entertainment should be provided for the 
Park promenaders P”’ 

** It depends upon the hour. When 
the taverns are closed light comedy 


of the 
owed to 


and burlesques would probably be Pt 
the most popular fare. When 6 P.M, LOS 5 


was reached, and Bune resumed his 
business, then tragedy might be 
attempted.’ 

** Then you consider tragedy thirst- 


producing ?” 

ene hitler’ that is a fact restin 
upon reliable statistics,” return 
the Representative. ; 

**One more question,” said the In- 

iewer. ‘How do you think the ————— 

Park can be supplied from——”’ phe let Ly 

** From our own boards?” put in ao 
** Why, that is eae 
sre’ closed’ on Sanday.” And this| | LEMEMIDg EIEN 
reply made our Interviewer believe} ~ > a4 
that there was something wrong); ~€' /— ep) \__ 
somewhere in the arrangements of 
the Lonp CHAMBERLAIN, Tue EcyYptTian QUESTION. 
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A JOB’S COMFORTER. 


Proud Father, ‘‘Yes, HE’s Got HIs MorueEr’s Eves AND HIs Moruer’s MovTH; nut I’m AFRAID HE’S TAKEN MY worsT FeaTuRE!” 
Grandmamma (on the Mother's side), ‘‘Y¥S; AND UNFORTUNATELY HE’S PUT IT RIGHT IN THE MIDDLE OF HIS FACE!” 


EXTRACT FROM A SPIN ST ER’S DIARY. sie” answered the senior official, politely ; ‘* shall we say 


Sunday, March 29, 1896.—I have been in great anxiéty allday,| I trembled with indignation. But I thought it best to be sure 

but I have caught the train. I was afraid of being just 'too late, but | of m d, ; : s ; 

Tam eafe in my first-class carriage bound for the north, The guard| ‘‘Is there any penalty in choosing my own view of the necatsity 

has promised that I shall: be undisturbed until my arrival, He | of telling the truth?” 

seemed surprised that I had no luggage, and I dare say fancied that| ‘* The nominal penalty is £5. But then you would have to pay the 

moy journey was more or less mead with a visit to Gretna Green, | money in vain; for we are instructed, when we find that a false 

I am quite sure that I look quite a young thing, although, asa|return has been made, to ascertain the truth, and correct it. At 

matter of fact, I am of full age, and consequently independent of | Semerset House all the information we require is ready to hand, 

parents and guardians, I admit as much as that, but my age is my | Shall we eay fifty-five ?” 

affair, and the affair of no one else, Fortunately, I have some light| ‘' Or fifty-six ?” put in the other. 

literature, and consequently can pass the weary hours away. Let| I was about to reply, when I lost all consciousness ! 

me see. Here is the Prehtstoric Review. Capital article on *The| Monday, April 30,—I am so relieved ! I had been dreaming! The 

New Woman,” guard—a very good man indeed, who has had a second half-crown 

. * $... ot ° . in recognition of his services—called me when we arrived at the ter- 

Dear me, I must have been thinking for some little while with my | minus, I had fallen asleep over the Prehistoric Review. And now 

eyes closed, and here are two perfect strangers in official costumes. | for breakfast, and then ‘‘ home, sweet home” by the next train, 
oo bad of the guard, after the tip I gave him, to permit their admit-|I am so pleased. J have dodged the Census ! 

tance. They seem amiable old gentlemen, in spite cf their cocked . ° ° * * * 

me swords, snd epaulets. Just returned to my dwelling. Have had sll my trouble for 
‘Tam id I must trouble you to fill up this document,” says| nothing! No inquiry about age in the Census paper ! 

the first, producing the very paper that caused me so much annoy- 

ance when I saw its fellow on the mantlepiece in my maiden aunt’s 








drawing-room. ‘‘ You see the 29th is the day, and it has to be filled To the *‘ Radical Committee.” 
BP ear a next morning, 20 that the collector may find it ready (And All whom it may Concern.) 
when or,” ‘ ; ses s 99, 
‘* But,” I replied, grasping the terrible situation, “this is not a ree eee” eee tipeatiate Fai dacs ” 
Ae harass, snd ae th er" ne ee th i yt ¢ a And what seems strange, but true will yet be found, 
ses 0 e Ac ex @ 0 entleman e ‘6 he ’ 
** everywhere - a dwelling-house ; as Tam a Seotohmen, ‘no doubt I To “square” the voters, you must ‘‘ bring them round. 
am in some way related to you—as a cousin of some sort—and I am a tae 





' pie REPORT an ary ae answer to pot zeae at coer 

- ainly,” acquiesced the second old man. ay =e ee ee the report as ere being ‘* divi- 
0 escape were useless, ‘** ve done my best to avyoi , 

but the law has conquered,” J Tue Cry oF THE Horiay-tovine CLERK,—“‘ Kasterward Ho!” 


certainly the headof my family, 9s my younger brother here will tell 
ou. 








? 27 


led ow fx 
" Lryid Lv 
ple de 


AAA 





<2?) 








PUNCH, OR’ THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 





[Arie 4, 1896, 





NS 
pu 
ey 


2: 
it? 
TT A ae! 


1) 


’ 
i) 
-- 
a 


Tip me ow oo: 





- = ie Seal =. ¥ 
————_ -) oa a —— —_ 2h —e J =, 5 
te A 


A JOB’S COMFORTER. 


Proud Father, ‘‘Yss, H's GoT HIS MorHER’s EYEs AND HIs MorHeER’s MovuTH ; BuT I’M AFRAID HE’S TAKEN MY WORST FRATURE!” 
Grandmamma (on the Mother's side), ‘‘ Y¥s; AND UNFORTUNATELY HE’S PUT IT RIGHT IN THE MIDDLE OF HIS FAcg!”’ 





EXTRACT FROM A SPINSTER’S DIARY. 


, Sunday, March 29, 1896.—I have been in great anxiéty all day, 
but I have caught the train. I was afraid of being just'too late, but 
I am safe in my first-class carriage bound for the north, The guard 
has promised that I shall‘ be undisturbed until my arrival. He 
seemed surprised that I had no lu , and I dare say fancied that 
yoy Journey was more or Jess connected with a visit to Gretna Green. 
IT am quite sure that I look quite a young thing, although, asa 
matter of fact, I am of full age, and consequently independent of 
parents and guardians. I admit as much as that, but my age is my 
affair, and the affair of no one else. Fortunately, I have some light 
litera and ee can pass the weary hours away. Let 
me see. Here is the Prehistoric Review. Capital ‘article on ‘t The 
New Woman.” 
. . “« @ - * 
Dear me, I must have been thinking for some little while with my 
eyes closed, and here are two perfect strangers in official costumes. 
oo bad of the guard, after the tip I gave him, to permit their admit- 
tance. They seem amiable old gentlemen, in spite cf their cocked 
hats, swords, snd epaulets. 3 
‘Tam id I must trouble you to fill up this document,” says 
the first, producing the very paper that caused me so much annoy- 
ance when I saw its fellow on the mantlepiece in my maiden aunt’s 
dra -room. ‘* You see the 29th is the day, and it has to be filled 
Bp early the next morning, so that the collector may find it ready 
when ca)led for,”’ 
** But,” I replied, grasping the terrible situation, ‘ 
dwelling-house, and you are not the head of the ! 
‘For the purposes of the Act,” explained the old gentleman, 
‘* everywhere is a dwelling-house ; as I am a Scotchman, no doubt I 
am in some way related to you—as a cousin of some sort—and I am 
certainly the head of my family, 8s my younger brother here will tell 
you. 
‘* Certainly,” acquiesced the second old man. 
‘*'What do you want of me?” I asked, for I saw that further 


efforts to escape were useless, ‘‘I have done my best to avoid this, 
but the law has conquered,” 


tt is is not a 


; oe rai answered the senior official, politely ; ‘‘ shall we say 
orty-five?’ 
I trembled with indignation. But I thought it best to be eure 


of my groun i j 

‘Is there any penalty in choosing my own view of the necatsity 
of telling the truth P” 

“* The nominal penalty is £5. But then you would have to pay the 
money in vain; for we are instructed, when we find that a false 
return has been made, to ascertain the truth, and correct it. At 
Scmerset House all the information we require is ready to hand. 
Shall we say fifty-five ?” 

** Or fifty-six ?”’ put in the other. ; 

I was about to reply, when I lost all consciousness ! ; 

Monday, April 30,—I am so relieved ! I had been dreaming! The 
guard—a very good man indeed, who has had a second half-crown 
in recognition of his services—called me when we arrived at the ter- 
minus, I had fallen asleep over the Prehistoric Review. And now 
for breakfast, and then ** home, sweet home”’ by the next train. 
I am so pleased. | T have dodged the Census ! , 


* 
Just returned to my dwelling. Have had sll my trouble for 
nothing! No inquiry about age in the Census paper ! 


To the ‘‘ Radical Committee.” 
(And All whom it may Concern.) 
‘** Home Rule all Round ”’ seems slightly ‘‘ in the air” ; 
First you must show— by votes—Home Rule ** All Square.” 
And, what seems strange, but true will yet be found, 
To ** square” the voters, you must ‘‘ bring them round. ’ 


Serious Rerort Conrikmep !—In answer to our inquiries at Scot- 
we are informed that the report as to there being ‘‘ divi- 
sions in the ranks of the police”’ is only too well founded, 


Tue Cry or THE Horpay-Lovine CierK.—‘' Kasterward Ho!” 
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LEFT BEHIND! 


HI! STO-0 0-0.0P! 


WHERE DO J COME IN?” 


[ Considerable annoyance is felt, both at the Palace and at the Porte, that Turkey was not consulted in regard to the expedition,” 
ve ~~ Reuter's Constantinople Correspondent. 


» March 26.) 
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A JOB’S COMFORTER. 


Proud Father, ‘‘Yxs, HE’s GoT HIS MorHER’s Eygs AND HIS Moruer’s MovutH; put I’M AFRAID HE’S TAKEN MY WORST FRATURE!” 
_ Grandmamma (on the Mother's side), ‘‘Y¥s ; AND UNFORTUNATELY HE’S PUT IT RIGHT IN THE MIDDLE OF HIS FACE!” 





EXTRACT FROM A SPINSTER’S DIARY. 


| Sunday, March 29, 1896.—I have been in great anxiety all day, 
but I have caught the train, I was afraid of being just'too late, bu 

Tam safe in my first-class carriage bound for the north, The guard 
has promised that I shall: be undisturbed until my ‘arrival. He 
seemed surprised that I had no lnggage, and I dare say fancied that 
yoy Journey was more or less connected with a visit to teatnn Green, 
I am quite sure that I look quite a young thing, although, asa 
matter of fact, I am of full age, and consequently independent of 
parents and guardians. I admit as much as that, but my age is my 
affair, and the affair of no one else, Fortunately, I have some light 
literature, and consequently can pass the weary hours away. Let 
me see. Here is the Prehistoric Review, Capital ‘article on ‘* The 
New W * © . '"@ * 


oman.” 
Dear me, I must have been thinking for some little while with my 
eyes closed, and here are two perfect strangers in official costumes. 
oo bad of the guard, after the tip I gave him, to permit their admit- 
tance. They seem amiable old gentlemen, in spite cf their cocked 
—_ swords, end epaulets. : 
‘‘T am afraid I must trouble you to fill up this document,” says 
the first, producing the very paper that. caused me so much annoy- 
ance when I saw its fellow on the mantlepiece in my maiden aunt’s 
cree: ** You see the 29th is the day, and it has to be filled 
y the next morning, so that the collector may find it ready 


up ear 
a called for.” 
‘* But,” I replied, grasping the terrible situation, “‘ this is not a 
dwelling-house, and you are not the head of the fami i . 
old gentle 
house ; as I am a Scotchman, no doubt 


‘For the purposes of the Act,” explained the 
‘* everywhere is a dwelling- 
am in some way related to you—as a cousin of some sort—and I am 
certainly the head of my family, ss my younger brother here will tell 
you. 
** Certainly,” acquiesced the second old man. 
‘What do you want of me?” I asked, for I saw that further 


efforts to escape were useless, ‘‘I have done my best to avoid this, 
but the Jaw has conquered,” ) 


, ob . orl answered the senior official, politely ; ‘* shall we say 
orty-five P”’ 
1 trembled with indignation. But I thought it best to be sure 


of my ground, : ‘ 4 

‘* Is there any penalty in choosing my own view of the necatsity 
of telling the truth P” 

‘* The nominal penalty is £5, But then you would have to pay the 


money in vain; for we are instructed, when we find that a false 
return has been made, to ascertain the truth, and correct it. At 
Semerset House all the information we require is ready to 
Shall we say fifty-five P” 

** Or fifty-six ?”’ put in the other. 

I was about to reply, when I lost all consciousness ! ; 

Monday, April 30,—I am so relieved | I had been dreaming! The 
guard—a very good man indeed, who has had a second half-crown 
in recognition of his services—called me when we arrived at the ter- 
minus. I had fallen asleep over the Prehistoric Review. And now 
for b ast, and then ‘' home, sweet home” by the next train. 
I am s0 pleased. T have dodged the Census ! . 


Just returned to my dwelling. Have had sll my trouble for 
nothing! No inquiry about age in the Census paper ! 





To the ‘‘ Radical Committee.”’ 
(And All whom it may Concern.) 
‘* Home Rule all Round ”’ seems slightly ‘‘ in the air” ; 
First you must show— by votes—Home Rule ‘* All Square.” 
And, what seems strange, but true will yet be found, 
To ‘* square” the voters, you must ‘‘ bring them round. ’ 


Sgznious Rerort Conrikmep !—In answer to our inquiries at Scot- 
land Yard we are informed that the report as to there being ‘‘ divi- 
sions in the ranks of the police”’ is only too well founded, 


Tue Cry or THE Horipay-Lovine CLeRK.—“ Easterward Ho!” 
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LEFT BEHIND! 
Otp Party. ‘‘ HERE! HI! STO-0 0-0-0P! WHERE DO J COME IN?” 
[“‘ Considerable annoyance is felt, both at the Palace and at the Porte, that Turkey was not consulted in regard 

8 


to the expedition,” 
° Maren 25.) 
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A JOB’S COMFORTER. 


Proud Father, ‘‘Yxs, 8's GoT HIs MorHER’s Eyes AND HIS Moruer’s MovutH; nut I’m AFRAID HE’S TAKEN MY WORST Feature!” 
Grandmamma (on the Mother's side), ‘‘Y¥s ; AND UNFORTUNATELY HE’S PUT IT RIGHT IN THE MIDDLE OF HIS FAcE!”’ 





EXTRACT FROM A SPINSTER’S DIARY. 


Sunday, March 29, 1896.—I have been in great anxiéty all day 
but I have caught the train, I was afraid of being just too late, but 
Tam safe in my first-class carriage bound for the north, The guard 
has promised that I shall: be undisturbed until my ‘arrival. He 
seemed surprised that I had no luggage, and I dare say fancied that 
yoy Journey was more or Jess conn with a visit to dinakinvn Green, 
IT am quite sure that I look quite a@ young thing, although, asa 
matter of fact, I am of full age, and consequently independent of 
parents and guardians, I admit as much as that, but my age is my 
affair, and the affair of no one else, Fortunately, I have some light 
literature, and consequently can pass the weary hours away. Let 
me see. Here is the Prehistoric Review, Capital ‘article on ‘‘ The 
New Woman.” i , 


Dear me, I must have been thinking for some little while with my 
eyes closed, and here are two perfect strangers in official es. 
oo bad of the guard, after the tip I gave him, to permit their admit- 
tance. They seem amiable old gentlemen, in spite cf their cocked 
mc swords, end epaulets. . ¥ 
‘Tam afraid I must trouble you to fill up this document,” says 
the first, producing the very paper that. caused me so much annoy- 
ance when I saw its fellow on the mantlepiece in my maiden aunt’s 
drawing-room. ‘* You see the 29th is the day, and it has to be filled 
up early the next morning, so that the collector may find it ready 
when called for.” 
‘* But,” I replied, grasping the terrible situation, “‘ this is not a 
dwelling-house, and you are not the head of the fa — 
‘‘For the purposes of the Act,” explained the old gentlem 
‘* everywhere is a dwelling-house ; as I am a Scotchman, no doubt 
am in some way related to you—as a cousin of some sort—and I am 
certainly the head of my family, as my younger brother here will tell 
you. 
‘* Certainly,”’ acquiesced the second old man, 
‘What do you want of me?” I asked, for I saw that further 
efforts to escape were useless, ‘‘I have done my best to avoid this, 
but the law has conquered,” 


; —s - — answered the senior official, politely ; ‘‘ shall we say 
orty-five P’ 

I trembled with indignation. But I thought it best to be sure 
of my ground. : : 

** Is there any penalty in choosing my own view of the necatsity 
of telling the truth P” 

“* The nominal penalty is £5. But then you would have to pay the 
money in vain; for we are instructed, when we find that a false 
return has been made, to ascertain the truth, and correct it. At 
Scmerset House all the information we require is ready to hand, 
Shall we say fifty-five ?” 

** Or fifty-six ?”? put in the other. 

I was about to reply, when I lost all consciousness ! ‘ 

Monday, April 30.—I am so relieved |! I had been dreaming! The 
guard—a very good man indeed, who has had a second half-crown 
in recognition of his services—called me when we atrived at the ter- 
minus, I allen asleep over the Prehistoric Review. And now 
for breakfast, and then ‘home, sweet home’’ by the next train. 
I am so pleased. I have dodged the Census f 4 


Just returned to my dwelling. Have had ell my trouble for 
nothing! No inquiry about age in the Census paper ! 





To the ‘‘ Radical Committee.” 
(And All whom it may Concern.) 
‘** Home Rule all Round’ seems slightly ‘‘ in the air” ; 
First you must show— by votes—Home Rule ** All Square.” 
And, what seems strange, but true will yet be found, 
To ** square’’ the voters, you must ‘‘ bring them round. ’ 


Sgzrious Rerort Conrikmep !—In answer to our inquiries at Seot- 
land Yard we are informed that the report as to there being ‘‘ divi- 
sions in the ranks of the police” is only too well founded, 


Tue Cry or THE Horipay-Lovine CLERK.—"‘ Easterward Ho!” 
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LEFT BEHIND! 


OLD Party. ‘‘ HERE! HI! STO-0 0-0-0P! WHERE DO JI COME IN?” 


[** Considerable ann ce is felt, both at the Palace and at the Porte, that Turkey was not consulted in regard to the expedition.” 
saa na. Reute’s Constantinople Correspondent, March D6 





Arain 4, 1896.] 





LOVE INDEED! 


Angelica, ‘‘CLAUDE, DARLIXG, WHEN WE GET RICH, WE’LL BUY 
EACH OTHER'S PICTURES |” 


CABBY; OR, REMINISCENCES OF THE RANK AND THE ROAD. 
(By *' Hans:m Jack,”’) 
No, XV.—Suitituve CaB-FARE?, FROM THE DRIvER’s Pornt oF VIEW. 


(“The London Cabman tried my patience long before his vehicle or his 
horse tried my nerves. I am free to confess that even now the prejudices 
that have sprung up in my mind against him, in consequence of his surliness 
and ill-disyuised brutality, are stronger then is my fear of accidents.”— 
Bi a D. Vandam on “* The Delights of a Shilling Cab-fare,” in The 
hinz. 

Hoieaty-Torenty! ’Ow — and toffy ’e is, this ’ere gent with a 
name that is like a Dutch 

It wouldn’t pertikler ‘ delight” me, I’m thinking, to ’ave ’im 
inside for a long shilli ce 

[t would be a long ’ un, I’il t my best ’at, for I’m fly to the stingy, 

As are 


* superior ”’ 
ways a ’ugging theirselves on the thought that they’re 
gents, and us chaps, as note cads, out o’ court. 
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If you’d try just one week about as on the box of a Hansom or 
Growler, you’d know the “‘ delights 

Of a shilling cab-fare”’ ain’t confined ¢o the ‘‘ fare.’” Not to mention 
’ard weather, cold days and wet nights, 

Long waits and lumbago, east wind and stiff joints, we ’ave got 
’Uman Nature to fight with as well ; 

And though you may think that confined to us “‘Jehus,” you 
it crop up now and then in a swell, 


"ll see 


You woul, ae -=a ore For surliness, stinginess, ah, and 


Would: a yyeery piven a bit and a beating. Now Banpy’s a 
brute, and a little bit off ; 

"Is temper, I own, is as catchy as teazles, ’is manners is bad, and ’is 
mind on the grab ; 

But don’t you emagine that temper and trickine3s are to be found 
only outside a cab | 


We ain't ’ot-’ouse flowers, nor yet Parian himages; J never yet 
knowed a Cabby with wings. 

But long tails and’oofs ain’t our eae wear, neither, Sir. Syrups, 
and saints, and such ’eavenly ings, 

Might be just. a bit out o’ place on the box, in a jammed London 
street, with a Tartar hinside 

A-proddin’ your ribs with a pinted humbreller, and letting ’is 
swear-words flow frequent and wide. 


Hangels with whips is remarkable rare birds; but dittoes in broad- 
cloth or silk don’t run free, 
Say you are ’ailed by a ’orty haw-hawer, as looks as if ’e ’eld all 
ndon in fee; 
Sniffs at you sidewise, and cusses your mare if she shifts half an 
inch, or gives just the least splash. 


‘* Park ane, and drive like the dayvill’’ ’e snaps; and ycu touch 
your old ’at and are off at full dash. 


Keeps on a-firing at you through the trap all the way with remarks 

as establish a raw; 
Calls you a sl and your ’orse a old crock, and runs lots o’ big d’s 
slat ot of ’is jaw; 
Looks 3 you out of ‘is blue saucer eyes, as if you was a stray lump 
on ’is nose, 

haa chucks you a shilling for two-and-a-arf mile o’ ground. You 

should washup that swell, I suppose. 


Even us Cabbies are not made of putty, and sometimes, I own, 
would forfeit the fare 

To land just one — on a ewell's boko that cocks at my sort with 
80 8C0 a hair. 

Mr, Lente fake of thrashing a Cabby, for being ‘‘impertinent”’ to 
& SWE 

As though twas as easy as writing about it, and ’e was cccksure ’ow 
the scrap would come off, 


Well, well; gents are smart with their mawlies sometimes; but it 
isn’t that sort as lead Cabby a life; 

It’s the popinjay species, hinsulting and stingy, who, when they ’re 

air tackled, & ut up like a knife, 

Unless there’s a bobby close ’andy! ? A ’iding’s a good wholesome 
lesson to cads, ’igh or low. 

But when it’s a question of fists and best man, it is not always hodds 
on the fare, dontcherknow. 


[ once got well licked vd a ae and deserved it! That swell isa 
reglar with me to this day. 

But don’t say poor Cabby i is always to blame, for there ’s facts I could 

‘ig e as go quite t’other way. 


b ‘cad a cuss, eighteen pence and a grumble”? Well, yes, 
there’s too much o’ that sort, I dessay ; 

Bat before oy can size up the Cabbies as growl, you ’ave got to take 
stcck of the parties as pay. 


It makes them ‘‘ swell wisibly,” this ’ere hidea, till it seems as their | Fair’s x Sie but fare is not fair—not sometimes. Abuse, bully- 


tight-buttoned frock-coats would bust. 
mma oe oes Panjandryums they are, to be sure; or, leastways, 


if you take ’em on 
Ther walks wraltcs this Tous earth like aa or beadles, a-shooting 
their cuffs pad ae a-cu 


their can 
They ae Oe they ’re Jov 
they blarst us, or basket out our brains ? 


’m an 
if brollien 3 was thunderbolts, wouldn’t | But it isn’t the 


i are not all one side, 

And it’s eae al ’ow much “* brutality ” goes now and then with 
swell garments and hoceans of pride, 

A gent as 18 really a = takes the cake, ’e’s the pick o’ the basket, 


or the cloth makes that sort, and the party as 
fancies they do fancies fudge. 


’Owsomever, I’ll keep on my air, if I can, though a-reading this| Mr. V. runs us’ard. Stillsomever, ’e’s right toa pint. There are 


article gives me the ’um 

’E thinks we are all brutal Dries “9 grumblers, Ah! VANDAM, 
old man, that’s a far tne Varnity 

Than ever you’ll see at the ’ Varsity ache. There is Cabbies of all 
sorts,—and so there is 

You pick out the surliest J a you know, and Z’ll pick out “‘ gents” 
as ’ll run ’em in pairs, 


Cabbies who’re bullies and 

But, ah! let ’im try, for a twelvemonth or ro, to rear morals and 
manners on short fares. 

Cab-ranks ain’t recruited from scholars and gents, nor saints don’ 
drop their rust ts to ’andle a whip. 

I know ‘‘Shilling Cab-fares,”’ yr'spe better than him, so I ’ope he’) 

excuse me for giving the ti 





166 


eM, Nf . 
Hay HN | 
ot 


M \ / 
¥ 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 


SOs arty 
PS “or! 
. Sorte a 
ys VAVANS. 
Y > Mh 
si9 


SV, 
. . 


SS 
SSNS . 
SSS 


eae 
' . > 
™~ b 
. a 
. a ‘ N - ~ 
~ ——y > ne 
ene — 
aoqucusdcnwacamoanen ee? 
or Peewee 6 me ee eters oom o—itee 


i 
—. 


| 

- 
‘ ; | 
i Y RAL: 

TTA 
1 ee 
mali | 
, 


! 
(i 


=~ >> WS oS 
& 


SHOW SUNDAY. 


[Aram 4, 1896. 





Vandyke Browne. ‘‘Pgkack MY DFAR Livy, PZACZ AND REFINEMENT, THOSE ARE THE TWO FS3ENT(ALS IN AN ARTIST'S SURROUNDINGS.” 


[Huter Master and Miss Browse, Tableau ! 





RULE, COLUMBIA ! 
(New Version of an old, but obsolete, piece cy 
Pat owing,’’) 


va 66 Bl 

[M. Nicor Trszua, the great electrician, in 
America, thinks it will soon be possible to dispense 
with telegraph wires, and transmit messages to 
any place on earth, or even the nearer planets, by 
the utilisation of “ electric waves.’’] 

Arr—" Rule, Britannia,” 

WueEn Yankeedom, at heaven's commard, 

Arose from out the Atlantic ‘* wet,” 
This was the motto of that land : 

** We'll lick creation, yer, you bet!”’ 
Rule Columbia ! rule the Ialeotsia) waves ! 

The ees themselves ehall be thy 

siaves 


Joun Butt, not half so smart ss thee, 
Rules ccean’s waves with trident- flail ; 
But thou shalt bind the planets free, 
And catch wild comets by the tail. 
Rule Columbia, rule the (electric) waves! 
They’re better, far, than mere black 
igger slaves | 


Thy Mownor Doctrine wide may reign, 
(Tis Heaven’s own law, some swear, not 


thine ! 
But now thou it sway beyond earth’s main, 
To—wheresoever may shine | 
Role, Columbia, rale the (electric) waves ! 
(Think a a vile (in posts and wires) it 
BAVES 


LITERARY SCRAPS. 


Mr. Puncu, S1r,—As the representative 
of Englieh Literature, w me to ress 
you, I wish t> suggest to you that the novels 
and plays of to-day are far easier of con- 
struction than thoss written in the earlier 
r ars of thecentury. Nowadays something is 
eft tothe imagination. To make my meaning 
plainer, I imagine that the careers of 
Epwin and ANGELINA have become hopelessly 
invulved. The firet is married to someone 
else, and the second is betrothed to a person 
‘ha hates, In the days of old the writer 
woud have cleared off the superfluous wife 
and disposed of the unnecessary fiancé. But 
in 1896 such a task is superfluous. All that 
the novelist has to dois to ret down s»me- 
thing Jike tke following: — 


CoXCLUSION OF A Mopgerw Nover 


‘This is my wife,”’ said Epwin, at length. 
He was weary of continuing the deception. 

‘* And this is my fiancé ;” and ANGELINA 
turred red and white, and trembled. 

“Itisa arent mistake,” he murmured; ‘‘a 
great mistake! ”’ 

** You are right,’’ she replied, adopting a 
tone telling of anguish. ‘* You are always 
right, And you were never so right as now.” 
And then they both looked out of the window. 

THE END. 


Nothing further is needed. ‘‘ They both 
looked out of the window” is quite enough. 


The reader can suyply the remainder at his 
ane ee ee 

en e the play. Thirty or forty 
ycars ago a “ selal problem,’’ when in- 
troduced, had to be solved. Virtue had to 
be triumphant and vice vanquished in the 
final act. But nowadays this sort of ending 
is quite out of date. Suppose that two men 
are face to face prepared to fight a duel. The 
lady of both their loves is on the stage, and 
so 1s her guardian. Then the author may 
give the following :— 


Enp oF A MopERN Pray. 


Henry (fiercely), At last your hour is 
come! I will not set down my rapier until 
it has rid the world of a villain and a slave! 

Matthew. As you will. I hurl back your 
di fiance! [They fight for a few minutes, 

and then pause, 

Young Lady (during the pause), How will 
it conclude? 

Guardian, I wonder! [ Curtain, 


You will sea, by the above ae that 
the end of a novel or a play nowadays may 
be as simple as—well, say a modern reader, 
Yours abruptly, 
ONE OF THE New ScHooL, 
Srarsh Castle, Isle of Skye. 


Con, By A Cynic.—Can the rather noisy 
‘* Indeperdent Labour Party” really be the 
Party saree desires to be independent of 

ur | 
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the delight of the reader and 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. FANCY PORTRAIT. the profit of the authoress and 
Top in the Twilight (F. V. 4 publisher, 
Ware & Co.) is a title likely to 6 " 
captivate all who expect from it a 491, WY ,25 DOLLARS AND SENSE: 
series of mysterious tales, quaint CAAT AL Aw ss . 
goblinesqus legends, and oad <7 og Or, The Doom of the Matinée Hat. 
th ae wh vind eee anti mh [The Legislature of Ohio have just 
: : passed a law forbidding women to 
pees, ook ae up Suess wear large hats at theatres. ] 
appointment; but after being Ir may not in all things be worthy 
caught by the first my they or wise, ; 
robably will be led on to read Our laws and our modes to Ameri- 
‘just one more,” (a good title, by Xv canise ; 
the way, not patented, or other- But here is a point on which 
wise ) and not be con- thousands would thank 
tented until the last is reached Our M.P.’s for taking a tip from 
and finished. During this course, %, \ _ the Yank, , 
the well-informed reader will pro- ’ |For where’s the male victim who 
bably have been struck by the ever hath sat, 
close resemblance which, in many Veen, ree a hugh “* Ma- 
respects, Mr, ORLANDO BATEMAN, tinée hat,” 


the organist in ‘* Lady Ellenor's 
Romance,”’ bears to Svengah of 
Trilby fame. ‘‘He was Sividly 
pale, lean. not very tall, with a tees / tS 
shock of black hair, and immense St 

lack eves.’’ ‘* He looked so fierce Ke 2 
and wild,” and ‘*‘ when playing, 
he threw back the long, blac 
hair that was apt to stray ov 
his white forehead.’”’ Isn’t this 
uncommonly like Mr, BEERBOHM 
TREE as Svengali? ‘I kuow that 
most people call him ugly: but 
they have not seen him at work.” 
And Lady Ellenor, like Trilby, 
is ee Py awe aquiline 
nosed, glittering eyed musician. 
However, Lady Ellenor isn’t a 
Trilby, and the en-chanting orga- 
nist is not a Svengali. All ends 
em . These stories told in the 
twilight may be read in broad day- 
light, or, in fact, at any time, to 





“OLD OOMPAULOPPOMUS” AT HOME. 


Who will not rejoice when our 
Government collars, 
For every such nuisances, a fine of 
ten dollars ? 
r managers’ lives 
e8 
The fine should be paid by the 
selfish fine ladies. 
A man might as well be as blind 
as a bat, 
As sit in the rear of a Matinée 
a e 
And it makes an old theatre-goer 
to sigh, Oh! 
To think that his lot is not cast 
in Ohio. 


BusINESS BEFORE EVERYTHING, 
— Onur “‘ Friend in the City ” hear- 
ing of the advance on Kassala, 
wishes to know if the property 
has been properly valued. 








ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 
EXTRACTED FROM THE DIARY OF TOBY, M.P. 


House of Commons, Monday, March 23.—Good deal of variety 
about House of Commons, is day last week benches crowded ; 
interest intense ; subject, new war in the Soudan. To-night benches 
moderately filled; no lack of speech-making; a smell of chopped 
straw through the House; a aoe amongst Borough Members 
to come down in gaiters and shooting coats; WALTER Lore, all 
alone on Treasury Bench, humming to himself the plaintive air, 
‘* Go bring the Cattle Home.”’ 

Bill under ditcussion a modest measure branded Diseases of 
Animals Bill. cay us effectually proposes that all Foreign and 
Colonial Cattle shal slaughtered at port of entry. Liberals spy 
under its mufiler the beard of Protec‘ion. Criticism not confined to 
Opposition benches, Several Members rise from Ministerial side 
and declare they will have none of it. New House has two Men 
from WHITELEY's; one the Universal Provider sent on from Stock- 
port ; the other from Ashton-under-Lyme. It was the representa- 
tive of the Athton branch who spoke the other night on bi-metal- 


lism, Our Young Man from Stockport turned up to-night, 
interrupting WALTER Lone's pretty song with protest against this 
measure. ever since, in almost forgotten play, W1tson BaRReEtTT 


used to raise two lean arms to Heaven, and ory aloud, ‘* How long? 
How long ?’’ has there been seen anything so pathetic as the Stock- 
Man from WHITELEY’s lament over this Cattle Bill. 

** Sir,” he said, dropping a scalding tear almost on the unprotected 
head of the Minister for Agriculture, reclining on the Treasury Bench 
‘* I regret that, having been elected to opposs Home Rule, I should 
be asked at this early pee of the Session to support what I cannot 
help calling an English Land League.” : 

Observe how, even in the torrential passion of the moment, this 
sentence is carefully shaded. If it had not been so early in the 
Seesion it wouldn’t have been so bad. In Joly a cup, however bitter 
its contents, might be drained, which, proffered in March, is fatal. 
Then there is the apologetic introduction of the scathing referencs 
to an English Taan lasava, **T cannot help calling it” an English 


—-_ = 


Land Lesegue, said Our Stockport Representative, slightly turniog 
atide his head to hide his emotion, a movement which, accidentally 
altering the course of the falling tear, averted a catastrophe WALTER 
Lone would have felt more acutely than most men of his age, 

After this desperate attack from the Opposition benches, with 
answering signs of revolt from besieg:d camp, a little sarprising to 
find that the malcontents mustered only 95, leaving Ministers in a 
majority of 149. 

Business done,—Diseatres of Animals Bill read second time. 


Tuesday.—‘‘ The longer I live, dear Tosy,’’ said the Squire or 
MaLwoop just now as we strolled through the division lobby on the 
London Water Bills ones **the more I feel like one who treads 
alone some banquet-hall deserted. In the political world I am 
becoming a sort of mastodon of Liberalism. If, when I finally 
answer the cry ‘Who goes home?’ they would promise not to put a 
statue of me in the central lobby, I wouldn’t mind bequeathing my 
skeleton to the Natural History Museum. With a suitable label, it 
might prove of interest, and would serve as a lesson, to coming 

enerations. Every day questions crop up which show what chasms 

ave been riven in the political world within the last dozen years. 
Here, for example, is this eps of the London County Council to 
take over the Water System of the Metropolis. Sixteen years ago the 

uestion was before a committee of the House of Commons, of which 

was Chairman, with Don Jos£ as faithful henchman. Hard work to 
hold him in in those days, when there was a Tory fence or ditch to be 
taken. Perhaps, if he had one passion stronger than another, it was 
for the unfettered action of municipal authority over all matters 
affecting the ratepayers. After sixteen years the question comes up 
again, Don Jos& and I walk apart. A fathomless river flows 
between. I am here still, fighting for the old principles of 1880, 
Don Jos& is on the other bank, eligible quarters laid out as villas 
for the gentlemen of England, and the London ratepayers will be 
the poorer by, some say, twenty millions, the lowest estimate putting 
it down at five. 

“* This only an episode in a long tragedy, a chapter in an inter- 
minable history. Jokim and HartrneTon are aleo on the other side 
of the river. But that is a matter for small surprise compared with 
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Vandyke Browne. ‘‘PEACE MY DFAR LADY, PZACZ AFD REFINEMENT, THOSE ARE THE TWO FS3ENT(ALS IN AN ARTIST'S SURROUNDINGS.” 


[Hunter Master and Miss Browae, Tableau ! 








RULE, COLUMBIA ! 


(New Version of an old, but obsolete, piece cz 
Patriotic ‘‘ Blowing.’’) 

[M. Nico. Trszia, the great electrician, in 
America, thinks it will soon be possible to dispense 
with telegraph wires, and transmit messages to 
any place on earth, or even the nearer planets, by 
the utilisation of “ electric waves.’’] 


Arr—“' Rule, Britannia.” 


WueEn Yankeedom, at heaven’s commard, 
Arose from out the Atlantic ‘* wet,” 
This was the motto of that land: 
** We'll lick creation, yer, you bet!”’ 
Rule Columbia ! rule the (electric) waves ! 
The aot themselves shall be thy 
slaves 


JoHn Butt, not half so smart es thee, 
Rules ccean’s waves with trident-flail ; 
But thou shalt bind the planets free, 
And catch wild comets by the tail. 
Rule Columbia, rule the (electric) waves! 
They’re better, far, than mere black 
igger slaves | 


Thy Mownor Doctrine wide may reign, 
(Tis eaten ® own law, some swear, not 
ine ! 
But now thou it sway beyond earth’s main, 
To—wheresoever stars may shine | 
Role, Columbia, rale the (electric) waves ! 
(Think a a vile (in posts and wires) it 
SAVES 







LITERARY SCRAPS. 


Mr. Puxcu, S1z,—As the representative 
of Englieh Literature, allow me to ress 
you. I wish t» suggest to you that the novels 
and plays of to-day are far easier of con- 
struction than thoss written in the earlier 
re ars of thecentury. Nowadays something is 
eft tothe imagination. To make my meaning 
plainer, I will imagine that the careers of 
Epwen and ANGELINA have become hopelessly 
invulved. The first is married to someone 
else, and the second is betrothed to a person 
‘hs hates. In the days of old the writer 
woud have cleared off the superfluous wife 
and disposed of the unnecess1ry fiancé. But 
in 1896 such a task is superfluous, All that 
the novelist has to dv is to ret down s»me- 
thing Jike tke foll »wing:— 


CoxcLUsION OF A MopgErw Noven 


‘* This is my wife,” said Epwin, at length. 
He was weary of continuing the deception. 

‘* And this is my fiancé ;”” and ANGELINA 
turred red and white, and trembled. 

‘“Itisa i mistake,"’ he murmured; ‘‘a 
great mistake!” 

* You are right,” she replied, adopting a 
tone telling of anguish. ‘* You are always 
right, And you were never so right as now.” 
And then they both looked out of the window. 

THE END. 


Nothing further is needed. ‘* They both 
looked out of the window’’ is quite enough. 


The reader can suyply the remainder at his 


Fee te he play. Thiety oe fer 
en e the play. or forty 
ycars ago a * sal problem,’’ when in- 
troduced, had to be solved. Virtue had to 
be triumphant and vice vanquished in the 
final act. But nowadays this sort of ending 
is quite out of date. Suppose that two men 
are face to face prepared to fight a duel. The 
lady cf both their loves is on the stage, and 
so is her guardian. Then the author may 
give the following :— 


Enp oF A Mopgern Pray, 


Henry (fiercely), At last your hour is 
come! [will not set down my rapier until 
it has rid the world of a villain and a slave! 

Matthew. As you will. I hurl back your 
ds fiance! { They fight for a few minutes, 

and then pause, 

Young Lady (during the pause). How will 
it conclude? : 

Guardian, I wonder | [ Curtain, 


You will sea, by the above examples, that 
the end of a novel or a play nowadays may 
be as simple as—well, say a modern reader, 

Yours abruptly, 
ONE OF THE New ScHooL, 

Srarsh Castle, Isle of Skye. 


Con. BY A Cynic.—Can the rather noisy 
‘*Indeperdent Labour Party’’ really be the 
pene — desires to be independent of 
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Toitp in the Twilight (F. V. Ny 
Wuire & Co.) is a title likely to ay 
captivate all who expect from it a uy Gi wp 
series of mysterious tales, quaint C a yey. Wh, 
goblineeque legends, and - Fe Wil) 23s 
Tanne ghost-stories. Verily, Maher. Ws se 
se who indulge in such antici- \¥ NANA a NUS 
pations are, on up ADELINE a SX nit (Whe A'S 
cpremenest Tet site has OU: 
appointment; bu G Vo 
caught by the first story they Zi Lys 
ay will be a on ae “Gx 
‘just one more,’ (a good title, WY 
the way, not patented, or oth : Ng 


wise ) and not be con- 
tented until the last is reached 
and finished. During this course, 
the well-informed reader will pro- 
bably have been struck by the 
close resemblance which, in many 
respects, Mr. ORLANDO BATEMAN, 
the organist in ‘*‘ Lady Ellenor’s 
Romance,” bears to Svengali of 
Trilby fame. ‘‘He was Sividly 
pale, lean. not very tall, with a 
shock of black hair, and immense 
black eves.’”’ ‘* He looked so fierce 
and wild,’’ and ** when playing, 
he threw back the long, blac 

hair that was apt to stray over 
his white forehead.’”’ Isn’t this 
uncommonly like Mr, BEERBoHM 
TREE as Svengali? ‘‘I know that 
most people call him ugly: but 
they have not seen him at work.” 
And Lady Ellenor, like Trilby, 
is Sven Soe ay oe aquiline 
nosed, glittering eyed musician. 
However, Lady Ellenor isn’t a 
Trilby, and the en-chanting orga- 
nist is not a Svengali. All ends ; 
happ 
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ily. These stories told in the 
twilight may be read in broad day- 
light, or, in fact, at any time, to 


ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 
EXTRACTED FROM THE DIARY OF TOBY, M.P. 


House of Commons, Monday, March 23.—Good deal of variety 
about House of Commons, This day last week benches crowded ; 
interest intense ; subject, new war in the So: To-night benches 
moderately filled; no lack of speech-making; a smell of chopped 
straw through the House; a ee amongst Borough Members 
to come down in gaiters and shooting coats; WALTER Long, all 
alone on Treasury Bench, humming to hi the plaintive air, 
** Go bring the Cattle Home.”’ é 

ill under discussion a modest measure branded Diseases of 
Animals Bill. apy Pas effectually proposes that all Foreign and 
Colonial Cattle shal slaughtered at port of entry. Liberals spy 
under its muffler the beard of Protec‘ion. Criticism not confined to 
Opposition benches, Several Members rise from Ministerial side 
and declare they will have none of it. New House has two Men 
from WHITELEY'sS; one the Universal Provider sent on from Stock- 
port ; the other from Ashton-under-Lyme. It was the re ta- 
tive of the Ashton branch who spoke the other night on bi-metal- 
lism. Our Young Man from Stockport turned up to-night, 
interrupting WALTER Lona’s pretty song with protest against this 
measure. Never since, in almost forgotten play, Wizson BaRReEtTT 
used to raise two lean arms to Heaven, and cry aloud, ‘*‘ How long? 
How long ?” has there been seen anything so pathetic as the Stock- 
port Man from WHITELEY’s lament over this Cattle Bill. 

** Sir,” he said, dropping a scalding tear almost on the unprotected 
head of the Minister for Agriculture, reclining on the Treasury Bench 
**T regret that, having been elected to opposs Home Rule, I should 
be asked at this early period of the Session to support what I cannot 
help calling an English Land Leagae.” 

Observe how, even in the torrential passion of the moment, this 
sentence is carefully shaded. If it had not been so early in the 
Session it wouldn’t have been so bad. In July a cup, however bitter 
its contents, might be drained, which, proffered in March, is fatal. 
Then there is the apologetic introduction of the scathing referencs 
to an English feat Larus. **T cannot help calling it’”’ an English 
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“OLD OOMPAULOPPOMUS” AT HOME. 


the delight of the reader and 
the profit of the authoress and 
publisher. 







DOLLARS AND SENSE; 
Or, The Doom of the Matinée Hat. 


[The Legislature of Ohio have just 
passed a law forbidding women to 
wear large hats at theatres. } 


Ir may not in all things be worthy 
or wise, 
Our laws and our modes to Ameri- 






~ 


is a point on which 
thousands would thank 

Our M.P.’s for taking a tip from 
the Yank. a 

For where’s the male victim who 

Tasecing, bekind @ hugh “Me 

nseeing, behind a hugh “* Ma- 

tinée hat,” 

Who will not rejoice when our 
Government collars, 

For every such nuisances, a fine of 

llars ? 


ten do 
(N.B. The managers’ lives 
will be es 
The fine should be paid by the 
» selfish fine ladies. 
A man might as well be as blind 
as a bat,’ 


As _ in the rear of a Matinée 
at. 
we it makes an old theatre-goer 


sig ! 
To think that his lot is not cast 
in Ohio. 


BUSINESS BEFORE EVERYTHING, 
— Onur “‘ Friend in the City ” hear- 
ing of the advance on K a, 
wishes to know if the property 
has been properly valued. 


Land Lesgue, said Our Stockport Representative, slightly tarniog 
atide his head to hide his emotion, a movement which, accidentally 
altering the course of the falling tear, averted a catastrophe WALTER 
LonG would have felt more acutely than most men of his age. 

After this desperate attack from the Opposition benches, with 
answering signs of revolt from besieg-d camp, a little surprising to 
find that the malcontents mustered only 95, leaving Ministers ina 
majority of 149. 

Business done,—Diseates of Animals Bill read second time. 


Tuesday.—‘' The longer I live, dear Tony,’’ said the Squire or 
MALwoop just now as we strolled through the division lobby on the 
London Water Bills nee **the more I feel like one who treads 
alone some banquet-hall deserted. In the political world I am 

ming a sort of mastodon of Liberalism. If, when I finally 
answer the cry ‘Who goes home?’ they would promise not to put a 
statue of me in the central lobby. I wouldn’t mind bequeathing my 
skeleton to the Natural History Mureum. With a suitable label, it 
might prove of interest, and would serve as a lesson, to coming 
enerations. Every day questions crop up which show what chasms 
ave been riven in the political world within the last dozen years, 
Here, for example, is this proposal of the London County Council to 
take over the Water System of the Metropolis, Sixteen years ago the 
pence was before a committee of the House of Commons, of which 
was Chairman, with Don Jos£ as faithful henchman, Hard work to 
hold him in in those days, when there was a Tory fence or ditch to be 
taken. Perhaps, if he one passion eens than another, it was 
for the unfettered action of municipal authority over all matters 
affecting the ratepayers. After sixteen years the question comes up 
again. Don Jos& and I walk apart. A fathomless river flows 
between. I am here still, fighting for the old principles of 1880, 
Don Jos£& is on the other bank, eligible quarters laid out as villas 
for the gentlemen of England, and the London eavepey ees will be 
the poorer by, some say, twenty millions, the lowest estimate putting 
it down at five. 

“* This only an episode in a long tragedy, a chapter in an inter- 
minable history. Jokr and HartineTon are aleo on the other side 
of the river. But that is a matter for compared with 
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Dow Jos&'s somersault. We confront each other at every turn of 
events. One gets used to it, as beneficent Nature in time blunts all 


edges. But sometimes, as to-night, the state of things is! apparently sampled beer thro 
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Unique Specimen from Natural History Museum. 





brought home with ptory force, and one feels a little lonely 
treading the old familiar paths.” 

Business done.—London County Council’s proposal to acquire 
waterworks thrown out by 287 votes against 125, 

Wednesday.—Our British life and habits so monotonous in 
manner, so sombre in colour, variation from the commonplace is 
ever acceptable. Thus House to-day delighted to tee CUTHBERT 
QuitTER and Kenyon-Sianey rolling in the vat. For more perfect 
vratsemblance QuILTER had donned smock, with big hat and boots, 
usually worn by brewers’ draymen. That nothing should be lacking, 
had learned off an oath or two. SERGRANT-AT-AzEMs drew the line 
at that. Wasn’t certain at first about the vat ; but remembered how, 
in earlier Parliament, petiticns on some burning question been 
brought in in bales, packed below Gangway, so that Members could 
not see each other across the pile. Suggested that Member address- 

House should scramble on top and thence deliver his s ; 

f that might be, why shouldn’t QuILTER carry out his brilliant 
idea of packing his petitions in favour of pure beer ina pogeaeet 
_* 24 e Tries aaa _ Sie er aaae - wil 

o anythin promised an opportunity of making a speec p 
him roll it é P §So it was done. 

Sark tells me that when Mr. G. went out to the opening of the 
Baltic Canal, QuILTER was one of Don Currier’s guests. A Copen- 

en paper, printing list of the company, mentioned among the 
nobility and gentry, ‘‘Sir CurHBERT QurETS,” meaning the Member 
for Sudbury. Sir CurHBERT by no means Quiets to-day. This his 
oa opportunity, and he rose to it. Began at earliest moment. 

soon as vat was trundled into position, leaned his elbow on it, 
crossed one leg, and began to discourse about the contents, Six 
hundred yards long was the petition ; 26,000 signatures it bore; £70 
had been subscribed—what for nobody knows. SPEAKER inter- 
fered; couldn’t have speech at this juncture. 

Sir CurHBERT stood on another leg, and began again. Everybody 
had signed the petition, from the bishop on his throne down to—— 

‘* Order! Order!” said the Speaker, sternly. 

Sir CurHBERT once more changed his position, and continued. 
Inhabitants of West Suffolk, East Cambridgeshire, and part of the 
Saffron- Walden division of Essex—— 

**Order! Order!” cried the Speaker. ‘The Clerk will now 
proceed to read the Orders of the Day.” 

Sir ERT, not having another leg to stand upon, sat down. 
The vat rolled out, the smock taken off, he presently rea d; 
delivered luminous speech, showing how the Pyramids were built on 













Ce 


beer; how Edward the Confessor not only asked for his pint 

y, but saw that he got it ; and how in the Middle Ages ale-tasters 

h their leather breeches. A luminous, 
learned, picturesque ess. So wrought upon imagination 
and conviction of CHANCELLOR OF THE EXCHEQUER that he pro- 
mised Committee of ale-tasters to sit upon the question. : 

Business done.—Sir CuTHBERT QuIeETS (of Copenhagen) dis- 
courseth on the Purity of Beer. 

Friday.—SaGkE oF s 
Queen Anne's Gate Si 
long since removed from \ 
omgore whence, 
after fashion of other 
lords of the soil, he de- 
rived his designation. 
Lives now at No. 5, Old 
Palace Yard, where he 
can keep his eye on 
House of Lords imme- 
diately over the way. 
Property much im- 

ved of late by clear- 
ing space near Chapter 
House, opening up view 
of Westminster Abbey. 
When Sack tired of re- 
flecting on near future 
of House of Lords, he 
can walk into another 
room and muse over 
glorious history of Es- 
tablis oe ee oT 
appropriately se - 
tween Church and 
State, he passes the 
quiet evening of a use- 
tul life. 

Repose just now 
rudely threatened. 
Why, WHITMoBzE wants 
to know, should No. 5, 
Old Palace Yard, remain 
when houses contiguous 
pulled down? Improvement 
already established is great. 
Throw in No. 5 and the 
charm is complete. 

AKERS-DOUGLAS, ques- 
tioned on subject, jumps at 
suggestion. o doubt, he 
says, removal of No. 5 would 

reatly add to improvement. 

e SacE much interested in 
embellishment of London. 
Now’s his opportunity of 
doing something that would 
conspicuously contribute 








*¢ The Irish Question remains a vast and 

=e St tie Bh 
SacE didn’t happen to be Middle of the empire, — Lor a 

in his place when converea- Huddersfield. 

tion took place. Which was a pity, as a word, even a nod of assent, 

=a nats settled it right off. But House has no doubt how thing 

will en 


Business done.—The Dook been thinking over what he read in 
Puncha fortnight back—that passage written ages ago in a forgotten 
lay. The tcene, it will be remembered passes between Cassius 
tanuatas and Scipio Minor (Dux Nobilis). Cassius (Prince 
ARTHUR) presses on Scipio (the Dook) pension of £1800 a year. 
Scipio, I thank the gods! 
But for a soldier tired of war's alarms 
There’s no reward, save virtue! All the rest 
Is dross! I’ll none of it! Yet for your courtesy 
I thank you. 


Parnce Artuor, throwing into prose this fine passage from ‘* The 
Roman Warrior,’ read it to the House. mes to same Ging ; 
Dook won’t have the money; but House would have preferred the 
poetry, especially as there it was, ready made. 


Nemesis and the New Woman. 
(By an Acrid Anti-Cyclist.) 
Woman’s soft charm, which once all men might feel, 
Is now (like traitors) ‘* broken on the wheel. 


Nor let this woe from wheel her champion vex 
Women on wheels are traitors—to their sex ! 


—— 








Aprit 11, 1896.] 





CURZON AND CRISES. 


THE m of Isis 

A wonder to the wise is: 
Yet ’tis, though fraught 
With marvel, naught, 

To—CuRzon on a Crisis ! 

Our clever Mr. Curzon 

Is a superior person. 
A sage more ‘* poz” 
There never was 

For bard to turn a verse on, 


He told us, in the Autumn, 
That Crises,—twhen we“ caught” 
em,— 
Were always due bail | 
To some Rad crew; site 
About no Tory brought ’7em, i ttl 
England was calm and sober, 
As a bland air by AUBER, 
Since SALISBURY came 
Oar foes to tame ;— 
But that was last October ! 


We never, never, never 
From peace were like to sever 
While Crcrt great 
Controlled the State, 
With Curzon, young and clever. 
Butere the Springtime, Crise3,— 
Despite Cunzon’s ‘* advices,’’— 
ere plentiful 
With poor Jonn Bot. 
As hot-cross buns or ices. 


The Turk turned cross and 
cranky; 
The Dutchman and the Yankee 
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To make things more chaotic— 
S The Egyotion Sphinx 
« The an 
Drew Pp kinks 
Our policy Nilotic. 


Is Curzon therefore troubled 
That he poor Britons bubbled. 
Lord! not a mite! 
These crises slight 
He’d willingly see doubled. 


Crises—unto a Tory— 
|| | Are means of gain and glory; 
‘| But with your Rad, 
If things go bad— 
Why, that’s another story! 
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EXTRACTS FROM A NEw GER- 
MAN GRAMMAR.—The preposi- 
tion wegen, ‘‘on account of,” 
governs the genitive case. Ex- 
ample: @ er made a 
sheep’s-head of himself (hatte 
sich einen Schafs-kopf gemacht) 
on account of the wire (wegen 
des Depeschen). LittleWILLIAM 
(der kleiner WiLHELM) is fond 
of (edt) the drum and trumpet 
on account of the noise (wegen 
des Lirmes); but he fears (er 
Surchtet) to vex his kind grand- 
mother on account of the slipper 
(wegen der Pantoffeln), 


MARS ET PRETEREA NIHIL.— 
The Eton contingent mustered 
strongest at the Public Schools 


L ' , Field Day at Aldershot. Natu- 
Raised rows, despite | eer rally, for are not the boys al- 
Sage SaLisBuRy’s sleight, ways ex to be y for 

And Cunzon’s hanky-panky. AN HONEST. PENNY. WARRE 

The Muscovite and Teuton ‘(WHAT HAVE YOU BEEN DOING ALL Day}” ear 

Our troubles were not mute on. *‘ WRITING AN ARTICLE FOR THE GADFLY,” A CoMPETITION IN WHICH 
To calculate '“WHo aBouT?” ‘‘RoBERT BROWNING,” THE ‘Spor’ STROKE IS NOT 
The cares of State ‘'SuPPOSE YOU ’VE READ A LOT OF HIM?” BARRED.—American corn-deal- 

Might floor Sir Isaac Nzwron. “Nor 1! Bor I Mer HIM ONCE AT AN AFTERNOON TEA,” | ing. 


A MONTE CARLO HOTEL BILL. 


Tx following, as an improvement on the present system of in- 
sufficient charges, is respectfully offered to the Hotel Proprietors of 
the Principality of Monaco. It is hoped that this specimen of an 
account for one small m for one night will convince those 


gentleman that the new method is an admirable one, and worthy of 


immediate adoption. 
HOTEL SPLENDIDE ET DES MINES D'OR. 
Note de M. John Robinson, No. 1536. 

Fe. C. FP. C. 
Chambre .. .12 O|Baindesiége . . . 3 0 
Servicedel’hotel  . . 2 O| Eau froide. ee Oe 
Servicedelétage . . 2 O| Eau chande vo ee SRO 
Service de la chambre . 2 0) Airtiéde, extrasece . . 5 0 
Electricité. . .  #«. 2 O/|Soleil (la journée, a 27° 
Lumiére .« * ‘ a ae . Centigrade ° . » 3T 0 
Bougie . . . « 5 0|Ciel bleu (couleur locale, 
Lit (oreiller compris) . » 5 O| réservés) . « « 7 0 
Chaises (deux, 4 3fces.) . 6 O| Divers uo Viet @ is Sabae 
Miroir e e e Oo 2 0 Café au lait ° a a 2 0 
Table . ‘ ® ® oe Café e e ® ° a ee 
Fenétre e ° . s. (et ® Eau ° . ° ° e 2 O 
Porte (clef comprise). . 350;/Lait . . . . . 20 
Plafon ‘ ‘ ‘ » 4 0O| Divers ° ° . o 47 5 
Parquet (tapis compris) . 7 50 —_——— 
Murs (quatre, a 3 fos.) 3 33" 0 Fes, 230 5 
Divers eo s a ° 24 75 aa 


Musica Notz.—A new version of Sir AkTHUR SULLIVAN'S — 
ane is being prepared for the uss of omnibus and tram conductors 
er the title of ‘* No, jolly Jenkins !”’ 





To BE HOPED FOR AFTER THE SouDAN CAMPAIGN.— Olium cum Diena., | wiping his eyes on a union-jack 


VoL. OX, 


THE UNPATRIOTIC TRUSTEE, 
(Fragment from a Stock Exchange Romamcee. ) 


**So you were the author of that article which stirred up strife 
between our country and a nation hitherto well disposed towards 
us?” said his parent, sternly. — 

‘‘T am not ashamed to admit it,” 


replied the trustee, drawing 
himself up to his full height, and looking his father straight in the 
eyes with proud humility. 
‘“*And you spread the report that one of the best of our colonies 
was on the point of revolt?” 


“ And why not! It was a part of my plan—the outcome of my 


‘T do not understand vour view of right and wrong,’’ continued 
the old man, sadly. ‘* Wh 2 child you used to sing 


en you were 
* Rule, Britannia’ at your mother’s knee, 

‘* You say truly, father. But in those days, as an infant (I was 
considerably under one-and-twenty), I was unable to be a trustee.” 

** And has this new dignity entirely changed your nature ?” 

‘*No, not entirely. But 1 feel I must work my utmost for those 
whose estate is under my special protection.” 

‘*Then you stir up strife, and do your best to ruin your nation— 
to bring your country to the eve of bankruptcy—as a trustee?” 

‘“* You put the matter too strongly. I would not absolutely ruin 
my country. I would, for instance, not cause a repudiation of the 
National Debt. In fact, such a course as that to which I have re- 
ferred would be inimical to my interests as a trustee.” 

‘*Asatrustee! Asa trustee!” cried theoldman, angrily. ‘* You 
always speak as a trustee! Why do you always as a trustee ?”’ 
- use, father, I am one! I admit that I have been guilty of 
all of which you have accused me, and I will tell you the reason. 
Father, I have aoa! sold out of Consols at 110 on behalf of my 
cestut que trust, and I want to bring down the I frankly 
admit it—to something under 90 before I reinvest the money. 
And now, father—as a trustee—can you blame me?” 

But the old man could not reply. He was busily en in 

hanakerchief, and weeping bitterly. 
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WELCOME! 
"*Come 1n, LADIES AND GENTLEMEN! GLAD TO GIVE YOU A DECENT RooF OVER your HgAps AT Lasr!” 


B ritannia, 


, 1896.] 


April 4 


[The New National Portrait Gallery wa; opened to the public on Saturday, 


Aprit 11, 1896.] 


VOICES FROM THE NEW BRITISH VALHALLA. 


(Overheard by Mr. Punch in the New National Portrait Gallery 
on the eve of the Easter Holidays.) 


[‘‘ From these walls to-day, nearly eight centuries of British and allied 
history look down upon us in the persons of some of their principal 
characters.”—Daily News.] 


. Nell eunne. Well, here we are, housed in a palace again, and at 
ome at las 
Goldsmith, In all our London wanderings here and there, 
In a)l our thif we have had our share— 
I still had hopes, ere Time’s last toosin rang, 
In high palatia) walls, like these to hang. 
I still had hopes, for pride was ever mine, __ 
Amidst kings, queens, and heroes bright to shine ; 
Around my frame a holiday group to draw, 
And strike a gaping Cockney crowd with awe; 
And as great JoHNsoN, whom t ReYNotps drew, 
Points to the place whence with regret he flew, 
I still had ho my Jong vexatious past, 
Here to hang bleh and have a home at last. 


soe. Sir, cone oe i ae long, that is ~ a 
w ¢ parody sho ix. For my own part, I wo 

seth have h in Fleet Street, in the vicinity of Temple Bar, 
which I regret to hear the revolutionary iconoclasts of a democratic 
day ‘have ruthlessly removed from its ancient and time-honoured 
site. The worse than Whig dogs! ’Tis pity their own empty 
noddles do not adorn it, as in my time ‘they would doubtless have 


done. 
How rarelv reason guides the People’s choice, _ 
Rules the Whig hand, or prompts the Tory voice! 
How nations sink, by rash reforms opprese’d, 
When senates listen to the Mob’s request! 
Democracy wings each afflictive dart 
Distorteth Nature and degradeth Art ! 
With fatal heat rebellious rashness glows, 
With fatal fluency Rad rhetoric flows. 
Impeachment etops not the bold traitor’s breath, 
And restless rowdyism meets not death. 


Elizabeth (briskly). Marry ccme up! hath mine illustrious suc- 
cessor, VICTORIA, neither headsman and block nor rack and thumb- 
screw, to take order with traitors and spouters of sedition ? 

Henry VIII. Verily, yes, my daughter, in effigy, or in rust, at 
the Tower, which is now, as we shall hereafter a holiday-show 
for England’s modern ruler—the Easter Monday mob ! 

Elizabeth (hotly). By mine halidom, I hold it foul ecorn—— 

Charles II, Odds-fish, ma Illustrious effigies should not 
—- ceentes about the vulgar vagaries of the modern tag-rag- 
an fe 0 e 

_ Washington (coldly). Your Mejesties forget that Z have lived 
since ye died. 

George ITI, Why—why—why, so much the worse, 0 rival and 
rebellious George! Short work would they have made with your 
monstrous Monroe Doctrine, which even a CECIL now seems too much 
disposed to parley and palter with. 


Milton, ‘‘ George did but prompt the age to quit their clogs 
By the known rules of ancient liberty.” 
Methinks, however, that ‘‘ CromweEtt, our chief of men,’’ admitted 
in ¢ffigy, though not—shame on Englishmen !—at Westminster, 
would have taught the ‘* Unspeakable Turk” a sterner lesson in 
Armenia the modern Ceci finds ‘* diplomatio.” 

Garrick (cheerily). Tilly-vally, Illustrious Ones, how sombre and 
solemn, how pompous and pragmatical ye all are! At holiday ae 
too! Verily ye will not, at this rate, add much to the merriment 0 
the Holiday Mob, or of that somewhat sardonic the British 
Workman, but the rather tend, as SamMuEL said of my decease, to 
** eclipse the gaiety of nations.” 

Chaucer, **——. some men be too curious 

In studie, or too melancholius,”’ 


But let not this “temple for portreiture” be less lightsome than my 
earlier ‘‘ House of Fame.” 

Byron, Right, my cheery ‘‘ Well of Englieh,” undefiled (though 
sometimes, perhaps, a trifle thick and obscure). Emperors and kings 
(like most porte) are dull dogs, as QuEvEDo could tell you, an 
ALFRED THE LitTTLE demonstrate. Whether opening picture 
galleries and museums, c., on Sundays wi!l brighten the lives of 
the sons of toil and seduce them from the venal shrines of the ar 

cchus as much as Lussock and others iniagine, is a question on 
which sentimentalists and cynics may take opposite views. But 
since we are ‘‘hung up to make a British ‘holi 
as dull and cantankerous as m 
leaden lays of little would-be laureates. 
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they are known as rigid Sabbatarians, 


y,” let us not be 
Parliaraentary debates, or the 
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Trate Member. ‘‘ Wut, 1’tt TAKE M¥ OATH I CAME IN A Hat! 








Life is a jest, and all things show it 
To all—except a Minor Poet! 


Beaconsfield. Humph! Gaiety is a dangerous game to_play with 


Gay. 


‘‘Bootian Born,” as chaffy Rosesery is finding to his cost, ani 
even the Rhodian rhetorician of Malwood kaows, though he doe: 
judiciously qualify laborious sparkle with Philistine ponderosity, 
flow say you, Swan? 


n 
Shakspeare (with calm cheer). “‘ There are a sort of men whos« 
visages , 
Do cream and mantle like a standing pond, 
And do a wilful stillness entertain, — 
With purpose to be dress’d in an opinion 
Of wisdom, gravity, profound conceit.” 
In Venice, Gratiano dubbed them ‘Sir Oracles.”” Ia England 
Like Gratiano, let us ‘* fir] 
not with this melancholy bait for this fool gudgeon.” Here at las 
we be gathered in a great and worthy home. lf we can give some 
what of pleasure to the proletariat, and lend something of brightnes 
and beauty and brain to the proletariat holiday or the Puritanica 
Sabbath, we may indeed do a work worthy of worthies, e’en thoug!l 
it fall as far short of the hopes of enthusiasts as of the fears of thos 
canting croakers who ‘‘sit like their grandsires cut in alabaster,’ 
and prophesy perpetually of wickedness and woe. 
Omnes (including Mr. Punch). Hear, hear! Let us learn of th 
atest of genial sages, nourish modestly all good human hopes, an 
o unpretentiously our pleasant best. 








A STORE OF NEW JESTS. 
(“*The Faithful Men of Jever,’ a place near the North Sea coast | 


d| Germany, are, according to their custom every Spring, sending Prin 


BrsMAROK a hundred and one plovers’ eggs for his birthday.””—Standard. | 

Pryce B-sm-rcx, addressing our distinguished representativ 
Count Bew Trovato, who has forwarded the report to us, and — 
ing excellent Anglo-German, observed, @ propos of these Kaster Egg 
** Ja, Herr, of deser eres I lofe der vite, und do durroly abbreeshia' 
a good yoke, Vancy! ein onderd-und-von goad yoke! all vresh ur 
new! No Yomiller Yokes among dem! Dey are a vortune do 
Brofeshonal Diner-out! ” 
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‘Come rn, Lapigs AND GENTLEMEN! GLAD TO GIVE YOU A DECENT RooF OVER youR Heaps aT Lasr!” 
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Britannia, 


, 1896.] 


April 4 


[The New National Portrait Gallery wa; opened to the public on Saturday, 


Aprit 11, 1896.] 


VOICES FROM THE NEW BRITISH VALHALLA. 


(Overheard by Mr. Punch in the New National Portrait Gallery 
on the eve of the Easter Holidays.) 


_[“* From these walls to-day, nearly eight centuries of British and allied 
history look down upon us in the persons of some of their principal 
characters.” —Daily News.]} 


Nell Gwynne, Well, here we are, housed in a palace again, and at 
home at last! 
Goldsmith, In all our London wanderings here and there, 
In a)l our shifte—and we have had our share— 
I still had hopes, ere Time’s last tocsin rang, 
In high palatia) walls, like these to hang. 
I still had hopes, for pride was ever mine, __ 
Amidst kings, queens, and heroes bright to shine ; 
Around my frame a holiday group to draw, 
And strike a gaping ey crowd with awe; 
And as great JoHNson, whom great REYNoLps drew, 
Points to the place whence with regret he flew, 
I still had hopes, my Jong vexatious past, 
Here to hang high ard have a home at last. 


erect Se ae a pang ap : a long, that oe 55 os 
Ww C y sho ix, For my own wo 

rather have h in Fleet Street, in the vicinity of Temple Bar, 
which I regret to hear the revolutionary iconoclasts of a democratic 
day ‘have earner removed from its ancient and time-honoured 
site. The worse than Whig dogs! ’Tis pity their own empty 
noddles do not adorn it, as in my time ‘they would doubtless have 


done. 
How rarelv reason guides the People’s choice, _ 
Rules the Whig hand, or prompts the Tory voice! 
How nations sink, by rash reforms oppress’d, 
When senates listen to the Mob’s request! 
Democracy wings afflictive . 
Distorteth Nature and degradeth Art! 
With fatal heat rebellious rashness glows, 
With fatal fluency Rad rhetoric flows. 
Tmpeachment etops not the bold traitor’s breath, 
And restless rowdyism meets not death. 


Elizabeth (briskly). Marry come up! hath mine illustrious suc- 
cessor, VICTORIA, neither headsman and block nor rack and thumb- 
screw, to take order with traitors and spouters of sedition ? 

Henry VIII. Verily, yes, my daughter, in effigy, or in rust, at 
the Tower, which is now, as we shall hereafter be, a holiday-show 
for England’s modern ruler—the Easter Monday mob | 

Elizabeth (hotly). By mine halidom, I hold it foul ecomn—— 

Charles II, Odds-fish, madam! Illustrious ¢fligies should not 
—_ Sento about the vulgar vagaries of the modern tag-rag- 
an . 0 . 

_ Washington (coldly). Your Moejesties forget that Z have lived 
since ye died. 

George III, Why—why—why, so much the worse, 0 rival and 
rebellious George! Short work would they have made with your 
monstrous Monroe Doctrine, which even a CECIL now seems too much 
disposed to parley and palter with. 

Milton, ‘‘ George did but prompt the age to quit their clogs 

By the known rules of ancient liberty.” 


Methinks, however, that ‘‘ CaomwEr1, our chief of men,” admitted 

in effigy, though not—shame on Englishmen !—at Westminster, 

would have taught the ‘‘ Unspeakable Turk” a sterner lesson in 
enia than the modern Cecix finds ‘‘ diplomatic.” 

Garrick (cheerily). Tilly-vally, Illustrious Ones, how sombre and 
solemn, how pompous and pragmatical ye all are! At holiday seaso 
too! Verily ye will not, at this rate, add mich to the merriment 
the Holiday Mob, or of that somewhat sardonic n, the British 
Workman, but the rather tend, as Samvuen said of my decease, to 
** eclipse the gaiety of nations.” 

Chaucer. **—— some men be too curious 

In studie, or too melancholius,”’ 


But let not this ‘‘ temple for portreiture” be less lightsome than my 
earlier ‘‘ House of Fame.’’ ! 

Byron. Right, my cheery ‘‘ Well of English,” undefiled (though 
sometimes, perhaps, a trifle thick and obscure), Emperors and kings 
(like most poets) are dull dogs, as QuEVEDO could tell you, and 
ALFRED THE TTLE demonstrate. Whether opening picture 
galleries and museums, &c., on Sundays wi!l brighten the lives of 
the sons of toil ae seduce them from the venal shrines of the vulg 

us as mu 
which sentimentalists and cynics may take o 
since we are ‘‘hung up to make a British ‘holi 
as dull and cantankerous as m 
leaden lays of little would-be laureates. 


te views. 
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‘‘Bootian Born,” as chaffy Rosesery is findin 
even the Rhodian rhetorician of Malwood knows, though 
judiciously qualify laborious sparkle with Philistine ponderosity, 
flow say you, Swan? 


In Venice, Gratiano dubbed them “Sir Oracles.”’ 
they are known as rigid Sabbatarians, 
not with this melancholy bait for this fool gudgeon.” Here at las 
we be gathered in a great and worthy home. If we can give some 
what of pleasure to the proletariat, and lend pomnertOn rightnes 
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Trate Member. ‘‘ Wut, 1’tt TAKE M¥ OATH I cAME IN A Har! 








Life is a jest, and all things show it 

To all—except a Minor Poet! : : 

Beaconsfield, Humph! Gaiety is a dangerous game to_play with 

ing to his ‘er eh 
e@ aoe! 


Gay. 


Shakspeare (with calm cheer). ‘* There are a sort of men whore 
visages 

Do cream and mantle like a standing pond, 

And do a wilful stillness entertain, _ 

With purpose to be dress’d in an opinion 

Of wisdom, gravity, profound conceit.” 
Ia England 
Like Gratiano, let us ‘‘ fis] 


and beauty and brain to the proletariat holiday or the Puritanica 
Sabbath, we may indeed do a work worthy of worthies, e’en thoug! 
it fall as far short of the hopes of enthusiasts as of the fears of thos 
canting croakers who ‘‘sit like their grandsires cut in alabaster, 
and prophesy perpetually of wickedness and woe. 

Omnes (including Mr. Punch). Hear, hear! Let us learn of th 

atest of genial sages, nourish modestly all good human hopes, an 

o unpretentiously our pleasant best. 








A STORE OF NEW JESTS. 

(“*The Faithful Men of Jever,’ a place near the North Sea coast | 
Germany, are, according to their custom every Spring, sending Prin 
BrsMARCK a hundred and one plovers’ eggs for his birthday.” —Standard. | 

Pryce B-sm-rox, addressing our distinguished representativ: 
Count Ben Trovaro, who has forwarded the report to us, and h 
ing excellent Anglo-German, observed, @ propos of these Easter Egg 


‘* Ja, Herr, of deser eggs I lofe der vite, und do durroly abbreeshia' 
a good yoke, VWancy! ein onderd-und-von good yoke! all vresh ur 
new! No Yomiller Yokes among dem! Dey are a vortune do 
Brofeshonal Diner-out! ” 
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WELCOME! 
Britannia, ‘‘Come 1x, Lapigs AND GENTLEMEN! GLAD TO GIVE YOU A DECENT Roo¥ OVER your Heaps aT Lasr!” 


, 1896.) 


April 4 


[The New National Portrait Gallery wa; opened to the public on Saturday, 


Aprit 11, 1896.] 


VOICES FROM THE NEW BRITISH VALHALLA. 


(Overheard by Mr. Punch in the New National Portrait Gallery 
on the eve of the Easter Holidays.) 


_[“‘ From these walls to-day, nearly eight centuries of British and allied 
history look down upon us in the persons of some of their principal 
characters.”—Daily News.] 


Nell Gwynne. Well, here we are, housed in a palace again, and at 
home at last! 
Goldsmith, In all our London wanderings here and there, 
In a)l our shifte—and we have had our share— 
I still had hopes, ere Time’s last tocsin rang, 
In high palatia) walls, like these to hang. 
I still had hopes, for pride was ever mine, __ 
Amidst kings, queens, and heroes bright to shine ; 
Around my frame a holiday group to draw, 
And strike a gaping ey crowd with awe; 
And as great JoHNnson, whom ee REYNOLDS drew, 
Points to the place whence with regret he flew, 
I still had my Jong vexatious past, 
Here to hang high ard have a home at last. 


Johnson, Sir, that sufticeth! If Art is long, that is no reason 
= poetic y should be ix. For my own I would 
rather have ae in Fleet Street, in the vicinity of Temple Bar, 
which I regret to hear the revolutionary iconoclasts of a democratic 
day jhave ruthlessly removed from its ancient and time-honoured 
site. The worse Whig dogs! ’Tis pity their own empty 
noddles do not adorn it, as in my time ‘they would doubtless have 


done. 
How rarelv reason guides the People’s choice, _ 
Rules the Whig hand, or prompts the Tory voice! 
How nations sink, by rash reforms oppress’d, 
When senates listen to the Mob’s request! 
Democracy wings each afflictive dart 
Distorteth Nature and degradeth Art ! 
With fatal heat rebellious rashness glows, 
With fatal fluency Rad rhetoric flows. 
Tmpeachment ttops not the bold traitor’s breath, 
And restless rowdyism meets not death. 


Elizabeth (briskly), Marry come up! hath mine illustrious suc- 
cessor, VICTORIA, neither headsman and block nor rack and thumb- 
screw, to take order with traitors and spouters of sedition ? 

Henry VIII. Verily, yes, my daughter, in effigy, or in rust, at 
the Tower, which is now, as we shall hereafter a holiday-show 
for England’s modern ruler—the Easter Monday mob! 

Elizabeth (hotly). By mine halidom, I hold it foul ecorn—— 

Charles II, Odds-fish, madam! Illustrious effigies should not 
= nemeenr es about the vulgar vagaries of the modern tag-rag- 
an = 0 e 
_ Washington (coldly). Your Mejesties forget that Z have lived 
tince ye died. 

George III, Why—why—why, so much the worse, 0 rival and 
rebellious George! Short work would they have made with your 
monstrous Monroe Doctrine, which even a CECIL now seems too much 
disposed to parley and palter with. 

Milton, ‘‘ George did but prompt the age to quit their clogs 

By the known rules of ancient liberty.” 


Methinks, however, that ‘‘ CromweEtu, our chief of men,” admitted 
in effigy, though not—shame on Englishmen !—at Westminster, 
would have taught the ‘‘ Unspeakable Turk’? a sterner lesson in 
Armenia than the modern Cecit finds ‘‘ diplomatio,”’ 

Garrick (cheertly). Tilly-vally, Illustrious Ones, how sombre and 
solemn, how pompous and Eragnneel yeallare! At holiday seaso 
too! Verily ye will not, at this rate, add much to the merriment 
the Holiday Mob, or of that somewhat sardonic the British 
Workman, but. the rather tend, as SAMUEL said of my decease, to 
** eclipse the gaiety of nations,” 

Chaucer, **— some men be too curious 

In studie, or too melancholius,” 


But let not this ‘‘ temple for portreiture ”’ be less lightsome than my 
earlier ‘‘ House of Fame.” 

Byron. Right, my cheery ‘‘ Well of English,’”’ undefiled (though 
sometimes, perhaps, a trifle thick and obscure). Emperors and kings 
(like most poets) are dull dogs, as QueveDo could tell you, and 
ALFRED THE LiTTLE demonstrate. Whether opening picture 
galleries and museums, c., on Sundays wi!l brighten the lives of 
the sons of toil ane seduce them from the venal shrines of the vulgar 

us as mu 
which sentimentalists and cynics may take op 
since we are ‘‘hung up to make a British ‘holi 


te views 
y,” let us 
as dull and can 


leaden lays of little would-be laureates. 
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they are known as rigid Sabbatarians. — 
not with this melancholy bait for this fool gudgeon.” Here at las 
we be gathered in a great and worthy home. If we can give some 


as Lussock and others iniagine, is a a= 
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not be 
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OUR SMOKING CONCERT. 


Irate Member. ‘‘ Wut, 1’tt TAKE M¥ OATH I cAME IN A Har! 


K 








Life is a jest, and all things show it 
To all—except a Minor Poet! 


Beaconsfield, Humph! Gaiety is a dangerous game to_play with 


Gay. 


‘‘Bootian Burt,” as chaffy Rosgpery is finding to his cost, ani 
ven the Rhodian rhetorician of Malwood knows, though he dove: 
judiciously qualify laborious sparkle with Philistine ponderosity, 
flow say you, Swan? 


Shakspeare (with calm cheer). ‘‘ There are a sort of men whos 
vieages ; 
Do cream and mantle like a standing pond, 
And do a wilful stillness entertain, — 
With purpose to be dress’d in an opinion 
Of wisdom, gravity, profound conceit.” 
In Venice, Gratiano dubbed them “‘ Sir Oracles.” Ia England 
Like (ratiano, let us ‘‘ fis] 


what of pleasure to the proletariat, and lend something of brightnes 
and beauty and brain to the proletariat holiday or the Puritanica 
Sabbath, we may indeed do a work worthy of worthies, e’en thou g| 
it fall as far short of the hopes of enthusiasts as of the fears of thos 
canting croakers who ‘‘ sit fike their grandsires cut in alabaster, 
and prophesy perpetually of wickedness and woe. 

Omnes (including Mr. Punch). Hear, hear! Let us learn of th 

atest of genial sages, nourish modestly all good human hopes, an 

o unpretentiously our pleasant best. 





A STORE OF NEW JESTS. 


(“*The Faithful Men of Jever,’ a place near the North Sea coast | 
Germany, are, according to their custom every Spring, sending Prin 
BrsMAROK a hundred and one plovers’ eggs for his birthday.’”’—Standard. ) 

Prixce B-sm-rcx, addressing our distinguished representativi 
Count Bew Trovato, who has forwarded the report to us, and _ 
ing excellent Anglo-German, observed, @ propos of these Kaster Egg 
‘‘ Ja, Herr, of deser eggs I lofe der vite, und do durroly abbreeshia' 
ood yoke. Vancy! ein onderd-und-von good yoke! all vresh ur 
No Yomiller Yokes among dem! Dey are a vortune do 
Brofeshonal Diner-out! ” 
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Ao plaint is often made of the overgrown 
| ee character of modern estates, But this pro- 
Y i py perty is absolutely perfect in vy respon, 


ere is not so much ag pipeond hie 
the whole of it, the air is beau Vs . 
and the thermometer in the shade (if there 
were any) would seldom rise above 130°, 
The spot is, therefore, peculiarly suitable for 
invalids, Lions are very plentiful, and there 
isthe occasional society of certain tribes from 
the interior, who displa quaint and amusing 
cannibalistic tastes. ere is no dwe 
— erected at present, but a tent wo 
ally suffice for the occupier, and it could 
easily be — if desired, for the inte- 
rior of a lion, e spot has been viewed, and 
is strongly recommended by H. Riper Hac- 
GARD, Eeq., and H. M. Stantey, Esq. ; 
([V.) An attractive tee present) in 
the Neighbourhood of Greenland.—An ideal 
home for those desiring change of scene, as an 
iceberg travels many miles in the summer 
season. Charming variety is also afforded by 
the fact that its size changes from day to day, 
and it might even disappear entirely in an 
peter aie _iachne tisiekileepeen 
sporting mghts—including whale- a 
seal-shooting—will pass with the property. 
The drainage system is perfect, sea-bathing 
may be had (at the cost of a little dyna- 
mite), and the whole estate is lighted by the 



































iy) \ Aurora borealis, The mail system, which is 
me Vy) aT | gk carried out by messages enclosed in sealed 
Ly "—, MAE. Lah ae ge bottles, to be ultimately picked up by Esqui- 
Ne Gis 2 a it mm 8 maux, is slightly i ; but it is ho 
* Mags rt a aa ~. that a balloon-post may be established before 
\ r ti nN i | } | 1 ae / ae % long. | ered would re ea 
JT, 4 Ain. MAT A } a é tor ect voyages on 1 e 
. Jon pi f Wat: | } 1} . a { Pole for a very moderate fee. 2 
. ae tS My ie. ae f It will * Soy es a gars - 
a. | > properties e above has been offe 
= en 7 | I ; the public for many years; and we’ feel con- 
«f are 


fident that those who purchase them will be 
delighted with their bargains, 
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NEW POLITICAL SONG. 


As sung by Lord Rosebery at Huddersfield. 
(See Daily Chronicle, March 30.) 


A1R—‘Oh! Say not woman’s heart is bought.” 


Ou! Say not coronets are bought 
With vain and empty treasures! 
Oh! Say not peerages are caught 
By oe measures | 
Though Liberals may loathe a lord, 
Let not the world mistake them: 
For virtue’s guerdon and reward 
They’ve made, and still will make them, 


Oh! Say not that a peer’s untrue, 
That like the bee he changes, 
seeking flowers sweet and new 






Pe 
a 







t we 
y 


She. M Bor WHY WON'T you ASK Mr, Rosinson}? I’m SURE HE MOVES AMONG QUITE 
A Goop Szt,” 


He. '‘ Movzs? Yxs, HE'S JOLLY WELL Gor 10. THEY WON'T LET HIM sToP!”’ 





/ 
/ 


meantime) may be obtained from the auc- His fickle fancy ranges, 
OUR PROPERTY LIST. ae we") ‘Olio! Such foclieh doubts ns thaes 
[‘f A voleano was put up to auction yesterday.” (II.) dn Estate in Asia Minor.—It is Will make us falter never! 
aily Paper.) | needless to give the exact locality; the im- No other Party e’er could please : 
Messrs. HAMMER AND Rostrum beg to call| portant feature of this property is that He’s Liberal for ever! 








‘he attention of the nobility and gentry to| scarcely a day passes without its bein sub- 
‘he following valuable seperti: all of iiah jected to earthquakes of a most violent kind. 
will shortly dancecd of by auction, unlessy| The hurricanes, too, are considered by ex- 
oreviously sold by private treaty. perts to be absolutely unrivalled, The estate 
(I.) A Yolcanic Island in the Western|may be bought outright, or may be rented 
Pactfic.—This charming plot, consisting of a| from February to J une, during which period 
quare acre of rock, 250 miles from the| the earthquake season 1s at its height. We 
earest mainland, is celebrated not only for | need scarcely point out how desirable a 
he extensive views which it commands, but | residence this would be for elderly ladies of 
or the fact that, owing to the action of a| weak nerves, while it is unanimously 
ubmarine volcano, it is almost certain to dis- | that it would be impossible to pass a dull day 
pear entirely within a few years’ time. On there. For the seismologist the locality offers 
8 account its purchaser would probably Jet | special advantages, and it would be an excel- 
| at a high rent to any of his enemies, It|lent home for amateur architects, They 
rould also bea very advantageous acquisition | would have =e Sreseare of designing a new 
or a novelist wishing to dispose of his villain | house for themselves at least once a month, 


2 & sensational manner, Cards to view it (III.) Four Acres of valuable Freehold Capital NAME FOR AN ANTI-PROGRESSIVE 
anless it should have disappeared in the! Zand in the Middle of the Rahaié.-< Coda County CounciLttor.—On-slow. 


ae 


Important Historicat Mem.—Itis under- 
stood that our Gentle Jacobites, who rar like 
any sucking-dove for the ‘‘Return of the 
Stuarts,” do not include in their platonically 
treasonable plans the ‘‘return”’ (to the County 
Council) of the Great Progressive and anti- 
Water-Company Paladin, and ex-Professor, 
well known in Parliament and Spring Gardens, 





ParaDox FoR Purney,—A ‘Parliamentary 
Bill is utterly unlike an University Eight, 
seeing that it is never certain of success until 
tt 1s passed, 


We | is 
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‘ She. mo Bor WHY WON'T you ASK Mr, Roprnson} I’M sURE HE MOVES AMOXG QUITE 
coop Skt, 


He, ‘‘ Moves? Yxs, HE'S JOLLY WELL Gor ro, THEY WON'T LET HIM STOP!” 








OUR PROPERTY LIST. eee) may be obtained from the auc- 


[“* A voleano was put up to auction ay.” | (IL) dn Estate in Asia a rhe —It is 
Paper.) | needless to give the exact locality; the im- 
Messrs, HAMMER AND RostRuM ae to call pared Toes ot this this property is that 
the attention of the nobility and entry to da penees without its being sub- 
the a voeeee operties, all of ich | J quakes of a most violent kind. 
will of by auction, unlesy | The ing takers too, are considered by ex- 
repr] eee setieihe treaty. perts to be abso utely unrivalled, The sats 
(L.) " Polaaats Island in the Western|may be bought outright, or may be rented 
Pacific.—This charming plot, consisting of a | from February to June, during which period 
equare acre of rock, 250 miles from the| the earthquake season is at its height. We 
nearest id, is celebrated not only for|meed scarcely point out how desirable 
the extensive views which it commands, but | residence this would be for elderly ladies of 
for the fact that, owing to the action of a| weak nerves, while it is unanimously 
submarine voleano, it is almost certain to dis- that it would be impossibl ble to pass a d day 
“pen entirely within afew years’ time. On| there. For the seismologist th @ locality offers 
account its purchaser would probably let advantages, and it would be an exoel- 
it it at a high vat to any of his enemies. It . me - amateur —- They 
av vantageous acquisition would have the esigning a new 
fora novelist wishing to dispowe of his vlan house for th yes ot Weak quot a meth, 
in a sensational Cards to view it| (III.) Four Acres of valuable Freehold 
(unless it should have + disnopenced in the| Zand in the Middle of the Sahara,—Com- 
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the whole of it, eee a gee aay: 
and the thermometer in the shade (if th 
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is the occasional society of certain tribes from 
the interior, who peborigag A quaint ie eal amusing 
canni tic ere is no ewelae 
Paty erected at present, but a tent w 

suffice for the ae and it could 
easily be exchan desired, for the inte- 
rior of a lion. pie ey oo and 
is strongly pimamadel ae H. Riper Hae- 
GARD, Eeq., and H. M, Stantzey, Esq. 
ins Woidhbons An attractive My rend: preeen & in 


cos for thoes eairiog change of scene, as an 
iceberg travels many miles in the summer 
season. Charming variety is also afforded by 
the fact that its size changes from day to day, 
and it might even disappear entirely in an 
specting 2 ee oer, ae = ee 
spor rights—including e-fishing a 
seal-shooting—will pass with the property. 
The drainage system is perfect, sea-bathing 
may be had (at the cost of a little dyna- 
mite), and the dang a! is lighted by the 
Aurora borealis, The mail sone whi aes i 
carried out by messages en 

bottles, to be Ge ie y — pp oy Hau 


maux, is oe aoe 
that a Sallsan seat may be satutlished ore 
ne Dr. NANsEN would also ny 

e for direct voyages on it to the N 
Pole ef a very moderate fee. 

ill be seen that no finer collection of 
anes than the above has been offered to 
the public for many years; and we: feel a 
fident that those w sarehase’th them will be 
delighted with their baceaina. 


shld POLITICAL SONG. 


As Rosebery at Huddersfield. 
“dhe Daily Daily Chronicle, March 30.) 


Arr—‘' Oh! Say not woman’s heart is bought.” 


Ox! Say not coronets are bought 

With vain and empty treasures! 
Oh! Say not peerages are caught 

By any doubtful measures |! 
Though Liberals may loathe a roi 

Let not the world mistake them 
For virtue’s guerdon and nest.” 

ey’ ve made, and still will make them. 


Oh! Be: not that a peer’s untrue, 
e the bee he changes, 
sealing Seaees evect ood nae 
His fickle fancy ran 
Oh no! Such foclish oubts as these 
ill make us falter never! 
No other P. e’er could please : 
He’s Li for ever! 


ImpoRTANT Historical Mem.—Itis under- 
stood that our Gentle Jacobites, who roar like 
any sucking-dove for the ‘ Return of the 
Stuarts,” do not include in their platonically 
nee plans the “return” (to the County 

cil) of the Great Progressive and anti- 
Water-Com y Paladin, and ex-Professor, 
well known Pocllemant and Spring Gardens, 


ParaDox FoR Purney.—A 'Parliamentary 
Bill is utterly unlike an University Eight, 
seeing that it is never certain of success unts 
tt is passed, 


Caprrat NAME FOR AN ANTI-PROGRESSIVE 
County Councittor.—On-slow. 
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FIGURES OF FUN. 


[The revenue returns for the tinancial? year 
1895-6 show amazing and unexpected results. 
The total sum actually raised amounted to 
£109,339,946, as against £101,697,304, so returned 
for the previous financial year.] | 

Impecuntous Ratepayer loquitur :— 
0 rene oe O dear! What a wonderful year! 

This beats DrypENn's Annus Mirabihs, 
os yet here am I with my nee iene Poors 

imply ess, pipeless, and cabbyless 
These be gures of fou! And my funds will 
not run 

To a cab to my den o’er the water. 

I must crawl home and plod half the night 
with my pen, 

In order to equare my “‘ last quarter’?! 
Seven-six-four-two-six-four-two!!! There’s 

a nice sum, 


To tot up the revenue’s oreoies ! 
Hicxs-BEacu will be able to e the thing 


hum. 
Complacently now he ’ll be dwellin 
On Harcovrt’s Death Duties they slated so 


mu 
But which now redound to their glory. _ 
With such a nice little nest-egg in their 


clutch, 
By Jove, who would not be a Tory ? 
Over thirty-six millions for last quarter’s 


le! 
Oh! = —_— I just wish to heaven you 
Would give me the tip how to make fortune 


e 
On my two y-halfpenny revenue. 
Returns ? My returns swell the Govern- 
ment’s till; 
I pay, not receive, rates and taxes, __ 
I hope I wish well to my country, but still 
It is not my income that waxes. 


And then I 
Statisticians aim my ‘‘ prosperity,” 
As one of the class whose saeluinant grows. 
how I wish, ’twas a verity ! 
Each ers with me is far worse than the 
ee I =aees it and drudge bee, 
pos ure outruns m 80 
o surplus e’er ieounsth my Budget, 
Well, well, I’m a “patriot,” though I am 


poor, 
And so I must keep up my pecker. 
But if taxes were less and my takings were 


more 
’T would vastly improve my Exchequer. 
I envy both Harcourt and Hicxs-BracuH no 


end, 
When Surpluses swell in this manner ; 
Whilst I, for a’bus-fare, must hunt up some 


friend, 
And—endeavour to borrow a ‘‘ tanner” ! 


My income-tax does though! 
suppose 


Colourable. 
** Tre Education Bill in Black and White;”— 
That _ was the Daily Chronicle's capital 
€ 
Bat School Boards saw that Bill in a “ Blue” 


When’ that same Bill was ‘‘ Re(a)d” ! 


MEM. FOR “ Mopmnares,”—Improvement 
Committees sometimes need—improvement, 


PARADOXICAL, BUT TRvoE.—All Great Powers 


have their little weaknesses. 


New Name ForIt (after Italy’s Abyssinian 
va iy e | 


reverse).—The Cripple 








HER “ BEDSIDE MANNA.” 


‘“¢ Modern practitioners are too prone to order 
the attendance of a trained nurse for the slightest 
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Or TELL vEZ OI WILL WO? CLANE OUT ME OZLL. OI1’D LAVE THE JAIL FURRST !” 





But who is now denounced ke mad 
g worse a business 
And being a mere physician’s fad ? 
That Nursey ! 


Women are complaining of their Who's sai ° . 
é wig f s said, when maladies are rife, 
Sate tends."2_! Varn” ie Ladys Pictorial] > To take the place of daughter, wife, 
. And out of patients scare the life? 
Wao dawned on me, a sick-room star, he Nursey | 
And shielded me from St siperd ach 2 To families that cheapness seek 
When dow Nano = Who seems a doctor’s senseless freak 


Because ~ costs ome pounds per week ? 


Who’s was the hand that gave me pap, Nursey 





And smoothed my pillows with a slap, Still, of her praises I’ll be chanter, 
So captivating in her cap? Because when ill I’m sure to want her, 
My Nursey! That costly, neodleas, nice supplanter— 
Who, when I’m seedy, Hnseod bring, Jee 
Makes po | 
—one, alas, with wings | ‘*Foreign Retations” (wor FRANCE's).— 
samee My Wurer |. . **Cousins-German” and ‘* Dutch-Uneles,”’ 





Arrit 11, 1896.] 
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FIGURES OF FUN.! 


[The revenue returns for the tinancial? year 
1895-6 show amazing and unexpected results. 
he total sum actually raised amounted to 
£109,339,946, as against £101,697,304, so returned 
for the previous financial year.) 
Impecunious Ratepayer loquitur :— 
O pgar, and O dear! What a wonderful year! 
This beats DRYDEN's Annus M trabils, 
And yet here am I with my half-pint 0’ beer, 
Simply iless, pipeless, and cabbyless ! 
These of fun! And my funds will 
not run 
To a cab to my den o’er the water. _ 
I must crawl home and plod half the night 
with my pen, 
In order to square my “last quarter’? ! 


Seven-six-four-two-six-four-two!!! There’s 
& nice sum, 
To tot up the revenue’s eee ! : 
ee ee will be able to make the thing 


um, 
Complacently now he ’ll be dwelling 
On Hanrcovrt’s Death Duties they slated so 


mu 
But which now redound to their glory. 
With such a nice little nest-egg in their 


clutch, 
By Jove, who would not be a Tory ? 
Over a millions for last quarter’s 


e 

Oh! Harcourt, I just wish to heaven you 

Would give me the tip how to make fortune 
e 


smil 
On m -halfpenny revenue. 
Returns? y ietaene swell the Govern- 
ment’s till; 


I pay, not receive, rates and taxes. __ 
I hope I wish well to m country, but still 
It is not my income that waxes. 
My income-tax does though! And then I 
Statist, od laim my “‘ prosperity,” 
As one of the suas Whaos emolument grows. 
ish, how I wish, ’twas a verity | 
Each eri with me is far worse than the 


ast, 
ere I trudge it and drudge i 
penerare outruns my e 80 
o surplus e’er aeanails my Budget. 
Well, well, I’m a “patriot,” though I am 


' poor, 
And so I must keep up my pecker. 
But if taxes were as sid ay 


more, 
’T would vastly improve my Exchequer. 
I envy both Haxcovrr and oxe-Dnkos no 


end, 
When Surpluses swell in this manner ; 
Whilst I, for a’bus-fare, must hunt up some 


friend, 
And—endeavour to borrow a ‘‘ tanner” ! 


were 


Colourable. 


“* THE Education Bill in Black and White;”’— 
That a the Daily Chronicle's capital 
€ 


Bat School Boards saw that Bill in a ‘‘ Blue” 
When that same Bill was “‘ Re(a)d” ! 


MEM. FOR “ MopERATES,”’—Improvement 
Committees sometimes need—improvement. 


PARADOXICAL, BUT TRvE,—All Great Powers 


have their little weaknesses. 


New NameE ForIt (after Italy’s Abyssinian 
reverse),—The Cripp Milano, és 
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Or TELL yEZ OL WILL NO? CLANE OUT ME OZLL. OI1’D LAVE THE JAIL FURRST !” 








HER “BEDSIDE MANNA.” 


[“* Modern practitioners are too prone to order 
the attendance of a trained nurse for the slightest 
illmess..... Women are complaining of their 
banishment by doctors from the sick-rooms of 
their friends.” —“' Vera”’ in Lady’s Pictorial. } 

Wo dawned on me, 4 sick-room star, 

And shielded me from fret and jar, 

When down with bronchial catarrh ? 
My Nursey! 


Who's was the hand that gaye me pap, 
And smoothed my pillows with a slap, 
So captivating in her cap? 

My Nursey! 


An angel—on with wings ! 
ga Me assay! 





But who is now denounced ke mad 
As worse a business 
And being a mere physician's fad ? 

That Nursey! 
Who’s said, when maladies are rife, 
To take the place of daughter, wife, 
And out of patients scare the life ? 

he Nursey |! 

To families that cheapness seek 
Who seems a doctor’s senseless freak 
Because she costs two pounds per week ? 

A Nursey ! 
Still, of her praises I’ll be chanter, 

use when ill I’m sure to want her, 

That costly, needless, nice supplanter— 
My Nursey ! 


‘“Foreten Retations” (wor FRANcE's).— 
“‘Cousins-German’’ and ‘* Dutch-Uneles,”’ 








Apri 11, 1896.) 


—_ 


FIGURES OF FUN. 


[The revenue returns for the tinancial? year 
1895-6 show amazing and unexpected results, 
The total sum wang raised amounted to 
£109,339,946, as against £101,697,304, so returned 
for the previous financial year.] 

Impecunious Ratepayer loquttur :— 
O pEaR, and O dear! What a wonderful year! 

This beats DRYDEN's Annus Mirabihs, 

Ie here am I with ay pers aa aa : 
y pastes pipeless, and cabbyless 
These be gures of fun! And my funds will 
not run 

To a cab to my den o’er the water. 

I must crawl home and plod half the night 
with my pen, 

In order to square my ‘last quarter’? ! 


Seven-six-four-two-six-four-twol!!! There’s 
a nice sum, 
To tot up the revenue’s aves I , 
Hicxs-Bracu will be able to make the thing 


hum, 
Complacently now he ’ll be dwellin 
On Haxrcovrt’s Death Duties they slated so 


much, 
But which now redound to their glory. 
With such a nice little nest-egg in their 


clutch, 
By Jove, who would not be a Tory ? 
Over a millions for last quarter’s 


e 
Oh! indus I just wish to heaven you 
Would me me the tip how to make fortune 
e 


On my twopenny-halfpenny revenue. 
Returns? My returns swell the Govern- 
ment’s till; 
I pay, not receive, rates and taxes. __ 
I hope I wish well to m country, but still 
It is not my income that waxes. 


My income-tax does though! And then I 
Suppose ‘ 
Statisticians aim my “‘ prosperity,” 


As one of the class whose emolument grows. 
I wish, how I wish, ’twas a verity | 
a with me is far worse than the 
However, I trudge it and drudge it. 
as ec outruns my ae 80 fast, 
o surplus e’er crowneth my Budget, 
Well, well, I’m a “patriot,” though I am 


_ poor, 
And so I must keep up my pecker. 
But if taxes were less and my takings were 


more 
’T would vastly improve my Exchequer. 
I envy both Harcourt and Hicxs-BgacH no 


en 
When Surpluses swell in this manner ; 
Whilst I, for a’bus-fare, must hunt up some 


friend, 
And—endeavour to borrow a ‘‘ tanner”’ ! 


Colourable. 


‘* Tur Education Bill in Black and White;”— 
That re the Daily Chronicle's capital 
‘he 


Bat gorse Boards saw that Bill in a “* Blue” 
Wher that same Bill was ‘‘ Re(a)d” | 


Mem. ror ‘‘ MopERartss.”—Improvement 
Committees sometimes need—improvement, 


PARADOXICAL, BUT TROE.—All Great Powers 
have their little weaknesses. 

New Name ForIt (after Italy's Abyssinian 
reverse).—The Cripple Alliance. e : 





illness. .... Women are complaining of their 
banishment by doctors from 
their friends.” —* Vera” in Lady’s Pictorial 
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Or TELL YEZ OL WILL NOT CLANE OUT ME OELL. OI1’D LAVE THE JAIL FURRST |” 


HER “BEDSIDE MANNA.” But who is now denounced ke mad 


As making worse a business bad, 
[“* Modern practitioners are too prone to order And being a mere physician’s fad ? 
the attendance of a trained nurse for the slightest That Nursey ! | 


Who’s said, when maladies are rife, 
To take the place of daughter, wife, 
And out of patients scare the life ? 


e Picortel| of 


Promiomaton en 

nd & me from fret and jar, , 

: : To families that cheapness seek 

i saa palin ! eae Who seems a doctor’s senseless freak 

Because she costs two pounds per week ? 

Who's was the hand that gaye me pap, A Nursey ! 

And smoothed my pillows with a slap, Still, of her praises I’ll be chanter, 

So captivating in her cap? Because when ill I’m sure to want her, 
My Nursey! That sontiy, nsedlaes, nice supplanter— 

Who, when I’m seedy, linseed bring, _MyNurey! 

iv a ae a te sl ‘“Foreran REetatTions” (wor FRANCE’s).— 

sala! Te waresyT ‘*Cousins-German’”’ and ‘* Dutch-Uncles,”’ 
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THEIR VIEWS ON CYCLING AXD GOLF ARE FOR 


THE MOST PART UNPARLIAMENTARY, 


DEPLORABLE RESULT OF THE EASTER RECESS. 


Hon. MEMBERS HAVE BEEN FIEED TO EMULATE THE SPCRTIXG PERFORMANCES OF THE Friest LORD CF THE TREASURY. 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 


EXTRACTED FROM THE Diary oF Tony, M.P. 


House of Commons, Tuesday, March 31, 
4.50 4.M.— Jast going home with the milk 
Been at it since House met at 3 o’clcck 
yesterday afternoon. ‘‘ The kettle began it,” 
asitis written in The Cricket on the Hearth 
The kettle in this case represented by £QuiRE 
oF Matwoop. It was Jemmy LowTHER who 
suggested the appellation. When last night 
Prince ARTHUR moved to a ate Tues- 
day’s sitting for Education Bill, Saurmz made 
terrible onslaught on him, accusing kim cf 
muddling ess of House. . 

**T have no wish,” said Jemmy, with that 
magnificently judicial air that used to awe 
the court in the famous Jockey Club arbitra- 
tion, ** to in in differences of opinion 
which partake y of the nature of those 
aes to exist between the kettle and the 


Kettle (the Squire) called the pot bleck ; 
the pot (Prince ARTHUR) retorted with great 
vigour that the SqurrE was another. 

i enough while it lasted. Another 
burst of liveliness when GroraE Curzon spoke 
disrespectfully of the Cap’zn. Even accused 
him of repeating his speeches, Told little 
story how, finding the Car’EN had on Orders 
of the day motion calling attention to Treaty 
engagements with Turkev, he had turned up 
re ned “ old Salt’s ae Lo 4 
year, a ce it was repea st nig 
found the task of answering it easy. 

“Sir,” said the Cap’En, hailing the 
SPEAKER in Lee of ees . : a cei 
misrepresented, even by a right honourable 
gentleman of the ability and pretensions of 
him who sits w me,” 

** Beautiful!”’ cried CAWMELL-BANNERMAN, 
smiling approval. ‘*Tommy is nothing if not 
nautical. See how, in the House of Commons, 
he recalls the manner of speech of Peter Sim- 
ple’s friend, Chucks the boatswain, who, you 
remember, when he was most aggravated, 
talked in most frigidly polite terms. 

After midnight, and all through the night, 
dreariness protound. Welsh Members to the 
fore. But they can’t do the thing as the 
Irish used when JosEPH GILLIS was ati!l with 
us. Member for Mid-Cork came back as a 
bai TANNER proverbially does. Began several 
speeches; always stopped by SPEAKER; 
tinally ordered to resume his seat; obliged to 
obey, but not to be debarred from crying out 
‘Ho! ho!’ or ** Ha! hal’? These remarks 
occasionally varied by sharp cry of *‘N»!”’ 
when romeone advanced the affirmative 
Kept his eye on the Speaker all the time, 
ready to bolt in case of re-d. SPsAKER 
ignored his existence, Tis unkiadest cut of 


“Nice state of things we’re coming to,” 
said TAYNER. angrily. *‘SPpeaKsR won t even 
suspinia fellow. Shall chuck this up, and 
cia the County Council.” 

Business done.—Naval W.rks Bill read 
third time. 


Tuesday aflernoon.—Jous or Gorst, time- 
honoured Cambridge man, brought in Eiu- 
cition Bill. Explained clauses in speech that 
was a model of lucidity. Nothing | ft un- 
said, and all said in a few minutes over the 
hour. Speech as adroit in argument as it 
was finished in style. 

** Good gracious!” said Sarx, who doesn’t 
often indulge in the weakness of strong 
maeusge, *" Have often heard talk about 
Tories being the stupid pees It’s a cheap 
sneer; but really, when I think of howthey’ve 
wasted their opportunities with Joun or 
Gorst, I begin to think there’s something in 
it. Give JoHN his chance, and he’d show 


THE POETICAL 








—— 
——* . 


TEMPERAMENT. 


‘* THERE WERE AT LEAST A 7'AOTSAND B)DATS ON THE Round PoND WHEN I] WAS HERE 
IN THE Sommer, Aunty SYLVIA, AND NOW THERE ISN’T OnE!” 


‘* HARDLY A 7'a0USAND, GEOFFREY!” 


“Og, WELL! EXAGGERATING, QUITE A THOUSAND, YoU KNow!” 











himself what a few have always recognised | ta-ta!’’ and the Minister for Agricultare 


in him—one of the deftest, cleverest Parlia- 
mentary Hacds of the day. But, somehow or 
e’s always been shown int) a back 


‘There will be good deal of scrambling over 
Bill on second reading and in Committee, but 
as JoHN oF Gorst walked up the floor bring- 
ing it ia cheering unanimous and hearty. 

asury Bench not deceived by this de- 
monstration. Know it was a tribute to the 
man, not a note of approval of the Bill. 

** Yes,” said Wattrr Lone, ‘we air a 
ping of itup. This Education Bill will of 
itself, with ordinary routine business, keep us 
going for rest of Session, There is the Irish 

ud Bill to ran with it neck and neck, 
and my modest little measure ordering the 
slaughter of seaborne cattle at the ports 
isn’t through Committee yet. All the more 
reason why we should have a holiday, So 


went off humming his fayvurite refrain— 
Go call the cattle home, 
But ere they cross our fields, 
See that with fatal blow 
His axe the butcher wields. 


Business done —Adjourn till Thureday the 
9h for Exstr holidays, 


An Equine Pakapox.—Our police- court 
reporter wishes to know whether, in view of 
aman being described as ‘‘ a horsey-looking 
gent,” it would be equally correct to allude 
to a lady asa ‘* Mary-loking female’ ? 


‘9K wos WERY GOOD TO ME HE 
wos,”—Prince Ferpinanp of Bulgaria says 
that the Suttan has never wavered to him 
- ne, Clearly a case of chéri and 

ure, 





— 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 


EXTRACTED FROM THE Diary or Tory, M.P. 


House of Commons, Tuesday, March 31, 
4.50 A.m.— Jast going home with the milk 
Been at it since House met at 3 o’clcck 
yesterday afternoon. ‘‘ The kettle began it,” 
asitis written in The Cricket on the Hearth 
The kettle in this case represented by EQuIRE 
oF Matwoop. It was Jemmy LowTHER who 
suggested the appellation. When last night 
Prince ARTHUR moved to a ate Tues- 
day’s sitting for Education Bill, Saurmz made 
terrible onslaught on him, accusing him cf 
muddling business of House, 

‘*T have no wish,” said Jzmmy, with that 
magnificently judicial air that used to awe 
the court in the famous Jockey Club arbitra- 
tion, ** to in in differences of opinion 
which partake y of the nature of those 
_—* to exist between the kettle and the 


Kettle (the Squire) called the pot bleck ; 
the pot (Prince ARTHUR) retorted with great 
vigour that the SqurrE was another. 

This smart enough while it lasted. Another 
burst of liveliness when GrorGE Curzon spoke 
disrerpectfully of the Car’EN. Even accused 
him of repeating his speeches, Told little 
story how, finding the Car’En bad on Orders 
of the day motion calling attention to Treaty 
engagements with Turkev, he had turned up 
et end “ old Salt’s a i ae 
year, a ce it was repea st nig 
found the task of answering it easy. 

** Sir,” said the Car’zn, hailing the 
SPEAKER in voice of thunder, ‘‘I will not be 
misrepresented, even by a right honourable 
gentleman of the ability and pretensions of 
him who sits w me,” 

** Beautiful!’ cried CAWMELL-BANNERMAN, 
smiling approval. ‘*Tommry is nothing if not 
nautical. See how, in the House of Commons, 
he recalls the manner of speech of Peter Sim- 
ple’s friend, Chucks the boatswain, who, you 
remember, when he was most aggravated, 
talked in most frigidly polite terms. 

After midnight, and all through the night, 
dreariness protound. Welsh Members to the 
fore. But they can’t do the thing as the 
Irish used when JosEPH GILLIS was still with 
us. Member for Mid-Cork came back as a 
bai TanneER proverbially does, Began several 
speeches; always s‘opped by SPEAKER; 
tinally ordered to resume his seat; obliged to 
obey, but not to be debarred from crying out 
‘*Ho! ho!’ or ** Ha! ha!” These remarks 
occasionally varied by sharp cry of ‘** No!” 
when romeone advanced the affirmative 
Kept his eye on the Speaker all the time, 
ready to bolt in case of re‘d. SPEAKER 
aenente his existence, Tis unkindest cut of 


** Nice state of things we’re coming to,” 
said TAYNER. angrily. *‘SpeaK&R won t even 
sueptniafellow. Shall chuck this up, and 


cia the County Council.’ 


Business done.—Naval Wurks Bill read 
third time. 


Tuesday aflernoon.—Jouy or Gorst, time- 
honoured Cambridge man, brought in Edu- 
cation Bill. Explained clauses in speech that 
was a model of lucidity. Nothing | ft un- 
said, and all in a few minutes over the 
hour. Speech as adroit in argument as it 
was finished in style. 

** Good gracious!” said Sark, who doesn’t 
often indulge in the weakness of strong 
Janguage, * Have often heard talk about 
Tories being the stupid hae It’s a cheap 
sneer; but really, when I think of howthey’ve 
wasted their opportunities with JoHN oF 
Gost, I begin to think there’s something in 
it. Give Jon his chance, and he’d show 
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TEMPERAMENT. 


‘* THERE WERE AT LEAST A 7'AOTSAND B)DATS ON THE Round PoxNpD WHEN | WAS HERE 
IN THE Sommer, Aunty SYLVIA, AND NOW THERE ISN'T Ong!” 


‘*HARDLY A 7'AO0USAND, GEOFFREY!” 


“Os, WELL! EXAGGERATING, QUITE A THOUSAND, You KNow!” 











himself what a few have always r 
in him—one of the deftest, cleverest Parlia- 
mentary Hards of the day. But, somehow or 
e’s always been shown int) a back 


There will be good deal of scrambling over 
Bill on second reading and ia Committee, but 
as JoHN OF Gorst walked up the floor bring - 
ing it in cheering unanimous and hearty. 

reasury Bench not deceived by this de- 
monstration. Know it was a tribute to the 
man, not a note of approval of the Bill. 

“Yes,” said Wartrr Lone, “we air a 
piling of itup, This Education Bill will of 
itself, with ordinary routine business, keep us 
goin for rest of Session. There is the Irish 

and Bill to ran with it neck and neck, 
and my modest little measure ordering the 
slaughter of seaborne cattle at the ports 
isn’t through Committee yet. All the ig 


ised | ta-ta!’’ and the Minister for Agricultare 


went off humming his favvurite refrain— 
Go call the cattle home, 
But ere they cross our fields, 
See that with fatal blow 
His axe the butcher wields. 


Business done —Adjourn till Thureday the 
9 h for Eitr holidays, 


An Equinz Pakapox.—Our police- court 
reporter wishes to know whether, in view of 
a man being described as ‘‘ a horsey-looking 
gent,” it would be equally correct to allude 
toa lady asa ‘* Mary-locking female” ? 


‘7K wos WERY GOOD TO ME HE 
wos,.”—Prince FeRDINAND of Bulgaria says 
that the Suttan has never wavered to him 
: kindness, Clearly a case of chéri and 

urte, 
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were attired, and entreating them to keep their buttons well up, 
JOTTINGS AND TITTLINGS, though indeed T eoald disoern none, soe was there sxash which was 

umanly possible to ba ned, 

(By Basoo Hurry BunesHo JaBBERIEE, B.A.) For veil, I must make the humble complaint that the Hon’ble 
No. IX, Seer dag it ire ia orartanies senton to my inquisitiveness, 
How he saw the practice of the University Crews, and what he slain what shies free that he ee thet Sage pe hy fog 
thought of tt. to “spring at from a stretcher,” and ‘‘ catch at the beginning ”. nor 
Tue notorious Intercollegian Boat-race of this anno Domini will| why they were forbidden to row with their hands, not being quadru- 


be obsolete and ex post facto by the time of publication of the present 
in 


stalment of jots and tittles, stiJ] I am sufficiently presumptive to 
j think that the - 
tions and onal ex- 
periences of acultivated, 
thoughtful native gen- 
tleman on this cwrulean 
topic may not be found 
so stale and dry as the 
remainder of a bitcuit. 

First I will make a 
clean bosom with the 
confession that, though 
ardently desirous to 
witness such a Titianic 
struggle for the cordon 
bleu of old Father Antic 
the Thames, I was not 
the actual spectator of 
the affair, being previ- 
ously contracted to escort Miss MANKLETOW (whose wishfulness is 

uivalent to legislation) to a theatrical matutinal performance 
whisk she would in nowise consent to renounce, alleging that she had 
already seen the Boat-race to the verge of satiety, and that the 
spectacle was instantaneous and paltry. ; 

However, on acquainting my kiad and patronising father, Hon’ble 
Punch, of my disappointment, he did preegibpouigg Ain. es as a pis 
aller and blind bargain, a voyage in the steam launchboat of the 
official coachman of one of the crews so that I might ascertain how 
the trick was done. 

And at 10 a.m. on the day of assignation I presented myself at the 
riparian premises of a certain Boating Society, and, on exhibiting my 
letter of credit to the Mentor or Corypheus aforesaid, was received 
2 bras ouverts and with an urbane offhandedness, 

Af had hung fire and cooled my heels on the banks for a while, 
I was instructed to enter a rkiff, which conveyed me and others to a 
steamship of very meagre dimensions, whereupon, owing to the heel 
of one of my Japan leather shoes becoming implicated in the wire 
railing that circumvented the desk, I was embarked in a horizontal 
attitude, and severely deteriorated the tall chimneypot hat which I 

assumed to do credit to the hon’ble periodical I represented. 

Nota bene, Hatmaker’s bill for renovating same, rs. two-and-a- 

ae those to whom it is of concern will please attend to and 
re : 

On recovery of my head-gear and equanimity, I stationed myself 
in cluse proximity to the officiating coach for purpose of being on the 
threshold of inquiries, and proceeded to pop numerous questions to 
my neighbours. I ascertained, among other things, that the vessels 
are called “‘ eights,’’ owing to their containing nine passengers; that 
the ninth is called the ** cock,” and is a mere supernumerary or 
understudent, in case any member of the crew should be overcome by 
sickishness during the contest and desire to discontinue. 

It appears that the race is of religious and ceremonious origin, for 
only ** good men” are permitted to compete, and none who is a wine 
drunkard, a gluttonous, or addicted to any form of tobacco. More- 
over, they are to observe a strict fast and abstinence for many weeks 
previous to the ordeal. The most prominent ecclesiastics and Judges 
of the Supreme Court are y chosen from this class of indivi- 
duals, which is a further proof of the sanctimoniousness attached to 
the competition. 

Consequently I was the more surprised at the disrespectful super- 
ciliousness of their Fidus Achates or dry nurse, who, stretching 
himself upon his stomach in the prow, did shout counsels of per- 
fection at his receding pupile. 

Such criticisms as I overheard seemed to me of a very puerile and 
epson description, and some of an See pes €.9s5 a8 
when a certain oarman was taunted with being short—as though he 
were capable of adding the enbic inch to his stature ! 

Another I heard advised to keep his visual organs in the interior of 
the boat, though, being ordinary optics and not at all of a vitreous 
composition, they could not be removable by volition. Again, a third 
was reproached because of the lateness with which he had made his 

inning ; but, as it was not t he was inferior to the 
Py the oe of his initiation was surely rather honourable than 
8 
observed that said trainer did stickle almost prudishly for pro- 
priety, being greatly shocked at the levity with which the rowers 








manous, and able to employ their feet in such a manner; nor whether, 
when he commanded them to “‘ get in at once,” he intended them to 
leap into the waters or to return to the landing-place, nor why they 
did neither of these things; nor why he should express satisfaction 
that a certain rower had got rid of a lofty feather, which would 
indubitably have added to the showiness of his appearance. 

Again, hearing him anxiously egane the time after a stoppage, I 
was proceeding to explain how gladly I would have given him such 
information, but for the unavoidable absence of my golden chrono- 
meter, owing to the failure of Misters Tomxins and Jonnson to 
restore the same, whereupon he treated me in such a ‘‘ please-go- 
away-and-die”’ sort of style that I subsided with utmost alacrity. 

On the return voyage the Collegiate eight was challenged toa 
spurting match by a scratched crew, which appeared to me to be the 
superior in velocity, though it seemed it was then too late to make 
the happy exchange. 

When the practice was at an end and the Blues in a state of quies- 
cence, I intimated my desire to harangue them and express my 
wonderment and admiration at beholding them content to suffer such 
hardships and perils and faultfinding without expostulation or 
excuses for their shortcomings, and all for no pecuni recom- 
pense, but the evasive reward of a nominis umbra. And I would 

ave reminded them of the extended popularity of their performance, 
and that it was an unfairness to muzzle the ox that treadeth upon 
one’s corn, appealing to them to stand up for their rights, and refuse 
to compete except for the honorarium of a quid pro quo, 

But the official instructor, seeing me about to climb upon the : 
to deliver my oration, entreated me with so much earnestness to desist 
that I became immediately aphonous. 


M.P, EMPTY, OR WHAT IT MAY COME TO, 


(A Hint from the Bench at the service of Possible Candidates for 
Parlianvent, to be used in the Future.) 


(‘‘ The expense of this inquiry is really most burdensome. A contested 
election is nothing to the expense of an inquiry like this."—Mr. Baron 
Pollock, March, 1896.] 


_ ALL was joy. The Newly Elected received congratulations on every 
side, The months of toil, the years of rhetoric, had brought their 
ward, No more the doubt of pleasing the majority of the con- 
stituents. No more the fear of a false step on the chosen platform. 
The returning officer had done his work satisfactorily. There had 
been no mistake about the counting. The return had been made. 
The roll had been signed. The eee of the Speaker had been 

cordially grasped, and warmly shaken. 
It was at this moment that a knock was heard. The sound came 

from the street door. 

**More friends with further pl es,”” murmured the 
tful to know that my 


easant 
Newly Elected. ‘* Well, well, it is delig 
happiness is a source of joy to others.” 

But, alas! it was no friend who had entered the sanctum of the 
People’s Legislator. He was courteous, but distinctly business-like. 
In a few moments he made it clear that the object of his visit was to 
cast a gloom over the happy dream of the hon. gentleman he was 
professionally interviewing. 

‘* A petition!” exclaimed the Newly Elected. ‘‘ An inquiry!” 

The visitor bowed and silently took his departure. 

For a moment the People’s Legislator was lost in a brown study. 
Then he came to a determination. He sat down and wrote a short 
letter. He sealed it with a sigh, and handed it to his better half. 

** You are writing to the Speaker of the House of Commons. Has 
he asked you to a full-dress Parliamen Dinner ?” 

The Newly Elected smiled sadly and shook his head, then he mur- 
mured, with a voice broken with emotion, ‘‘ It is better as it is.” 

** What is better as it is?’ was the question, 

Then came the reply. 

‘*That I should retire at once. That I should relinquish my career 
as a legislator, That I should cease to be the chosen representative 
of the People. Yes, yes, it is wiser that I should accept the Chiltern 
Hundreds to save the balance at my bankers than to retain Parlia- 
mentary honours at the cost of a conceivable invitation to appear in 
Portugal Street ! ” 


SueersteD NAME FOR A BEER BREWED SOLELY FROM MALT AND 


Aprit 18, 1896.] 





THE GREY MARE. 


**] wish I KNEW WHAT Mrs. RopNEy BLUEHOSE THINKS OF MY 


NEW Book. I BARDLY LIKE TO ASK BER!” 

‘* Asx Mr. Ropyzy BLUEHOSE WHAT HE THINKS OF IT.” 

‘*PooH ! WHO CARES WHAT Mr. RopNEY BLUEHOSE THINKS ABOUT 
ANYTHING !” 

‘*EXAOr_Ly, AND YET, AS I HAPPEN TO KNOW THAT HE ALWAYS 
THINKS JUST WHAT HIs WIFE TELLS HIM TO THINK, AND PASSES IT 
OFF 4S HIS OWN—WBY, THERE YOU ARE, DON’ TOHERKNOW |”’ 


ROUNDABOUT READINGS. 


CHILDREN’s Books, 


In the New Review for this month Mr. F. AnstEy diecourses plea- 
santly on *‘ An Old-fashioned Children’s Book,” namely, The Fatr- 
child Family, written by Mrs. SHerwoop, and published so loi 
agoas 1818. The Fairchild Family consists of a layer of childis 
scrapes and adventures sandwiched between thick slabs of pious 
alJusions, snd spotted, like a currant cake (the simile cannot offend), 
with texts. Never were parents so prompt as the Fairchild couple to 
improve the most trivial occasion, and never were children so deter- 
mined in dragging in the prospect of ‘* hell, the place which burns 
for ever with fire and brimstone,’’ as a punishment for the very least 
deviation from the narrow path of correct behaviour. 


Mr. Anstey accounts for the popularity of The Fairchild Family th 


on several grounds. He is disposed to think that a great many 
children have a natural pathy with priggishness, and that to 
others it must have afforded unholy joy to hear of the hot water the 
gocd ebildren were constantly getting into. Moreover, as he points 
out, ‘‘ throughout the book various things to eat are chronicled 
with much feeling,” and there are plenty of fanerals and death-bed 
scenes, both of which, as is well known, have a curious fascination 
for childish or uninstructed minds. These reasons may account for 
something, but I think Mr, AnstEy gets nearer to the real causa 
causans of the popularity of The Fairchild Family when he says 
‘*there are many incidental stories, all moral, but none absolutely 
uninteresting, and some ingenious and pretty. nally, the 
story is really well-written in its old-fashioned way, and 
eaeeny and earnestness that would go far to keep many a worse 
ve, 
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THERE you have it. Incidental stories will help to keep almost 
any book popular amongst children. They enjoy nothing more than 
being whisked suddenly off the beaten track of their story into an 
entirely new region peopled with fresh inhabitants. Their little 
excursion over, they c»me back with renewed zest to the old familiar 
region, the accustomed faces of the main plot. And above all 
things, good writing, sound, clear, straightforward, and graphic, 
but never precious or affected, is essential, if boys or J gs are really 
to be interested in a book. They know nothing of the rules of 
criticism, and probably as little of the laws of grammar and composi- 
tion, but in their own unconscious way ow are the soundest of 
critics, and an ill-written, ill-constructed book has not the remotest 
chance of ever being widely popular amongst children, 


PriaceisHness in fiction certainly doesn’t disgust children. For 
one thing, I am inclined to think that children never quite reach 
that pitch of imagination by which adults convince themselves that 
fictitious characters are actual flesh and blood. Children look upon 
fiction as a sort of game, and in the main they are content that the 
author should set up and clothe his own characters, and make them 

and act in whatever way seems im, even when that way 
lies entirely apart from the experience of his little readers. They 
want to be interested, and, if the author satisfies them in that 
respect, they accept without a murmur eccentricities which in real 
life would frighten or repel them. I never read The History of the 
Fairchild Family myself, but I did at a very early age read and 
enjoy most thoroughly The Swiss Family Robinson—those immortal, 
outrageous, platitudinous prigs. Their priggishness did not in the 
least appal me; if I was conscious of it (ehich I doubt) I accepted it 
as part of the convention laid down by the author, and hurried on 
breathlessly to discover how these soli Swiss sufferers by ship- 
wreck would extricate themselves from their innumerable difficulties. 
And Sandford and Merton I read with unbounded zest, oy 
on account of the incidental stories with which that excellent 
is encrusted. I don’t think I objected much to Mr. Barlow. He 
wag not in the least like my own tutor of those early days, a breezy, 
hearty Cambridge man, who first guided my trembling footeteps 
through the mazes of Latin ee and taught me not to stumble 
over vulgar fractions; but if there had to be a tutor in Sandford 
and Merton, Mr. Barlow, I thought, did as well as anybody else for 
the place; and after all it was the author, and not I, who had made 
him, I wasn’t responsible for him. 


Att attempts to teach children to be good or religious or theologi- 
cally dogmatic by means of fiction are foredoomed to failure for the 
reasons I have stated. Fiction being a game to children, it is im- 
possible for them to apply what they in stories to the serious 
pornos of their little lives, All the purposeful goodness or religion 

a story just glides off their backs: if there is a story they enjoy it, 
and, as a matter of fact, they don’t trouble their heads for a moment 
with religious discussions or conversations about Heaven and the 
other place which may have been embroidered into it by the sanguine 
but deluded author. So with Gulliver's Travels. Swirt's master- 
piece owes its wonderful and extensive popularity as much to the 
interest that ro take in its marvels as to any delight ex- 
perienced by their elders in its biting satire. Even the Big-en 
are ted as part of the convention, and no boy that I ever heard 
of troubles to apply the moral to politics—even if he knows what 

litics mean. It is a fine piece of satire in itself that the gloomy 
Dean’s highest effort in satire should have afforded simple delight to 
generation after generation of young folk incapable of satire. 


I HARDLY know what boys most care to read nowadays. A little 
fellow of ten, who is now staying with me, is deep in Zhe Prisoner 
of Zenda, having ane finished Huckleberry Finn. In a day or two 
he intends to tackle Battles of the Nineteenth Century—a grand 
book for boys, lately published by Messrs, Cassett. Do boys still 
read yaT? Never can I forget the early joys of Peter Simple and 
Midshipman Easy, the gloomy but fascinating terrors of The Dog- 
Fiend, and the haunting mystery of The Phantom Ship. I read 

em all again, and with a fresh delight, not a yearago. BALLan- 
TYNE, too, was a friend of my boyhood, as Henry is a friend to the 

oung generation of to-day, which reminds me that every work by 
‘ “i ar a oe shelves of red small — of eon I se 
en. Little boys, I think, are neither prigs nor lovers of priggish- 
nape, er like a gallant, breezy heroism, undaunted by dangers, 
and unscathed in the midst of the thunderbolts of war. About little 
girls Iam not eo sure. Quite early in their lives they pass 
a preternaturally serious phase, when, weighted with innumerable 
dolls, they assume the responsibilities and the airs of motherhood, 
and are apt to rebuke little brothers for naughtiness. Yes, I think 
little girls are sometimes priglets—darling, but still undeniable, little 


has a priglets. 


Derinirion.—‘* The Present Day,” t.e., My Birthday. 
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JOTTINGS AND TITTLINGS. 


(By Basoo Hurnzy BuncsHo JABBERJEE, B,A,) 


No. IX. 
How he saw the practice of the University Crews, and what he 
thought of tt. | 


THE notorious Intercollegian Boat-race of this anno Domini will 
be obsolete and ex post facto by the time of publication of the present 
instalment of jots and tittles, stiJl I am sufficiently presumptive to 

think that the oe 
tions and onal ex- 
periencesof acultivated, 
thoughtful native gen- 
tleman on this cwrulean 
topic may not be found 
so stale and as the 
remainder of a bitcuit. 

First I will make a 
clean bosom with the 
confession that, though 
ardently desirous to 
witness such a Titianic 
struggle for the cordon 
bleu of old Father Antic 
the Thames, I was not 
the actual spectator of 
the affair, previ- 
ously contracted to escort Miss MaANKLETOW (whose wishfulness is 

uivalent to legislation) to a theatrical matutinal performance 
which she would in nowise consent to renounce, alleging that she had 
already seen the Boat-race to the verge of satiety, and that the 
spectacle was instantaneous and paltry. 

However, on acquainting my kind and patronising father, Hon’ble 
Punch, of my disappointment, he did ent Propose, as a pis 
aller and blind bargain, a voyage in the steam launchboat of the 
official coachman of one of the crews so that I might ascertain how 
the trick was done. 

And at 10 a.m. on the day of assignation I presented myrelf at the 
riparian premises of a certain Boating Society, and, on exhibiting m 
letter of credit to the Mentor or Corypheus aforesaid, was receive 
2 bras ouverts and with an urbane offhandedness, 

After I had hung fire and cooled my heels on the banks for a while, 
I was instructed to enter a skiff, which conveyed me and others toa 
steamship of very meagre dimensions, whereupon, owing to the heel 
of one of my Japan leather shoes becoming implicated in the wire 
railing that circumvented the desk, I was embarked in a horizontal 
attitude, and severely deteriorated the tall chimneypot hat which I 
had assumed to do credit to the hon’ble periodical I represented. 

Nota bene, Hatmaker’s bill for renovating same, rs. two-and-a- 
ath those to whom it is of concern will please attend to and 
re . 

On recovery of my head-gear and equanimity, I stationed myself 
in cluse proximity to the officiating coach for purpose of being on the 
threshold of inquiries, and proceeded to pop numerous questions to 
my neighbours. I ascertained, among other things, that the vessels 
are called ‘*‘ eights,”’ owing to their containing nine passengers; that 
the ninth is called the ** cock,” and is a mere supernumerary or 
understudent, in case any member of the crew should be overcome by 
sickishness during the contest and desire to discontinue. 

It appears that the race is of religious and ceremonious origin, for 
only ‘* good men”’ are permitted to compete, and none who is a wine 
drunkard, a gluttonous, or addicted to any form of tobacco. More- 
over, they are to observe a strict fast and abstinence for many weeks 
previous to the ordeal. The most prominent ecclesiastics and Judges 
of the Supreme Court are usually chosen from this class of indivi- 
duals, which is a further proof of the sanctimoniousness attached to 
the competition. 

Consequently I was the more surprised at the disrespectful super- 
ciliousness of their Fidus Achates or dry nurse, who, stretching 
himself 4 his stomach in the prow, did shout counsels of per- 
fection at his receding pupile. 

Such criticisms as I overheard seemed to me of a very puerile and 
aes description, and some of an Spptenesms pent €.Js5 8 
when a certain oarman was taunted with being short—as though he 
were capable of adding the cubic inch to his stature ! 

Another I heard advised to keep his visual organs in the interior of 
the boat, though, being ordinary optics and not at all of a vitreous 
composition, they could not be removable by volition. Again, a thi 
was reproached because of the lateness with which he had made his 
beginning ; but, as it was not asserted that he was inferior to the 
ers the oe of his initiation was surely rather honourable than 


observed that said trainer did stickle almost prudishly for pro- 
priety, being greatly shocked at the levity with which the rowers 
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were attired, and entreating them to keep their buttons well up, 
though indeed I could discern none, nor was there much which was 
humanly possible to be buttoned, 

For myself, I must make the humble complaint that the Hon’ble 
Coach was defective ia courteous attention to a inquisitiveness, 
which he totally ignored. For I could not prevail upon him to ex- 
plain what thing it was that he directed the oarmen to “‘ wait for,” 
to ** g at from a stretcher,” and ‘‘ catch at the beginning” ; nor 
why they were forbidden to row with their hands, not being quadru- 
manous, and able to employ their feet in such a manner; nor whether, 
when he commanded them to ‘‘ get in at once,” he intended them to 
leap into the waters or to return to the landing-place, nor why they 
did neither of these things; nor why he should express satisfaction 
that a certain rower had got rid of a lofty feather, which would 
indubitably have added to the showiness of his appearance. 
hearing him anxiously inquire the time after a stoppage, I 
was proceeding to explain how gladly I would have given him such 
information, but for the unavoidable absence of my golden chrono- 
meter, owing to the failure of Misters Tomxins and JoHnson to 
restore the same, whereupon he treated me in such a ‘‘ please-go- 
away-and-die”’ sort of style that I subsided with utmost alacrity. 

On the return voyage the Collegiate eight was challenged toa 
spurting match by a scratched crew, which appeared to me to be the 
superior in velocity, though it seemed it was then too late to make 
the happy exchange. 

When the practice was at an end and the Blues in a state of quies- 
cence, I intimated my desire to harangue them and express my 
wonderment and admiration at beholding them content to suffer such 
hardships and perils and faultfinding without expostulation or 
excuses for their shortcomings, and all for no pecuni recom- 

nse, but the evasive reward of a nominis umbra. And I would 

ave reminded them of the extended popularity of their performance, 
and that it was an unfairness to muzzle the ox that treadeth upon 
one’s corn, appealing to them to stand up for their rights, and refuse 
to compete except for the honorarium of a quid pro quo, 

But the official instructor, seeing me about to climb upon the . 
to deliver my oration, entreated me with so much earnestness to desist 
that I became immediately aphonous, 


M.P, EMPTY, OR WHAT IT MAY COME TO, 


(4 Hint from the Bench at the service of Possible Candidates for 
Parliament, to be used in the Future.) 


(‘‘ The expense of this inquiry is really most burdensome, A contested 
election is nothing to the expense of an inquiry like this.".—Mr. Baron 
Pollock, March, 1896.] 


_ ALL was joy. The Newly Elected received congratulations on every 
side. The months of toil, the yee of rhetoric, had brought their 

. No more the doubt of pleasing the majority of the con- 
stituents. No more the fear of a false step on the chosen platform. 
The returning officer done his work satisfactorily. There 
been no mistake about the counting. The return had been made. 
The roll had been signed. The right-hand of the Speaker had been 
cordially grasped, and warmly shaken. 

It was at this moment that a knock was heard, The sound came 
from the street door. 

“More friends with further pleasant es,” murmured the 
Newly Elected. ‘* Well, well, it is delightful to know that my 
happiness is a source of joy to others.” 

But, alas! it was no friend who had entered the sanctum of the 
People’s Legislator. He was courteous, but distinctly business-like. 
In a few moments he made it clear that the object of his visit was to 
cast a gloom over the happy dream of the hon, gentleman he was 
professionally interviewing. 

** A petition!” exclaimed the Newly Elected. ‘‘ An inquiry!” 

The visitor bowed and silently took his departure. 

For a moment the People’s Legislator was lost in a brown study. 
Then he came to a determination. He sat down and wrote a short 
letter. He sealed it with a sigh, and handed it to his better half. 

‘** You are writing to the Speaker of the House of Commons. Has 
he asked you toa full-dress Parliamentary Dinner ?” 

The Newly Elected smiled sadly and shook his head, then he mur- 
mured, with a voice broken with emotion, ‘* It is better as it is.” 

** What is better as it is? ’’ was the question. 

Then came the reply. 

‘*That I should retire at once. That I should relinquish my career 
as a legislator, That I should cease to be the chosen representative 
of the People. Yes, yes, it is wiser that I should accept the Chiltern 
Hundreds to save the balance at my bankers than to retain Parlia- 
mentary honours at the cost of a conceivable invitation to appear in 
Portugal Street ! ” 


SueeEsteD NAME FOR A BEER BREWED SOLELY FROM MALT AND 
Hops,— Quilter. 


Aram 18, 1896.] 
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THE GREY MARE. 


‘*T] wish I KNEW wHaT Mrs, Ropnry BLUEHOSE THINKS OF MY 
NEW Boox. I BARDLY LIKE TO ASK BER!” 

‘* Ask Mr, Ropyzy BLUEHOSE WHAT HE THINKS OF IT.” 

‘*PooH ! WHO CARES WHAT Mr. RopNEY BLUEHOSE THINKS ABOUT 
ANYTHING !”’ 

‘*ExacrLty, AND YET, AS I HAPPEN TO KNOW THAT HE ALWAYS 
THINKS JUST WHAT HIs WIFE TELLS HIM TO THINK, AND PASSES IT 
OFF 4S HIS OWN—WBY, THERE YOU ARE, DON’ TOHERKNOW |” 


ROUNDABOUT READINGS. 
CHILDREN’S Books, 


In the New Review for this month Mr. F. Anstry discourses plea- 
santly on ** An Old-fashioned Children’s Book,’’ namely, The Fair- 
child Family, written by Mrs. SHerwoop, and published so Rs 
agoas 1818. The Fairchild Family consists of a layer of childi 
scrapes and adventures sandwiched between thick slabs of pious 
alJusions, and spotted, like a currant cake (the simile cannot offend), 
with texts. Never were parents so prompt as the Fairchild couple to 
improve the most trivial occasion, and never were children so deter- 
mined in dragging in the prospect of ‘* hell, the place which burns 
for ever with and brimstone,” as a punishment for the very least 
deviation from the narrow path of correct behaviour. 


Mr. AnstEy accounts for the popularity of The Fairchild Family 
on several grounds. He is disposed to think that a great many 
children have a natural ormpeey with priggishness, and that to 
others it must have afforded unholy joy to hear of the hot water the 
gocd children were constantly getting into. Moreover, as he points 
out, ‘‘ throughout the book various good things t> eat are chronicled 
with much feeling,” and there are plenty of funerals and death-bed 
scenes, both of which, as is well known, have a curious fascination 
for childish or uninstructed minds, These reasons may account for 
something, but I think Mr. AnstEY gets nearer to the real causa 
causans of the popularity of The Fairchild Fumily when he says 
‘*there are many incidental stories, all moral, but none absolutely 
uninteresting, and some ingenious and pretty. And finally, the 
story is really well-written in its old-fashioned way, and has a 


nceesy and earnestness that would go far to keep many a worse 


book alive. 
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THERE you have it. Incidental stories will help to keep almost 
any book popular amongst children. They enjoy nothing more than 
being whisked suddenly off the beaten track of their story into an 
entirely new region peopled with fresh inhabitants. Their little 
excursion over, they c)me back with renewed zest to the old familiar | 
region, and the accustomed faces of the main plot. And above all 
things, good writing, sound, clear, straightforward, and graphic, 
but never precious or affected, is essential, if boys or girls are really 
to be interested in a book. They know nothing of the rules of 
criticism, and probably as little of the laws of grammar and composi- 
tion, but in their own unconscious way they are the soundest of 
critics, and an ill-written, ill-constructed book has not the remotest 
chance of ever being widely popular amongst chi 


PriacGIsHNEss in fiction certainly doesn’t disgust children. For | 
one thing, I am inclined to think that children never quite reach 
that pitch of imagination by which adults convince themselves that 
fictitious characters are actual flesh and blood. Children look upon |: 
fiction as a sort of game, and in the main they are content that the 
author should set up and clothe his own characters, and e them 
talk and act in whatever way seems best to him, even when that way |. 
lies entirely apart from the experience of his little readers. They 
want to be interested, and, if the author satisfies them in that 
respect, they accept without a murmur eccentricities which in real 
life would frighten or repel them. I never read The History of the 
Fairchild Family myself, but I did at a very early age read and 
enjoy most thoroughly The Swiss Family Robinson—those immortal, 
outrageous, platitudinous prigs. Their priggishness did not in the 
least appal me; if I was conscious of it (which I doubt) I accepted it 
as part of the convention laid down by the author, and hurried on 
breathlessly to discover how these solitary Swiss sufferers by ship- 
wreck would extricate themselves from their innumerable difficulties, 
And Sandford and Merton I read with unbounded zest, rr 
on account of the incidental stories with which that excellent 
is encrusted. I don’t think I objected much to Mr. Barlow. He 
was not in the least like my own tutor of those early days, a breezy, 
hearty Cambridge man, who guided my trembling footeteps 
through the mazes of Latin grammar and taught me not to stumble 
over vulgar fractions; but if there had to be a tutor in Sandford 
and Merton, Mr. Barlow, I thought, did as well as anybody else for 
the place; and after all it was the author, and not I, who had made 
him, I wasn’t responsible for him, 


Att attempts to teach children to be good or religious or theologi- 
cally dogmatic by means of fiction are foredoomed to failure for the 
reasons I have stated. Fiction being a game to children, it is im- 
possible for them to apply what they mat in stories to the serious 
purpose of their little lives, All the purposeful goodness or religion 
in a story just glides off their backs: if there is a story they enjoy it, 
and, as a matter of fact, they don’t trouble their heads for a moment 
with religious discussions or conversations about Heaven and the 
other place which may have been embroidered into it by the sanguine 
but deluded author. So with Gulliver's Travels, Swirt’s master- 
piece owes its wonderful and extensive popularity as much to the 
interest that oageees take in its marvels as to any delight ex- 
perienced by their elders in its biting satire. Even the Big-endians 
are ted as part of the convention, and no boy that I ever heard 
of troubles to apply the moral to politics—even if he knows what 

olitics mean. It is a fine piece of satire in itself that the gloomy 
ean’s highest effort in satire should have afforded simple delight to 
generation after generation of young folk incapable of satire. 


I HARDLY know what boys most care to read nowadays. A little 
fellow of ten, who is now staying with me, is deep in Zhe Prisoner 
of Zenda, having lately finished Huckleberry Finn. In a day or two 
he intends to tackle Battles of the Nineteenth Century—a grand 
book for boys, lately published by Messrs, CassetL. Do boys still 
read MarnyaT? Never can I forget the early joys of Peter Simple and 
Midshipman Easy, the gloomy but fascinating terrors of The Dog- 
Fiend, and the haunting mystery of The Phantom Ship. I read 
them all again, and with a fresh delight, not a year ago. DBALLAN- 
TYNE, too, was a friend of my boyhood, as HENTY is a friend to the 
youre cele of to-day, which reminds me that every work by 
a ae er = ~ ye of oe small oe of — I berg 

en. Little boys, I think, are neither prigs nor lovers of priggish- 
ones, They like a gallant, breezy heroism, undaunted by dangers, 
and iaacathed in the midst of the thunderbolts of war. About little 
girls Iam not eo sure, Quite early in their lives they pass through 
a preternaturally serious phase, when, weighted with innumerable 
dolls, they assume the responsibilities and the airs of motherhood, 
and are apt to rebuke little brothers for naughtiness. Yes, I think 
little girls are sometimes priglets—darling, but stil undeniable, little 
prigiets. 


Derinirion.—*' The Present Day,’ t.e., My Birthday. 
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(Vide recent Letters in '‘ Times” on Street Noises.) 


“THE ENRAGED HOUSEHOLDER.” 
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UNWILLING 10 @lVe UP HokSES ALTOGETHER, CAPTAIN P&LHAM EFPECIED A COMPROMISE, HIS FIRST APPEARANCE IN THE PARK 
CREATED QUITE A SENSATION. 








OWED TO THE MOON. 


‘*() swEAR not by the moon, the inconstant moon!” said poor love- 
sick Judet. echoing blindly the anti-lonar prejudices of poets and other 
lunatics. The moon is nowavenged. Mr. CLEmEnts, the great weather- 

does swear by the moon. In his earlier attempts at vaticina- 

tion he was thrown out, owing to es the moon.” Luna took 
her revenge by ‘‘ throwing out”’ his calculations. Now Mr. CLEMENTS 
iliated the moon by ‘‘ making a study of her”; and she has 
him, what neither the sun or the ages would or could do, 
namely, enabled him to foretell the weather for long years ahead, 
‘* within say eight or {en per cent. of correctness.” To be sure slight 
=e and delay, ‘‘due to the overlapping of the eae 
tf np ie Ee 
upset the prac arrangemen upon moon-gui prog- 
nostications. But what of that? If Crewents—and the moon— 
prophesy that it will be fine to-morrow (when you are going to be 
married) and it is not fine until the next dav, owing simply to 
** surface discrepancies,” you needn’t blame the Barry 1 seer 
his familiar satellite for so slight an error as that. It esl be fine, 
sooner or later, and if a weather-prophet’s prophecy is ultimately 
fulfilled, why quibble about a ‘‘discrepancy” of twelve hours, or 
even twenty-four? What is eight—or even ten—per cent. of error in 
such ¢poch-making estimates as those of Mr. CLEMENTS and the moon? 

O, swear not a¢ the moon, the inconstant moon, 

Who to our prophet is a blessed boon 

For she, and Mr. CLemenrts linked together, 

Will tell you all about forthcoming weather. 

She “ monthly changes in her circled orb,” 

But let the study of her ways abeorb 

You, as it does the seer of Barry Road, 

And a new Ode to Luna will be owed. 

For, like a sporting tipster, she, no doubt, 

Will prove “upon the spot ’—or thereabout. 

Just trust to her and Mr. C. together, 

And you may always hope for Ormunwr(e) weather 


Morro ror Desti1uTe Atrens,—‘‘ Give me neither p.verty nor 
Ritcutes!” 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 





LIGHT IN EGYPTIAN DARKNESS, 
(Extracted from the Chamberlain Sphinz.) 


Our policy ’s dark, do you venture to say ? 
You cannot ve what we mean? 

Well, you must be aware that the new RONTGEN ray 
Js light—though it cannot be seen / 

so with our plan on the banks of the Ni'e, 

Which is—let us say—our *‘ z a 

You just wait a bit—you will find it worth wh'le— 
The result will be clear as the day. 

A tentative ea is our Soudan advance, 
Bat tf it should meet with defeat 

(At the hands of the Rads, or the Mahdi, or France), 
We can then try—a sudden retreat! 





From aw OLp Consgrvative.—'‘I see there is a Commons Pre- 
servation Society. Why not a Lords Preservation Society? There 
may be one, for aught I know, but I live away in the country, and 
conserve myself ¢o myself. Yours, 

BABBLEBROKE OF GREENFIELDS.” 


Quite THE APPROPRIATE Piace.—It is proposed to start ‘'A 
Smack Boys’ Home” at Birchington. Excellent! Gratifying to 
the shade of ‘‘ Ingoldsby.” But whither shall the smack boys go 
for their ‘* whackation ”’ 


Paradoxical. 


Tr does, indeed, seem singularly strange 
That le pertinaciousl 
snse Bowed Rebeals toe cariaee © anikabe 


at all schools now should be exempt from “' rating.” 


REMARKABLE Domesticrry oF THE ‘*‘ INcANDESCENT LicuT,”— 


It is very steady. It never goes out. 


Racine Norrs.—Demi-semi quavers, 
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WAY OF PUTTING IT.” 


“SAME IDEA ONLY ANOTHER 


First Swell, ‘‘How Ark you TOo-pay, OLD Bor?” 


Second Swell, ‘‘Onty Mippiine, Gor A JOLLY Goop Cop!” 
First Swell, ‘'THaT ALL? DOOSED LUCKY, OLD FELLAH, YOU HAVEN'T GOT A WRETCHED 
BAD ONE!’ 


"ARRY ON SPRINC-TIME AND SPORT, | P°",c1,d Water are both at their ease, and 


Dean Cuarwre,—The trees is all blobby with Qh, lor! wot a comfort it is to ’ave thiags 
buds and a-bustin’ out green ; right side uppards once more ! 

Good old Easter = over and gone, and the | ‘Oly calm,” as daar Dizzy once called it. I 
early Spring i is seen, i never ’ave felt it before 

ae ares pee seen Seve females, is | Not Hike I do now, dene old man; but since 

And my winter “Tmmensikoff ’ now can with | I ’ave tesa Hikes bee a a resto with ’oly 
safety be put up the spout. calm all up my back. 


We ain’t ’ad not no winter to speak of; no) Wuth living for, ain’t it, old hoyster? I sits 


snow, and no pipes on the bust. at our Union Club,— 
The Water Cos. year wos flammoxed ; | Wich combines — True-Blueness with 
With t then plnens Serene , ake ked out andl think oe hat Pied and Fifty 
em ey Progressives knocked out, 8 at Hun i 
and the good old Conservatives in, follows dear ARTHUR and Jog, = 


= 


Till wot with Spring feelings and Scotch, I 
declare I feel all of a glow. 


In the Spring—as some poet remarks—young 
men’s fancies do seem on the tarn ; 

To love and to general lumminess, Senti- 
ment’s slop as J spurn, 

Bat somehow the lime-leaves and laylocks, 
laburnums and le-topped 


Stirs somethink within me as means a 
and a new pair o’ bags. 


My boss ’as no poster in ’im, wus luck, and 
my tailor’s the same, 

Bat Easter comes most aprypo toa chap as 

d keep up the game. 

Bosses can’t do away with Cross Bun Day— 
thanks be !—and a bit of a spin 

From Thursday to Tuesday, is yum- , 
old man, just as Spring-time comes in. 


I mounted my bike this last ’oliday. Tell 
oe dear boy, I’m a dab 

At the Safety by this time. It’s proper! A 
toff as can tool ’is own ca 

Or a gent on ’is ack ain’t no freer nor more 
sen than me 

When I fling my leg over the saddle and 
treadle away tords the sea. 


The bike, mate, like cigarette-smoking, is 

levelling class, ah! and sex, 

When Princesses pedal, and Hempresses 
whiff, there are prigs it may vex; 

Bat biking and bacca, like love, are per- 
miskus, and don’t dror no line ; 

And the Dachess FumrupeE on ’er wheel 
ain’t no ’appier than me upon mine, 


I know lots o’ littery parties now freeza on 
to cycling like fan. 

A Society star, as I’ve met on the Healing 
Road, out for a ran— 

Mister Samvrt Bong is ’is name I ’ave ’eard, 

ae I don’t know the gent— 

On ’is wheel, with ’is boy at ’is back, is a 
picture of crimson content. 


y off 


I once used to meet’im on ’orseback, a Jar 
Johnny Gilpin, you know, . 

All elbers and knees; but, Jimimer! e’s give 
that the chuck long ago, 


And now bikes, a reglar fair bus‘er. ’E 
ts ‘a dead open and shut,’’ 
As the Yankees remark; and I envy ’is style, 


and ’is pace, and ’is cut. 
With ’is ’appy fat smile, and fine calves, and 


’is changes of rippin’ rig-out,— 
As my pocket won’t run rnd se boy,—’e’s 
as jolly as jam, I’ve no doubt. 
there ’s one man in I envy it’s ’im 
I am free for to own; 
And I’m told ’e’s a genius, too; so’ere’s 
bully for Mister Sam Bonz! 
When swell parties like ’im and ’is pals take 
up = all galliant and free, 
Can ry er the game’a; its charms for a 
to’ metal like Me? 
I am thinking of writing a book called, 4 
ae ona Bike. Once afloat— 
I am by a printer I_know—it will run 
like Three Men in a Boat, 
Ah! more so, I shouldn’t arf wonder, for 
everyone bikes in these ay 
And it’s only old fogies an frumps cock 


a their ye at 9 rt cath foie 
craze, my dear bo a game 
ain't e or don’t like ; oer 
And it’s that’s wy old crocks and fat dowdies 
are dreadfully down on the bike, 


Don’t they wish they wos in it, my pippi 
old boys with no bellows or aa 
And mouldy old mivvies too hugly for 
ickers and pretty-girl pranks ? 
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Ne ee ee Goma ne 
pooty in 
And if I was not lioked,peretely, 1d todo 
all as knew. 
a bellows to mend with the pair on us 
Pre palied up s t a pub. 
ne Lanter ain’t in it with you, 


ge BS ” sic it name of ’er club 
a great Greek girl runner, I’m 
Milanion,”’ sez she, 


olay BEZ 
“Tf I ‘adn’t ‘Sean ae some happles at 
lunch—well, next time we shall see ! ”’ 


Wy she called me that name I’ve no notion. 
But if Mrs. Grundy ad seen 

Us downing that ’ill neck sed not the old 
trot would ’a’ simply turned gre 

Not womanly? No, but pe: S eitiah, ‘aud 
bully for girlhood, say I. 


aay ee cone oe some sports out in Greece 
ill Greek girls east 
Wy ae - res ve none to Olympia, and 


se clists at work,— 

The Gn nn GaMBLEYs, and Parr- 
LIARDES,—Great Scott! you must be a 
old Turk 


To turn on the vinegar-cruet. In spite of all 


squeals, 
And Granth yish grumbles, the world must 
make way for the Woman on Wheels! 


So among “‘ rat hts”? now with m 
mate, Snes fy i one @ the Fan ° 
I am teaching 


fo pedal. She ’ll 
turn out a sorreher, I Ten 
And when she’s ho fay I ahall tohie ‘er to 


see you. My tandem will carry— 
Though she + no light weight—my 
1rTy, and yours tollolbobbish] 


W ijeey: 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 


Up bagi —— I ne that the patent for 
writin as 


such 
the aa "Kai oy ans of the Brush, 5 ir JOHN 
en one ove to illustrate, had been 
acquired by Messrs. ‘‘Q,’’ Misetke: Hatt 


Caing, ANTHONY Hore, Frank Barrett & 


hose 
lished 

y Macmirtan & Co i 

story of this class. “Sot only te i¢ full of pl 
and i ag not only is its hero as 
original as any recently invented een can 

possibly i, “had there is a 

thread of details, every one of which is abeo- 
lutely essential to the artistic design. So in 
the construction, though there wa clouds of 
dust raised, yet is there no one figure in the 
tourbilion that does not fill its place of set 
purpose; and in the no scrap of 
conversation without its definite 5 onset. nor, 
in the action, is there a single movement 
without its proper destination. The motive 


of the hero a in one sense, of the noblest 
kind, a that it represents the spec- 
tacle of th ighest form of manly devotion, 


namely, gee life for the purpose of re- 
venging the death of a friend, and so punish- 
ing one who had been to intents and pur- 
poses a co y assassin. There is one cir- 
cumstance, an initial one, which, had the 
author taken advantage of his own inge- 
nuity, would have intensified the interest 
throughout in a most remarkable manner. 
will remain the Baron’s secret, which, 
-* i (The Bar Baron’s Secret, is it not a good 
e f), the present scribe doth * herewith,’’ 
‘ad hereby,” with all the ‘‘ neverthelesses,”’ 
t aries” posible epiator Asoo 
raries”’ p and appropria 
his own se ny Sp It is an omission 
wilh & Ses near to the character 


of | such grotesque = reader effects as 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 


| 
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Small Voice from under the Bed, *‘ No, I with Nor COME OUT! I TELL YOU, ONCE AND 
FOR ALL, BERNESIA, I WILL BE MASTER IN MY OWN HovsE!” 





the brave but ill-fated Juan, who appears 
for a brief span on this stage and then is 
heardnomore. YetonJulian’s last moments 
depends the whole sequence of events. Per- 
haps the curiosity of my readers will be 
Be this as it may 


ber of 


aroused by rm —— 
if this a increase the num 
readers, they aes unless gratitude be extinct, 
thank me for my strong recommendation as to 
the excellent entertainment provided for them 
in The Courtship of Morrice Buck 
If H, G. Wetts, whilst writing The Island 
of Dr. Moreau, had only preserved the 
courage of his original idea, he ee ky 
produced a romance out-Hag g Ha 
GARD, and relegating Zanont i end the ** Vril” ” 
le to keep company with Lemuel Gul- 
wer, Ferdinand Count Fathom, and Co., 
in the shades of the Almost Forgotten Ones, 
But after going through two-thirds of his 
uncanny oe, the ihe ee tee satisfied 


ve _ with his success in 
Pe onils 


= only See, to a er —, ¢ 
eavy and a superfici udy 
anatomical subjects, resulting in dream-fits 
of violent indigestion, became htened by 
his own monsters, and thought his course 
would be to announce to his readers that he 
had *‘only been purtendin’ all along,” and 
that these awful creatures of his imagination 
were in realty only intended to represent the 
stupidity, ess, sensuality, and all — 
lower qualities of animal man; and that, in 
fact, the whole story, from beginning to end, 
was a parable, and not the true record UD 
posed to have been made a unele of 
Charles Edward Prendrick, and subse- 
quently published, Sy the benefit of society 
and science, by h ee. me nep re 
When the author himself ows you 

it’s done,” there is an end of the seslaaer 
the interest i in the tale is dead, and the author 


in giving away causes the reader to 
et ever haying taken him at his own 
valuation. Tue Baron. 
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“SAME IDEA ONLY ANOTHER WAY OF PUITING IT.” 


First Swell, ‘‘How ark you TOo-pay, OLD Bor?!” 

Second Swell, ‘‘Onty Mippiine, Gor A JOLLY Goop Comp!” 

First Swell, ‘‘Taat atu? Dooskp LUCKY, OLD FELLAH, YOU HAVEN'T GOT A WRETCAED 
BAD ONE!” 








"ARRY ON SPRING-TIME AND SPORT, | P°*",c14 Water are both st their ease, and 
Deak Cuartiz,—The trees is all blobby with | Oh, lor! wot a comfort it is to ’ave thiogs 


buds and a-bustin’ out green ; right si 

Good old Easter is over and gone, and the | oleate mpperes ace cae tile it, I 
canty Spee fashions is seen. i never ’ave felt it befora 

a, en eee ee females, is | Not Hike I do now, dear old man; but since 

ving ns - . SEBERY’S gang e sack, 

And my winter “Tmmensikof” now can with | I ’ave been like a bee = a blossom, with ’oly 
safety be put up the spout. calm all up my back. 

We ain’t ’ad not no winter to speak of; no| Wuth living for, ain’t it, old hoyster? I sits 
snow, and no pipes on the bust. at our Union Club,— 

The Water Cos. last year wos flammoxed ; | Wich combines patriotic True-Blaeness with 

_ but now they feel O.K., I trust. all the delights of a pub,— 

With them plaguey Progressives knocked out, | And I thinks of that Hundred and Fifty as 

and the good old Conservatives in, follows dear ARTHUR and Jor, 
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Till wot with Spring feelings and Scotch, I 
declare I feel all of a glow. 


In the Spring—as some poet remarks—young 
men’s fancies do seem on the tarn : 

To love and to general lumminess, Senti- 
ment’s slop as J spurn, 

Bat somehow the lime-leaves and laylocks, 


laburnums and le-topped fi 
Stirs somethink within ae as nsane a day off 
and a new pair o’ bags. 


My boss ’as no in ’im, wus luck, and 
my tailor’s the same. 

Bat Easter comes most aprypo toa chap as 
would keep up the game. 

Bosses can’t do away with Cross Bun Day— 
thanks be !—and a bit of a spin 

From Thursday to Tuesday, is yum-yum, 
old man, just as Spring-time comes in. 


I mounted my bike this last ’oliday. Tell 
you, dear boy, I’ma 
At the Safety by this time. It’s proper! A 
ff as can tool ’is own cab 
Or a gent on ’is ’ack ain’t no freer nor more 


hindependent me 
When I ding my leg over the saddle and 
treadle away tords the sea. 


The bike, mate, like cigarette-smoking, is 
evelling class, ah! and sex, 

When Princesses pedal, and Hempresses 
whiff, there are prigs it may vex ; 

Bat biking and bacca, like love, are per- 
miskus, and don’t dror no line ; 

And the Dachess Fumrup@eE on ’er wheel 
ain’t no ’appier than me upon mine, 


I know lots o’ littery parties now freez3 on 
to cycling like fan. 

A Society star, as I’ve met on the Healing 
Road, out for a ran— 

Mister Samvxt Bone is ’is name I ’ave ’eard, 
though I don’t know the gent— 

On ’is wheel, with ’is boy at ’is bak, is a 

picture of crimson content. 


I once used to meet ’im on ’orseback, a Jar 
Johnny Gilpin, you know, ; 

All elbers and knees; but, Jimimer! e’s give 
that the chuck long ago, 

And now bikes, a reglar fair buster. ’E 
ts ‘* a dead open and shut,’’ 

As the Yankees remark ; and I envy ’is style, 
and ’is pace, and ’is cut, 


With ’is ’appy fat smile, and fine calves, and 
’is changes of rippin’ rig-out,— 

As my pocket won’t run to, dear boy,—’e’s 
as jolly as jam, I’ve no doubt. 

If there ’s one man in London I envy it’s ’im 
I am free for to own; 

And I’m told ’e’s a genius, too; s0’ere’s’ 
bully for Mister Sam Bonz! 


When swell parties like im and ’is pals take 
up b all galliant and free, 

Can you wonder the game’a; its charms for a 

it o’ good metal like Me? 

I am t g of writing a book called, 4 
ae ona Bike. Once afloat— 

I am told by a printer I_know—it will run 
like Three Men in a Boat. 


Ah! more so, I shouldn’t arf wonder, for 
everyone bikes in these da 

And it’s only old fogies aid frumps cock 
their nose at the sport as ‘‘ a-craze.” 

A craze, my dear boy, is a popular game you 
ain’t in, or don’t like ; 

And it’s that’s wy old crocks and fat dowdies 
are dreadfully down on the bike. 


Don’t they wish they wos in it, my pippin, 
boys with no bellows or 
And mouldy old mivvies too hugly for 
knickers and pretty-girl pranks ? 
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I’d a race on the road t’other day with a 
pooty young thing in e blue, 
dad § wes uct Uaioe. y, L’ad to do 
all as J knew. 


It was bellows to mend with the pair on us 
when we pulled up at a pub. 

Sez I, ‘‘ Hatty Lanter ain’t in it with you, 
can te ” (The name of ’er club 

ed after 3 great Greek girl runner, I’m 

Sead ** Ah, Milanion,” sez she, 

“* If I’adn’t been munching some happles at 
lunch—well, next time we shall see ! ”’ 


Wy she called me that name I’ve no notion. 
But if Mrs. Grundy ’ad seen 

Us downing that ’ill neck and neck, the old 
trot would ’a’ simply turned green. 

Not womanly? No, a it’s girlish, and 
bully for girlhood, say I. 

awe are ee aay sports out in Greece, I 

ill Greek girls ’ave a shy ? 


Wy not? If you’ve been to Ol and 
seen the clists at wakes m, 

The Gite, a0 GAMBLEYS, and Parr- 

nuanpas,—Gret Scott! you must be a 


To turn on the vinegar-cruet. In spite of all 


Partin qengtan #4 squeals, 
And Grundyish grumbles, the world must 
make way for the Woman on Wheels! 


So among ‘‘S 8 Delights” now with me, 
ore my Safety is one o’ the 
my best girl to — She ’ll 
ohare out a scorcher, I tru 
And when she’s ho fay I "sual betag er to 
see you. My tandem will carry— 
Though she ain’t no light weight—my 
ITTY, and yours tollolbobbishl 5 
ARRY, 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 
Up Za now I aly sre bop the ae pean for 


such as 

the the galiee ira a ue oar th the freak. Sir iiax 
ena ae ove er etrates » had been 
acquired b on Meee "s Haeearp, Hatt 

AINE, ANTHONY Hope, "Frank Barrett & 
Co.. I Limited, but now I find an opposition 
firm started by A. E, N, whose 
Courtship of "Mavviee Buckler, published 
by Macmirtan & Co., is a most fascina 
is of this class, Not only is it full of plo 
and ormmeaee Ents not only is its hero as 
original as any recently invented hero can 
possibly be, “toed there is a closely woven 
thread of details, every one of which is abso- 
lutely essential to the artistic design. So in 
the construction, though there be clouds of 
dust raised, yet is there no one figure in the 
tourbillon that does not fill its place of set 
purpose; and in the dialogue, no scrap of 
conversation without its definite object, nor, 


in the action, is there a single movement | h 


without its proper destination. The motive 
of the hero is, in one sense, of the noblest 
kind, insomuch that it represents the spec- 
tacle of the highest form of manly devotion, 
namely, risking life for the purpose of re- 
venging the death of a friend, and so punish- 
ing one who had been to all intents and pur- 
poses a cowardly assassin. There is one cir- 
cumstance, an initial one, which, had the 
author taken advantage of his own inge- 
nuity, would have intensified the interest 
ee in a most remarkable manner. 
remain the Baron’s secret, which, 
as title (The Baron’s Secret, is it not a good 
ms oh the present scribe doth * ‘herewith,’ 
hereby,” with all the ‘‘ neverthelesses,”’ 
sneha isc emeert 
es” pos appropria 
his own eek as use. It is an omission 
which @ ea near to spoiling the character of | such 
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the brave but ill-fated Julian, who a pene | 
en 

nomore. YetonJulan’s last moments 
depends the whole pein of events, Per- 
rs al the curiosity of my readers will be| his 


for a brief span on this e and 


be a, attributed to a training course of 
suppers and a superficial study of 
Dat sarees Seen in dream-fits 


aroused by this ieuenng The this as it may, | would be 


if this my hint et ation As fearine. 

reade will, unless e be ex 

thank ths dex ey chives g fricinintiticn as to 
at a Sa provided for them 


the excellent en 
in wi Courtship of Morrice Buckler, 


G. WELLS, whilst writing The Island 
of Dr. Moreau, had only preserved the 
courage of his original idea, he 0 ee Ha zane 


produced a romance out-Haggardin 


ane. and zelogating Zanoni and the Swe vril” ™ 

here to keep company with Lemuel Gul- 
wer, Ferdinand Count Fathom, and Co., 

in the shades of the Almost Forgotten Ones. 

ik cues th ier ae tl fled 

uncanny e author, arperent y sa 

undoubted success 


But after 


so far with his 
grotesque aad toovteatio of pe 


a 


of violent indigesti = became 


htened by 


” all along,” and 


that theee awful seetares - a maagieee 
were in reality only in represent the 
stupidi eellishnewe, 


sensuality, and all the 


lower qualities of animal man ; and that, in 


fact, the whole story, from 


to end, 


was a parable, and not the aw et sup- 


posed to have been made 


the uncle of 


Charles Edward poate ick, and subse- 
quently eee for the benefit of weeny 


and science, by h 
When the author himself 


ising nephew. 
ows Bag rend 


it’s done,” Santis an end of the mystery, 
the interest in the tale isdead, and the author 
in giving himself away causes the er to 


et_ ever having taken 


valuation, 


him at his own 
Tue Baron. 
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“SAME IDEA ONLY ANOTHER WAY OF PUITING IT.” 


First Swell, ‘‘How ARE you To-pay, OLD Bor?” 

Second Swell, ‘‘Onty Mippiine, Gor A JOLLY Goop CoLp !” 

First Swell, ‘‘Taat atu? DoosED LUCKY, OLD FELLAH, YOU HAVEN'T GOT A WRETCAED 
BAD ONE!” 








"ARRY ON SPRINC-TIME AND SPORT. | °°*,@72 Water are both at their ease, and 


Dear CHRviK,—The trees is all blobby with | Oh, lor! wot a comfort it is to ’ave thiags 
buds and a-bustin’ out green ; right side uppards once more ! 

Good old Easter is over and gone, and the | ‘Oly calm,” as dear Dizzy once called it, I 
early Spring fashions is seen. 4 never ’ave felt it before 

mc spa eo Meat females, is | Not Le I do now, ae ae man; but since 

ving n- - 3 SEBERY’S gang e sack, 

And my winter ‘*Immensikoff” now can with | I ’ave been like a bee a a blossom, with ’oly 

safety be put up the spout. calm all up my back. 


We ain’t ’ad not no winter to speak of; no| Wuth living for, ain’t it, old hoyster? I sits 
snow, and no pipes on the bust. at our Union Club,— 
The Water Cos. year wos flammoxed ; | Wich combines patriotic True-Blueness with 
__but now they feel 0.K., I trust. all the delights of a pub,— 
With them plaguey Progressives knocked out, | And I thinks of that Hundred and Fifty as 
and the good old Conservatives in, follows dear ARTHUR and Jor, 





~ 


Till wot with creas feelings and Scotch, I 
declare I feel all of a glow. 


In the Spring—as some poet remarks—young 
men’s fancies do seem on the tarn ; 

To love and to general lumminess, Senti- 
ment’s slop as J spurn, 

Bat somehow the lime-leaves and laylocks, 
laburnums and purple-topped 


Stirs somethink within me as means 6 day off 
and a new pair o’ bags. 

My boss ’as no in ’im, wus luck, and 
my r’s the same, 

Bat Easter comes most aprypo toa chap as 
would keep up the game. 


Bosses can’t do away with Cross Bun Day— 
thanks be !—and a bit of a spin 
From Thursday to Tuesday, is ee aes 


old man, just as Spring-time comes 


I mounted my bike this last ’oliday. Tell 
ou, dear boy, I’m a dab 

At the Safety by this time. It’s proper! A 
ff as can tool ’is own ca 

Or a gent on ’is "ack ain’t no freer nor more 

hindependent than me 
When I ing my leg over the saddle and 
e away tords the sea, 


The bike, mate, like cigarette-smoking, is 
levelling class, ah! and sex, 

When Princesses pedal, and Hempresses 
whiff, there are prigs it may vex; 

Bat biking and bacca, like love, are per- 
miskua, and don’t dror no line ; 

And the Dachess FumrupGE on ’er wheel 
ain’t no ’appier than me upon mine, 


I know lots o’ littery parties now freez3 on 
to cycling like fan. 

A Society star, as I’ve met on the Healing 
Road, out for a ran— 

Mister Samvoxt Bons is ’is name I ’ave ’eard, 
though I don’t know the gent— . 

On ’i3 wheel, with ’is boy at ’is back, is a 
picture of crimson content. 


I once used to meet ’im on ’orseback, a Jar 
Johnny Gilpin, you know, 

All elbers and knees; but, Jimimer! e’s give 

And now bikes, a reglar fair baster. 

As the Yankees remark; and I envy ’is style, 
and ’is pace, and ’is cut. 


that the chuck long ago, 7 
ts ‘* a dead open and shut,’’ 
With "is ’appy fat smile, and fine calves, and 
i 


g0 of rippin’ rig-out,— 
As my pocket won’t run to, dear boy,—’e’s 
as jolly as jam, I’ve no doubt. 
If there’s one man in London I envy it’s im 
Iam for to own; 
And I’m told ’e’s a genius, too; so’ere’s’ 
bully for Mister Sam Bonz! 
When swell parties like ’im and ’is pals take 
up biking all galliant and free, 
Can you er the game’as; its charms for a 
it o’ metal like Me? 
I am thi of writing a book called, 4 
Bhoy on a Bike. Once afloat— 
I am told by a printer I_know—it will run 
like Three Men in a Boat, 
Ah! more so, I shouldn’t arf wonder, for 
everyone bikes in these oar 
And it’s only old fogies an trumps cock 


their nose at the sport as ‘‘a-craze.” 

A craze, my dear ney is a game you 
ain’t in, or don’t like ; 

And it’s that’s wy old crocks and fat dowdies 
are dreadfally down on the bike. 

Don’t they wish they wos in it, my pippin, 
old boys with no ballon or 

And mouldy old mivvies too hugly for 
knickers and pretty-girl pranks ? 
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I’da ao on ae ree pect ony with a 
young in e blue, 

Aad leon not lick ical. pareenty. I ’ad to do 

all as I . T knew. 


It was bellows to mend with the pair on us 
when we pulled up at a pub. 

Sez I, ‘* Hatty Lanter ain’t in it with you, 
Miss!” (The name of ’er club 

Called after & great Greek girl runner, I’m 

Id.) ‘*‘ Ah, Milanion,” sez she, 

“Tf I ’adn’t been munching some happles at 

lunch—well, next time we shall see 


Wy she called me that name I’ve no notion. 
But if Mrs. Grundy ad seen 

Us downing that ’ill neck ai neck, the old 
trot woald ’a’ simply tarned green. 

Not womanly ? No, nd _" s girlish, and 

ee a no 
They are some sports out in Greece 
ill Greek girls ’ave a shy ‘ 


Wy not? If ae ’ve been to Olympia, and 
seen the re at work,— 

The GRACES, GAMBLEYs, and Parr 
LIARDES,—Great Scott! you must be a 
old Turk 

To turn on the ar -cruet. In spite of all 
Partin squeals, 

And Gran sth grumbles, the world must 
make way for the Woman on Wheels! 


So among ‘‘S f Delights ” now with me, 
mate, ad ety is one o’ the fust. 
Iam ing my best girl to pedal. She ’ll 


turn out a scorcher, I tru 
‘ 1 chell bri ‘er to 
will per 


And aha she’s ho fay I 
+ no light weight—my 


™ gee you My tandem 
0 
wae and yours tollolbobbishly, 
Arry, 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 
our ee ae waa I uae: mets the patent for 


the at ke oy eras Brush, hie doce 
ae an e ir JOHN 
GILBERT, wo ali elovs to illustrate, had been 


acquired or Messrs. ‘*Q,” Hacer, Hatt 
Catnk, ANTHONY Hope, ‘Frank Barrett & 
Co., Limited, but now I find an opposition 
firm by A. E. W. Mason, whose 
Courtship of ‘Borrice Buckler, published 
by ee © is a most fascina ascinating 
story of this class, “Sot only te i¢ full of plot 
and counterplot, not only is its hero as 
original as any recently invented any ome 
possibly be, but there is a closely 
thread of details, every one of whl ‘setae ee 
lutely essential to the artistic design. 
the construction, though there be clouds of 
dust raised, yet is there no one figure in the 
tourbillon that does not fill its place of set 
purpose; and in the dialogue, no scrap o 
conversation without its definite object, nor, 
in the action, is there a single movement 
without its proper destination. The motive 
of the hero is, in one sense, of the noblest 
, insomuch that it represents the spec- 
tacle of the highest form of manly devotion, 
namely, risking life for the purpose of re- 
venging the death of a friend, and so punish 
ing one who had to all intents and pur- 
poses a cowardly commie. There is one cir- 
cumstance, an initial a i iroage had the 


author taken advantage of his own inge- 
nuity, would have intensified the interest 


throughout in a most remarkable manner. 
This will remain the Baron’s secret, which, 
as title (The Baron’s Secret, is it not a good 
=~ eo) the present scribe doth * ‘herewith,” 
hereby,” with all the “ _neverthelesses,” 
traries” atten te vine rand sopra S 
raries’’ pos and appropria 
It is an omission 
character of | such 


SEs 


=; ! ll 


t ‘A i 





Smali Voice from under the Bed, ‘‘No, 1 with Wor COME OUT! I TELL YOU, ONCE AND 
FOR ALL, BERNESIA, 1 WILL BE MASTER IN MY OWN HovsE!” 


f| the brave but ill-fated Juhan, who appears 


for a brief span on this e and then is 
heardnomore. YetonJulan’s last moments | ana 
depends the whole sequence of events. Per- 
haps the curiosity of my readers will be 


aro this inuendo, Be this as it may 
if this my hint will increase the number of 
readers, they will, unless gratitude be extinct, 


thank me for my strong recommendation as to 
the excellent entertainment provided for them 
in The Courtship of Morrice Buckler. 

If H, G. WELLS, whilst writing The Island 
of Dr. Moreau, had only preserved the 
his original iden, he re might have 
produced a romance out-Hag -Hae- 
GARD, and relegating Zanon: and the "* Vril”’ 

le to keep company with Lemuel G'ul- 
hver, Ferdinand Count Fathom, and Co., 
in the shades of the Almost Forgotten Ones. 
But after g through two-thirds of his 
uncanny tale, the author, “Deere satisfied 
ie far with his undoubted success in 


grotesque and fantastic effects as reall Seiveilan 


course of 
study of 
dream-fits 


Me — rear uigloay! to a trainin 
ry suppers and a superfici 
subjects, a in 
of of violent indigestio htened by 
his own monsters, an pea ght his course 
would be to announce to his readers that he 
had ‘‘only been purtendin’ all along,” and 
that these awful creatures of his imagination 
were in rears only intended to represent the 
stupidity, ess, sensuality, and all the 
lower qualities of animal man; and that, in 
fact, the whole story, from to end, 
was a parable, and not the true record sup- 
posed to have been made b uncle of 
Charles Edward Prendrick, and su 
quently published, for the benefit of society 
and science, at his en ing nephew. 
When the author ows you “how 
it’s done,” there is an end of the mystery, 
the interest in the tale isdead, and the author 
in giving himself away causes the reader to 
ever having taken him at his own 
THe Bakon, 
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“SAME IDEA ONLY ANOTHER WAY OF PUTTING IT.” 
First Swell, ‘‘How are you To-pay, OLp Bor?” 
Second Swell, ‘‘Onty Mippiine, Gor A JOLLY Goop CoLp!” 


First Swell, ‘‘Taat atu? Doosep LUCKY, OLD FELLAH, YOU HAVEN'T GOT A WRETCAED 
BAD ONE!” 


“Ss 2 








Beer and Water are both at their ease, and 
so likeways are Pulpit and Tin. 

Oh, lor! wot a comfort it is to ’ave thiogs 
right side Sppercs once more ! 

***Oly calm,” as dear Dizzy once calledit. I 
never ’ave felt it before 

Not like I do now, dear old man; but since 


"ARRY ON SPRINC-TIME AND SPORT. 


Dear CHArtiz,—The trees is all blobby with 
buds and a-bustin’ out green ; 

Good old Easter is over and gone, and the 
early Spring fashions is seen. 

Mother Nature, like most other females, is 


’aving a bran-new rig-ou RosEBERY’s gang got the sack, 

And my winter  Tmmenstiott” now can with | I ’ave been like a bee < a blossom, with ’oly 
safety be put up the spout. calm all up my back, 

We ain’t ’ad not no winter to speak of; no| Wuth living for, ain’t it, old hoyster? I sits 
snow, and no pipes on the bust. at our Union Club,— 

The Water Cos. year wos flammoxed ; | Wich combines — True-Blueness with 

_ but now they feel 0.K., I trust. all the delights of a pub,— 

With them plaguey Progressives knocked out, | And I thinks of that undred and Fifty as 

and the good old Conservatives in, follows dear ARTHUR and Joz, 


= 


Till wot with Spring feelings and Scotch, I 
declare I feel all of a glow. 


In the Spring—as some poet remarks—young 
men’s fancies do seem on the turn eats 


To love and to general lumminess., 
ment’s slop as J spurn, 

Bat somehow the lime-leaves and laylocks, 
laburnums and e-top 


Stirs somethink within me as means 8 day off 
and a new pair o’ bags. 
My boss ’as no in ’im, wus luck, and 
my tailor’s the same. 
Bat Easter comes most aprypo to a chap as 
d keep up the game. 


Bosses can’t do away with Cross Bun Day— 
thanks be !—and a bit of a spin 

From Thursday to Tuesday, is yum-yum, 
old man, just as Spring-time comes in. 


I mounted my bike this last ’oliday. Tell 
ou, dear boy, I’m a dab 

At the Safety by this time. It’s proper! A 
toff as can tool ’is own cab, 

Or a gent on ’is’ack ain’t no freer nor more 
hindependent than me 

When I fling my leg over the saddle and 
treadle away tords the sea. 


The bike, mate, like cigarette-smoking, is 

levelling class, ah! and sex, 
hen Princesses _and Hempresses 

whiff, there are prigs it may vex ; 

Bat biking and bacca, like love, are per- 
miskus, and don’t dror no line ; 

And the Dachess Fumruper on ’er wheel 
ain’t no ’appier than me upon mine. 


I know lots o’ littery parties now freez3 on 
to cycling like fan. : 

A Society star, as I’ve met on the Healing 
Road, out for a run— 

Mister Samozt Bons is ’is name I ’ave ’eard, 
though I don’t know the gent— 

On ’i3s wheel, with ’is boy at ’is back, is a 
picture of crimson content. 


I once used to meet’im on ’orseback, a Jar 
Johnny Gilpin, you know, , 

All elbers and knees; but, Jimimer! e’s give 
that the chuck long ago, 

And now bikes, a reglar fair buster. ’E 
ts ‘* a dead open and shut,’’ 

As the Yankees remark ; and I envy ’is style, 
and ’is pace, and ’is cut. 


With ’is ’appy fat smile, and fine calves, and 
’is changes of rippin’ rig-out,— 

As my pocket won’t run to, dear boy,—’e’s 
as jolly as jam, I’ve no doubt. 

there ’s one man in London I envy it’s ’im 

Iam for to own; 

And I’m told ’e’s a genius, too; so’ere’s 
bully for Mister Sam Bonz! 


When swell ies like im and ’is take 
up biki Dall ealliant and free, 


Can re wonder the game ’a; its charms for a 
it 0’ metal like Me? 
I am thinking of writing a book called, 4 
ee ona Bike. Once afloat— 
I am told by a printer I_know—it will run 
like Three Men in a Boat, 


Ah! more so, I shouldn’t arf wonder, for 
everyone bikes in these days 
And it’s only old fogies and frumps cock 


their nose at the sport as ‘‘ a-craze.” 

A craze, my dear ae a game you 
ain’t in, or don’ ‘like ; 

And it’s that’s wy old crocks and fat dowdies 
are dreadfully down on the bike. 

Don’t they wish they «wos in it, my pippin, 
old boys with no bellows or shanks, 

And mouldy old mivvies too hugly for 
knickers and pretty-girl pranks? 
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I’d a race on oe deo, Parl with a 
pooty yi in 6 Diue 

And 12.1 was aot licked, sarees. Tad to do 
all as J knew. 


It was bellows to mend with the pair on us 
when we pulled up at a pub. 

Sez I, ‘* Hatty Lanter ain’t in it with you, 
iss!” (The name of ’er club 

Called after 2 great Greek girl runner, I’m 
1d.) Milanion,”’ sez she, 

“*If I’adn’t been munching some happles at 
lunch—well, next time we shall see 


Wy she called me that name I’ve no notion. 
But if Mrs. Grundy ’ad seen 

Us downing that ’ill neck and neck, the old 
trot would ’a’ weny turned green, 

Not womanly? No, but it’s girlish, and 

re bully da girlhood, ay ‘ioe 1 

oe - some sports out in Gre 
Will Greek girls ’ave a shy ? 

Wy not? . oe ’ve been to Olympia, and 
seen the “na at work,— 

The GRacEs, GamMBLEYs, and Par- 
LIARDES,—Great Scott! you must be a 


old Turk 
To turn on the vinegar-cruet. In spite of all 


dame, squeals, 
And Grundyish grumbles, the world must 
make way for the Woman on Wheels! 


So among ‘‘S 8 Delights” now with me, 
mate, my 5 ety is one o’ the fust. 

one my best girl to pedal She ’ll 

turn out a scorcher, I tru 

Keil wheal tha’ 8 iw 2 “shall bring er to 
see you. My tandem will 

Though she ain’t no light weight—my 
Kirry, and yours tollolbobbish] my 

ARRY. 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 
Up ea ave I ee wee the patent for 


I am 


fhe gelies Pika tear ie, B Brush, mah Bir Jone 
e gallan e ir JOHN 
GILBERT, wo wouldve to illustrate, been 


acquired by Messrs. ‘‘Q,’’ Haecarp, Hatt 
ges i AnTHOoNY Hope, "Frank Barnett & 
Co., Limited, ogg now I find an opposition 
firm . E. W. Mason, whose 
woneetee of “Morrice Buckler, published 
by Macmintan & Co., is a most fascina ascinating 
hee of this class, “Biot only ts it full of plot 
and counterplot, not only is its hero as 
original as any recently invented hero can 
coy be, but there is a closely woven 
of de , every one of which is abso- 
lately essential to the artistic design.. So in 
the construction, though there be ‘be clouds of 
dust raised, yet is there no one figure in the 
tourbillon that does not fill its place of set 
purpose; and in the dialogue, no scrap of 
conversation without its definite object, nor, 
in the action, is there a single movement 
without its proper destination. The motive 
the hero is, in one sense, of the noblest 
. insomuch that it represents the spec- 
tacle of the highest form of manly devotion, 
namely, risking life for the a! ear of re- 
venging the death of a friend, and so punish- 
ing one who had been to all intents and pur- 
poses a cowardly assassin. There is one cir- 
cumstance, an initial Oty which, had the 
author taken advantage of his own inge- 
nuity, would have intensified the interest 
throughout in a most remarkable manner. 
This will remain the Baron’s secret, which, 
= hao (The Baron’s Secret, is it not a good. 
P) the present scribe doth * herewith,” 
and ‘ hereby,” with all the ‘‘ neverthelesses,’’ 
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Small Voice from under the Bed, ‘‘ No, I with Nor COME OUT! I TELL YOU, ONCE AND 
FOR ALL, BERNESIA, I WILL BE MASTER IN MY OWN HovsE!” 


the brave but ill-fated Julian, who appears 


for a brief span on this e and 


en is 


heardnomore. Yeton Tuleans last moments | ana 
depends the whole sequence of Sc hamage Per- 


haps the curiosity 
aroused by thi 
if this m 


readers, 


is inuendo, 


hint will increase the number 
ey will, unless gratitude be extinct, 


of my readers will 
Be this as it may 


of 


me for ay eroe recommendation as to 


the excellent entertainment provided for 
in nn ee of Morrice Buckler. 


WELLS, whilst writing The Island 
only preserved 


Scans Gt be otiginal Gea’ te ign 
0 idea, he 
produced a romance out-Haggardin seiline 


them 


the 
mye 


noes and relegating Zanoni and the SW vril” = 


foe e to keep company with uel 
er, 


Gul- | and 


Ferdinand Count Fathom, and Co., 
in the shades of the coke Forgotten Ones. 


‘ ness ” and“ all-to-the-oon- But after ing ong See tia 
raries’’ possi oe appropria uncanny tale, the author, apparently sa 
his own Toeatla It is an omission Y success in produ 


which goes near to anel 


or feds a Te ae eee 


grotesque and fantastic effects as 


could 


Saket weaeee cok a cceectia course of 
ry papers and a superficial study of 
subjects, resulting in dream-fits 

eS violent indigestio became htened by 


= own monsters, and thought his best course 
had “only been purtendin’ all along,” and 
a6 ng,” an 
that these Y awful creatures of his imagination 
were in ey only intended to represent the 
stupidity, ess, sensuality, and all the 
lower qualities of animal man; and ee in 
fact, the whole story, from to end, 
was & parable, and not 4 true record sup- 
posed to have been eee 
Charles Edward Prendeic and subse- 
quently ree for the benefit of society 
science, by h ae en ising epee. 
When the author himself shows you 
it’s done,” there is an end of the eer 
the interest in the tale isdead, and the author 
in giving away causes reader to 
Bel ee nee, ee 
THe Baron, 
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A DECLARATION INDEED! 


‘* AVEZ-VOUS QUEIQUECHOSE A DECLARER, MapamE?” 








“WHAT WE ARE COMING TO'NEXT.” 


WE understand that, after the Early Bill _ been 
another measure, entitled the Household on Act, wi 
ny law. The following is a rough précis of its chief clauses :— 

I.) At 5 a.m. in summer, and 5.30 a.m. in ter, the House- 
- er is required to see that all his servants in making return, 
state one or none] have risen from their beds. Should the Inspector 
of Morals on duty report that the kitchen fire has not been lighted 
by 6 a.M., he will issue a summons against the Householder. 
if (II, ) ani tes A.M, =~ Taek must have Setes bed lass 
C tee tes e cooking of eggs and bacon, kidneys, b docks, 
and other dishes, is | y forbidden after that hour.’ No Sany 
papers —— oe received after 8 a.m. Sunday journals are forbidden. 
Under use the Inspector may, for any infringement of the 
rl aim 8p vgs pens alty not exceeding £20, 


artial weekly cleanings are issible between the 
hours of 11 A.M. and 2 P.M., but no gener loaning of the House- 


Berra » Deemanes Senn Crees sar Oe e days al ci acl to 
wit :—Januar April 1, June 19, and Debphae 17, Should 

date (or date tal all on a Sunday, the previous Saturday will be een 
as the official day of observance. The Inspector is authorised to enter 
the house (or chambers, or flat) on all such occasions. Penalties 


from £1 to £100 
-) Unless the Householder can prove an income exceeding £600 | n 
per annum, no late dinner shall be permitted in his establishment, 
Hiet-ten co vitowr (the bill of fase af ohiah menat be oc ied on de- | th 
rae the twee ag soca pc whens no case eens Bs fe 
e soup, and champagne are absolu persons 
whe sasicnshle to certify to an annual di 
in indirect — Hot luncheons resurrection 
tr id meat, and ig Mido cooked ed vegetables being exempted) are 
en. Fines for each and every oe nt of this regulation 
be ascertained by the a supplied to all Inspectors, who 
= Y authorised, 1 in execution of their duty, to taste dishes, as 
occasion Emay require. 
(V.) The Householder must transmit to the Inspector, without 
demand, answers to the following inquiries :— 


‘'Og, WEE! Jz DECLAR QUE NOOS AVONG PAIRDEW TOO NO BaccaRGE |” 


for ligur is your wine merchant, and what i - seas mon ferrites 
ek supplied P [* This need not include soda er 
but must comprise bitters, such as peach, orange, al 


Kngostur tne names of your baker, greengrocer, butcher, grocer, 
fecuonaee farrier, corndealer, newsage awmgent, stockbroker (if apy), 
medical adviser, tailor or m mee bo ei bcotmaker, isaac 
builder, cycle manufacturer, to shmonger, musical instru- 
ment maker, haberdasher, a Leen, Snennener muflin-man, 
dairy-keeper, and solicitor. 

(c ~_ is re of rem (* if a freeholder, pap be must be proved], 

[or landlady, or executors, or trustees]. 
ant) cates of and ig coe husband) 
father and mother, grandfather and ——- er (paternal al and 
maternal), also euttiioaten of birth, vaccination, and school progress 
of your children, [* If a bachelor (or eer pi stamped exemp- 
tion Wiens £2) under the Non-responsibility clause, Cap. 209. ] 

Householder is required to verify to the satisfaction of the 
fabesior the extinction of all lights on his premises by the hour of 
10 P.M., grace of fifteen a ing allowed in cases of visits to 
places of amusement, for whi eh pega bY hed ssued monthly, and 
avellable only on one occasion be made by the Inspector on Sy 
ment of the following fees per head :— Opera Be, pe yh ae an 
— Arsiegrss 1s., and music halls 10s, In event of the 
g to carry out the law with regard to the extinction “of 
ite he he is liable to imprisonment without the option of a fine, at 
e discretion of the Inspector. 


oF EEASTRES, repels AND J the he Daily Telegraph 
ere appeared t 

- Bieycle Accidents,” It i is to be hoped: that, for the benefit of the 
** Common- Wie, sufficient material may not be forthooming to 
warrant the dail y sppecsanes of suchacolumn, Anyway, this 
give bicyclists a s all round, 


A Very Warery Maasure.—The Raines Bill, as inforoed in the 
city of New York. 


«dIiO NANVL ATLLIT V Isaf AMIT C7TAOHS I-LNd ‘ATAWNAUD I.NOC I,, “W1XONUAN ANQ GAXVL-AHOONT ABT 


‘SSV LNGILVYd WH 


/ 


| 
‘ 


) 


' 
: 


y 


j 
u 


; 
/ 


, 
/ 


eit 
RUAN 
BAN 


Seek Hee 
SA\\ 


\ 


- 


\ 


\ 
I] 


z \\ ) 
zA\\ \ 

Say 
\ \i 
NS , \\ 


‘\ ‘i 
Y \\ 


‘\ 


WW \b 


NN ¥ 


\! \! NY 


\N\\ 
ie 


ar \\\\\\ 
\: ral \\\\ 
i | 
SENN, 


‘ \ ent i \ | 
rer AN \\ Ny 
SAA NN} \\\\ \] 

NN Wy) . 


LV 








‘9681 ‘SI lUdyY—THVAIMVHO NOGNOT FHL YO ‘HONDd 











at ‘eh RN RS aA " 
Fs os ah ‘\ 
toe ry aK) 4 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 


[Aram 18, 1896. 





A DECLARATION INDEED! 


'* AVEZ-VOUS QUEIQUECHOSE A DECLARER, Mapaur?” 





“WHAT WE ARE COMING TO'*NEXT.” 


WE understand that, after the Early Bill has been 
another measure, entitled the Household tion Act, 
become law, The following is a rough précis of its chief clauses :— 

@ (I) At5 a.m. in summer, and 5.30 a.m. in winter, the House- 
holder is required to see that all his servants [* in making return, 
state one or none] have risen from their beds. Should the sgh 


of Morals on duty report that the kitchen fire has not been 
by 6 a.M., he will issue a summons the House 
: (II, 2 il Be A.M. the acareeane must have ro all broakfant-tables| 
a ee e cooking of eggs and bacon, kidn ters, had 

er dishes, is ex y forbidden after "That hour. No daily 
anaes et be eave after 8a.M. - Sunday journals are forbidden, 
aaa this clause the mee. for any infringement of the 


Inspector 

rat. ) artial ye “ascnings oe are cone between the | tion 
hours of 11 a.M. and 2 P.M., but no rd ceasing the House- 
holder’s — may occur save on the days allowed 


wit :—Janu April 1, June 19, and Deteber 17. Should 
date (or date) fal all on a Sunday, me Hrevions Saturday will be taken 
as the official day of observance, The Inspector is authorised to enter 


- house (or chambers, or flat) 7 all such occasions. Penalties 
a sting 0 
ess the House can prove an income ex 
per annum, no late dinner shall be permitted in his establishment. 
Mast-ton or eapeet (the bill of fare of which must be supplied on de- 
aba te oe meuenre) One Th 3 S8e Ne permitted 6.30 P.M. 
Oysters, turtle soup, and Seereeae are absolutely denied to persons 
who are unable to certify to an annual diture of £400 or upwards 
in indirect taxation. Hot luncheons (hanes, resurretion pies, minced 
feck) meat, and previously cooked vegetables being ee sata are 
orbidden. Fines ~ each and every infringement of this regulation 
may be ascertained by the schedule supplied to all Inspectors, who 
are authorised, in a execution of their duty, to taste dishes, as 
occasion aay Fie 
(V.) The Householder must transmit to the Inspector, without 
demand, smaaruis ts the Sillowing tanalsl ies :— 


‘'Og, WEE! J DECLAR QUE NOOS AVONG PAIRDEW TOO NO BAGGARGE |” 


(a ‘ Who is your wine merchant, and what is your monthly account 
for liquor supplied? [* This need not include soda and mineral 
——s ma must comprise bitters, such as peach, orange, and 


Angora) = names of 


jronmonger, far 
medical Nellie ar oie (or es 
builder, ber hea eciataataret, ¢6 bacconist, dasalkoe. musical instru- 
ment maker, ha er, washerwoman, cheesemonger, muflin-man, 
dairy-keeper, and solicitor 
(e eat rent of renin [* if a freeholder, title must be proved], 
[or landlady, or executors, or trustees 
ant ok marriage certificates of yourself and wife (or husband) 
father and mother, ather and grandmother (paternal an 
pr yoo also certificates of birth, vaccination, and school progress 
ildren. [* If a bachelor coe eee) alia stamped exemp- 
ton (fo ee £2) under the Non-responsibility ¢ 
(Vi.) The Householder is required to verify 
Inspector the og ree of all lights 
10 p.M., grace of fifteen minutes 
places of amusement, for which s aig issued monthly, and 
available only on one occasion Semade hs e Inspector on "ed 
ment of the following fees per head :— Opera be, ; ae re Ugh) 36.5 28.6 
= a 1ls,, and music nets 10s. In event of 
g to carry out the law with regard to ne extinction oa 


Hehte be 
og 
Le Si eecetion 


Stomngroees, butcher, grocer, 
Teed, Gf aby), 
tmaker, ‘hake 


inlae aie baker, 


ify to the et of the 
ing sliswel 1 in cases of visits to 


is liable to imprisonment without the option of a fine, at 
of the Inspector. 


pac eee Pains, AND ge the Daily Telegraph 
three separate paragra under the heading 
= tBioyale acid Accidents.” It is to be hoped that, for the benefit of the 


“*Common- Wheel,” sufficient material may not be forthcoming to 
warrant the daily a ce of suchacolumn, Anyway, this will 
give bicyclists a all round. 


A Very Watery Mrasure.—The Raines Bill, as inforced in the 
city of New York. 
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eee INDEED! 


*€ AVEZ-VOUS QUELQUECHOSE A DECLARER, icone 








“WHAT WE ARE COMING TO'NEXT.” 


WE understand that, after the Early C Bill has been passed, 
another measure, entitled the Household tion Act, will] An 
mat law. The following is a rough précis of its chief clauses :— 
ait .) At 5 a.m. in summer, and 5.30 a.m. in 
holder is required to see that all his servants [* in making return, 
state one or none] have risen from their beds. Should ae in stor 
of Morals on duty report that the kitchen fire has not been 
7 . A.M., he will issue a summons against the Householder. 
(11.) By 9 4. A.M, one faced er must have SF 
send we ng of eggs and bacon, kidney docks, 
cles other dish civ y forbidden after that hour.:' No daily 
pane must og recei after 8a.M. -Sunday journals are forbidden. 
— this — > may, for any infringement of the 
a penalty ty not exceeding =. 
rte ) Partial weekly cleanings issible between the 
hours of 11 A.M. and 2 P.M., ee no rene eaning of the House- 
holder’s es may occur save on ie alawed by this Act, to 
wit :—Januar April 1, June 19, and October 17. Should such 
date (or ates) fail all on a Sunday, i oreereres Saturday will be taken 
as the official day of observance, The Inspector is authorised to enter 
the aoe Nee | 1 i or flat) on all such occasions. Penalties 
om 
(ty. ) Unless the Householder can prove an income exceeding £600 
oa annum, no late dinner shall be permitted in his establishment, 
Meat-tea or supper (the bill of fare of ‘akieh must be su 
enka, Sariie ooh sad shenipndos coo abetted aera 
sters, turtle soup, and champagne are absolu enied to persons 
whncrciumahie ts enuty oun annual diture of £400 or upwards 
in indirect taxation. Hot luncheons (h resurrection pies, minced 
i meat, and previously cooked vegeta being exempted) are 
orbidden. Fines for each and every infringement of this 
may be ascertained by the schadals supplied to all Inspectors, who 
are au ,in the execution of their duty, to taste dishes, as 
occasion may require. 
(V.) The Householder must transmit to the Inspector, without 
demand, answers to the follo inquiries :— 


winter, the House- | iro 


‘Og, WEE! JS DECLAR QUE NOOS AVONG PAIRDEW TOO NO BAGGARGE |” 


oe is your wine merchant, and what is your monthly account 
for liquor supplied? [* This need not meee soda and mineral 
wa Pat must comprise bitters, such as peach, orange, ard 


Angorire! the = cong of me gous, bak baker, 
dial adviser 


farrier 
medi ‘ae 6 or “milliner (ar nee ee bo both), bcotmaker, 
builder, oon manufacturer, to shmonger, musical instru- 
ted | ment maker, haberdasher, Cae cheer muflia-man, 
ae, and solicitor. 


greengrocer, butcher, grocer, 
ewsagent, stockbroker (if any), ; 


State rent of i (* if a freeholder, title must be proved], 
(or landlady, or executors, or trustees]. 
ourself and wife (or husband) 
ther (paternal an 
i school 


tes irth, progress 
of your * If a bachelor (or spinster) claim stamped exemp- 
tion og r under the Non-responsibility clause, Cap. 209.] 

.) The Householder is required to verify to the satiatastion of the 
Inspector the extinction of al all 
10 P.M., grace of fifteen minutes eee monet in cases of 

places of amusement, for which s a issued samitly’ can 
available only on one occasion be sede by the ane on "od 
ment of the following fees per head :— Opera 5s., theatre ( rao bone 28 
ditto etee a le., and music halls 10s, In event of the 
Hekite he is Hable to tmpelsonmont sitheut the the extncon Fr: 
ts, he imprisonment twist © Op a fine, a 
the discretion of the Inspector. 


hts on his premises by the hour it 


Gin ta Pains, po aor eee the Daily Telegraph 
three se agraphs under the h 
-_ Saya kati Accidents,” It i “8 he hoped that, for the benefit of ~ 
**Common- Wheel,” sufficient material may not be forthooming to 
warrant the daily a ce of suchacolumn, Anyway, this will 
give bicyclists a e all round. 


A Very Wartzryr Mzasure.—The Raines Bill, as inforced in the 


city of New York. 
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[APRIL 18, 1896. 


A DECLARATION INDEED! 


** AVEZ-VOUS QUELQUEOHOSE A DECLARER, MapauErt!” 








“WHAT WE ARE COMING TO'NEXT.” 


WE understand that, after the Early eens Bill _ been passed 
another measure, entitled the Household on Act, will | An 
become law. The following is a rough précis of its shiof clauses :— 
@(I) At5 a.m. in summer, and 5.30 a.m. in fig the House- 
holder is required to see that all his servants [* in g return, 
state one or none} are ‘risen from their beds. Should — in sotor 
of Morals on oor report that the kitchen fire has not been 
by 6 a.M., he will issue a summons against the House 

(II, By 9 a.M. the Householder must have all breakfast-tables 
cl ,and the cooking of eggs and bacon, kidneys, ets haddocks, 
and other dishes, is y forbidden after that hour.-' No daily 
papers must be received after 8 a.m. ‘Sunday journals are forbidden. 


‘'On, WEE! J DECLAR QUE NOOS AVONG PAIRDEW TOO NO BAGGARGE |” 


(a ae Who is your wine merchant, and what is your monthly account 
for liquor supplied? (* This need not include soda and mineral 
waters, { must comprise bitters, such as peach, orange, and 


Angora | the names of pl 
tsemeitmg Sere corndeal 
medical ad tailor or ~ 


baker, greengrocer, butcher, grocer, 

, hewsagen cour (if apy), 
viser, er eater both), bcotmaker, coach- 
builder, cycle manufacturer, to eae musical instru- 
ted | ment maker, haberdasher, ee cheesemonger, muflin-man, 
dairy-keeper, and solicitor. 

(c) State rent of premises [* if a freeholder, title must be proved], 
[or landlady, or executors, or trustees]. 

cates of yourself and wife (or husband) 


fatbor and mother, cans and grandmother (paternal an 


and age of 


Under this clause the Inspector may for any ent of maternal), also certificates of birth, vaccination, an and school progress 
rule, claim a penalty not exceeding £2 of your children. [* Ifa Siokalos (or epinster) claim stamped exemp- 
(I iL. ) Partial weekly cleanings red une pews the | tion oe £2) under the Non-responsibility cla Cap. 209. 

hours of 11 A.M. and 2 P.M., but no gen House-| (Vi.) The Householder is required to verify to the satisfaction of the 
holder’s peeeees may occur save on the days orttow ty this Act, 2 Inspector the extinction of all lights on his a by the hour of 
wit :—Januar ary et April 1, June 19, and Dotober 17, ‘should such | 10 p.m., grace of fifteen mere es allowed in cases of visits to 
date (or dates) f all on a Sunday, the Erevions Saturda th will be taken | places of amusement, for which ae issued monthly, and 
as the official day of observance, Inspector is authorised to enter | available only on one occasion be adele by the aaa on pa 


the house (or chambers, or flat) on all such occasions. Penalties 


GV) Unless the Householder can prove ceeding £600|n 
niess 6 rou 0. can an i income ex 
tted in his establishment, 


per annum, no late dinner shall be permi 
Msi tek or supper (the bill of fare of which must be supplied on de- 
mee to the Inspector) can in no case be permitted 6.30 P.M. 
Oysters, turtle soup, and champagne are abeolataly denied to persons 
who are unable to certify to an —— diture of £400 or upwards 
in indirect axon Hot luncheons (h pies, minced 


cold) meat, and previously cooked vegetables 
{ortidene Fines a each and every infringement of 
may be ascertained by the aaadule supplied to mail Inspectors, who | WSrran 
are authorised, in the execution of their duty, to taste dishes, as 
occasion — require. 

(V.) The Householder must transmit to the Inspector, without 
demand, answers to the following inquiries :— 


being exempted) are 
this regulation 


ment of the following fees per a :— Opera 5s,, theatre ( Sp pec 28. 6 Od. 
ditto o Goeere 1s., and music halls 10s, In event of the 
lehte, be : 0 5 oaty oe the law eo — ee ‘a 
6 imprisonmen hout the op a fine, a 
the discretion of the Inspector. 


ees oe ps ale noah the ee. ee 
~ tt Bioyale eeretente’ It i is i be he sey os, for the benefit of the 
in waren tha deity'a sufficient material may not be forthooming to 

ally appearance of of suchacolumn, Anyway, this will 
give ay clists as 


A Very Watery Mzasure.—The Raines Bill, as inforced in the 
city of New York. 
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A DECLARATION INDEED! 


** AVEZ-VOUS QUELQUECHOSE A DE£CLARER, per 








“WHAT WE ARE COMING TO 'NEXT.” 


WE understand that, after the Early C 

er measure, entitled the Household ct, 

ne law. The following is a rough précis of its chief clauses :— 
I) At 5 a.m. in summer, and 5.30 a.m. in ter, the House- 
ma der is required to see that all his servants [* cavities return, 

state one or none] have risen from their beds. Should the Inspector 

of Morals on duty report that the kitchen fire has not been lighted 
6 A.M., he sue & summons against the Householder. 

(II.) By 9 a.m. the Householder must have all breakfast-tables 
cl ,and the cooking of eggs and bacon, kidneys, bloaters, haddocks, 
and other es, is ex y forbidden ‘after that hour.’ No daily 

pepers ee oe receiv after 8a.M, Sunday journals are forbidden. 
os use the r =p for any infringement of the} ma 

ls a cpencliy not exceeding £20 

rete artial weekly cleanings are © permissible between the 
hours “ 11 A.M, and 2 P.M., but no = of the House- 
holder’s eee may occur save on the days allowed by this Act, to 
wit :—Jan April 1, June 19, and October 17. Should such 
date (or ‘iates} fail fall on a Sunday, the previous Saturday will be taken 
as the official day of observance. The eee is authorised to enter 
the house (or chambers, or flat) on all such occasions, Penalties 

from £1 to £100. 


({V.) Unless the Householder can prove an income exceeding £600 | n 
per annum, no late dinner shall be permitted in his establishment. 
Meat-tea or supper (the bill of fare of ‘abiah must be supplied on de- 
One eon tans case be permitted 6.30 P.M, 


e soup, and champagne are absolutely denied to persons 
who crseashle to certify to an annual diture of £400 or upwards 
in indirect taxation. Hot luncheons resurrection pies, minced 
Sec ) meat, and previously one d vogetablo _— exempted) are 
orbidden. Fines ~~ hy regulation 
may be ascertained by the schedule supplied to mall Inspectors, who 
are authorised, in the execution of their duty, to taste dishes, as 
occasion may remus 
(V.) The Householder must transmit to the Inspector, without 
demand, answers to the f inquiries :— 


‘'Og, wEE! J DECLAR QUE NOOS AVONG PAIRDEW TOO NO BAGGARGE !” 


cor wae is your 5 — merchant, and what is your monthly account 
we eee supplied This need not include soda and mineral 
ters, Pat must pais bitters, such as , orange, aL 


Kogostur. ” names of baker, greengrocer, butcher, grocer, 


our 
frateeaser, farrier acndinlae , newsagen ee (if any), 
medical adviser, tailor or sil er (or both), bcotmaker, oad. 
builder, cycle manufacturer, tob fi Tha musical instru- 


ee maker, ha er, washerwoman, cheesemonger, muffin-man, 
-keeper, and solicitor. 

a State rent of rome [* if a freeholder, title must be proved], 
[or olor ence or executors, or trustees]. 

cates of yourself and wife (or husband) 

teins a eins roa and grandmother (paternal and 

nee also certificates birth, vaccination, and school progress 

of | your children. [* Ifa aubaor (or spinster) claim stamped exemp- 
tion per £2) under the N oe-seo es, fey ees Cap. 209.] 

(Vi.) The Householder is required e So ian of the 
Inspector the extinction of all lights o on “D premises by the hour of 
10 P.M., grace of fifteen —e ing eee in cases of visits to 
places of amusement, for w: issued monthly, and 
available only on one occasion be made veg the snapeeter on pay- 
ment of the following fees per wa :— Opera 5s., theatre (light) 2s. 6d., 
— ice 1s., and music halls 10s, In event of the ouseholder 

to carry out the law with regard to the extinction of 
lights: be he is liable to imprisonment without the option of a fine, at 
the discretion of the Inspector. 


PLEA oan ae AnD Penatties.—In the Datly Telegraph 
there a serarete paragraphs under the h 

¥ Bioyale Acid erttenta? It i is to be hoped that, for the benefit of — 
**Common- Wheel,” sufficient material may not be forthcoming to 
warrant the Suny SppeeEence of such acolumn, Anyway, this will 
give bicyclists a all round, 


A Very Warerr Mrasunz.—The Raines Bill, as inforced in the 
city of New York. 
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THAT CAME OF COLF.—I. 


Po¥FF_es said I must learn golf, 
life was not worth living without 
golf; my liver was sluggish, ac- 
cording to PorriEs, I was alto- 
gether too fat, and, in fact, 
no but a course golf 
would cure it. 

One fine day, when we had 
been discussing the matter for 
the fiftieth time, and I had ex- 
re my one stock of argu- 
ments against PoFFLEs’s repo 
I feebly remarked t you 
couldn’t play golf without 
“sticks,” and as I hadn’t any 
sticks, that ended the matter 
_| onee and for all, Porrres, how- 

ever, was not to be so easily 
beaten, and that same afternoon, 
under some pretence, I was be- 

unexpectedly into the 
presence of a polite gentleman 
whose business it was to provide 
players with the necessary 
weapons for the j rosecution of 
‘*the”? game. Once inside the 
shop, PorFLEs and his professional 
friend proceeded, in spite of all 
remonstrances on my part, to 
supply me (at my own expense) 
with an outfit of ** clubs,” as they 
called them, to enable me to learn 
the game at the shortest possible 
notice, 

I really can’t remember the 
names of all the awful instru- 
ments I purchased at that shop. 
They were all so new and nice 
that, after a time, i wes uite 
in » Swinging the clubs in 
the most vicious veri to the 
manifest disturbance of Porrizs, 
who nearly got his head broken 
Moy a they tale a n Paes 
mid-spoon brassey er en 

archased several ‘* irons” and 
“‘drivers,” two or three ‘‘ cleeks,” 
and a thing a ‘‘mashie” or 
**niblick” or something. I did 
like that ‘‘niblick”—it was a 
real powerful club—it reminded 
me of a battle-axe, I felt I could 
**rely”’ on it all the time. 

Well, after a time Porries got 
me away—not without the clubs, 
which 1 insisted on taking home 
to show my wife, Marra, and we 
arranged to go down to Ranelagh 
(PoFFLES mgs to Ranelagh) 
and have a quiet game next day 
er _On returning home, I 
practi in the drawing-room 
with the clubs, as Porrizs said 
I must get into the _ right 
* ? t * swing ”’ cer- 
tainly turned out sive, as 
during my practice [ not only 
managed to clear the cabinet of 
several of Marra’s best wedding 
presents, but Ialsoscooped a piece out of the carpet with the ‘‘niblick,”’ 
which, to say the least of it, was unfortunate, While I was trying to 
glue the piece of carpet down again, Marta came in suddenly and said 
unpleasantthings of avery strong description. I felt very annoyed with 
Mania, but then women are always so unreasonable, and Marra never 
could sympathise with anything I wanted to do out of the common. 
When I put it to her in this way she retorted, kee Ree eee 
sticks about do it ‘on the common,’” She thought this sharp. So 
did I: but I didn’t say so. I only observed that it was not my fault 
if the drawing-room was the only room large enough to ‘‘ swing” in. 

The next day we went down to Ranelagh. PorriEs saasared ina 
most remarkable costume, which certainly didn’t add to his personal 
a ce. He had a large wide-awake hat of a description 

opted by Burrato Bix in his great scalp-hunting operations. To 
this he added a brilliant red coat with brass buttons, a flannel shirt, 
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knickers, and a pair of stockings 
with a pattern on them that re- 

i me of Brock's fireworks. 
Then his boots were something to 
be remmabonal eat et ot 
yellow spa improve them 
at all, Alto he seemed to 
me to be a kind of cross between 
a Texan cow-boy and a South Sea 
Pirate, I thought there ought 
to be something wonderful in 
PoFFLEs’ play to justify that 
costume, but subsequent events 
didn’t exactly prove it. 

We had lunch first in the room 
which — been ee ~ be- 
comingly in green, in keep- 
ing, no doubt, with the other 
‘* green,” and then we made a 
start. 1 had so many clubs that 
PorriEs said I tter have 
two ‘“‘ caddies” to carry them; I 
couldn’t make up my mind to 
part with any of them, as I was 
quite sure I should want them ali, 

Then, just as we were going to 
begin, a friend of PoFFLEs came 
up, named Stoeum, and said he 
would like to join us, so we de- 
cided to have a ‘‘ three-some,” as 
PorriEs called it, After that 
came the trouble. Of which I 
will tell you in my next. 


OUT OF SCHOOL. 


Dear Mr, Puncu,—The chaps 
at our place always look upon you 
as our great friend. We all take 
hala At least, one of our fellows 

uys your paper, in which is all the 
wit and m of the world, and 
none of your horrid Greek, Lati 
and other ‘* ed tongues.’ 
About meisno ‘‘ Familiarity which 
breeds contempt,’’ as SHAKSPEARE 
(or some one) says. You will be 
sed at my knowing that 
eee, It comes of trying to 

oor our holiday task. Such a 
beastly shame! This is how I 
have answered the paper, which 
is headed ‘‘ General Intelligence.” 

Here is the first question :— 
** What kind of beaks a0 you like 
best; give reasons for preference.’’ 

Answer, I like school books 

y reason for preferring 
them to novels is that they in- 
struct me, and my progress is 
pleasing to my parents and to the 
credit of my pastors and masters. 

That ought to sa them. 
Here’s number two. ‘* What 
would ou like to be in after life ; 
give full reasons for your answer.’ 

Answer, After life I should like 
to be an angel. The full reason 
for this reply is me, unneces- 
sary. What else could I wish? 

them there! Here’s ano- 
ther :—‘‘ A man blows his tea to make it cool, and blows his hands 
to make them warm ain seemingly pee proceeding.” — 

Answer, Because he must blow something. When he has nothing 
else to blow he blows his nose. 

And now for the last I attempted:—‘‘ Where do you get your 
sugar, salt, m and vinegar, and what are they ?”’ 

Answer. I get my sugar, t, m , and vinegar from my dear 
parents, and am told (by them) that ae are paid for. . 

If that doesn’t get me a reputation for filial devotion and simple 
eenney a have looked those words out in the dictionary), call me a 

an 

But do against holiday tasks in play-time, there’s a 

p. And now I can’t write any more rot, as I am off to e 
ten shillings my Uncle CoaRLes gave me for necessaries at the tuck 
shop. Your sincere friend, SmitrH Minor, 
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duty beat the Protestant drum with the office stamp, and publicl 
ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. yg the conversion of the parish priest. His name was 
AMPSON, 80 cu air and transla an 

EXTRACTED FROM THE DIARY OF TOBY, MP. afl Hansury tpasmodically passed his hand over his 


Ulster. Cor 

House of Commons, Thursday, April 9.—What Corporal Han- | brow as he th ht of what only a year ago he would have said on 

BURY suffered throughout the watches of this 7, = no tongue can | this case. Now he had to defend the Deriian of the Post Office. 
House reopened after Easter eat: vil ice Esti-| Then there was PIcKERSGILL wanting to know why deaf mutes 
mates, as usual, taken, mapas tae in absence of Members still are not utilised as postmasters in rural parishes; OsBoRNE MorGaw 
making holiday, a lot might ran roses: Only a short year | protesting against official reagaiae in the Postal Guide of Welsh 
Private Hansuny, supported by Cap’en Tommy, buttressed on places by Saxon nicknames; HenNnIkER-HxarTonN, hot, as he told a 
other side by the Blameless sympathetio Committee, 
BARTLEY, had high old time. . from travel night and day 
In accordance with custom a thousand miles, arriving 
he and they made point of only just in time to deliver 
pane in their place punc- alia extra penny stamp for 
y on resumption of sit- te fee) his familiar speech. 






tinge. Financial Secre These and others filled the 
to » Fanete roun air with murmur of multi- 
scantily filled benches, eyes . ee tude of words Corporal Han- 
glistening with hope at pros- . ai — >, Aa _ Bury would have uttered 
pect of running through ~ = | (A, F ~ « had he still been Private. 

pockets-full of votes, changed ~~ ap 2 -s  ‘*Ah, Tony,” he _ said, 
countenance as his glance ~ SSS = * when relief came with mid- 
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xg, night, ‘‘ you see the stripes 
2'on my arm that pr 

my rank. Happily for the 
peace of your kind mind you 


*, \y I i cannot see the stripes that 
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Knew what was in store 2] Yas 
from them; never disap- * =m 
pointed, Private Hanpory;> 
made prodigious speeches on j00°6°% 
every vote. When discus- f 
sion thus raised languished, <a 
Cap’en Tommy, nailing his 47\\\\ 
trysails to the jibboom, ~% 
lnffed, bore down, and fired #7 
a broadside that filled the { 
House with smoke and the 
Minister in charge of the 
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] //,!, eecordance with practice in 
; 1 YY YY [| such circumstances, yield of 
te eee oo ae ey /,///// Zag ||| votes large. By ten o'elockall 
See Speercisene: TOPO PO ai eas ol er fr 
area ae question that Mr. Hanbury (Financial Secretary to the Treasury) to Mr. Hanbury (the representative wen eee ° vet a 
vote be agreed uprn, when cine ae ee ie edt oblige YOU” Money for the Post Office, dear boy ; cer-  teagac otantly did. Gen- 
the Blamelers BARTLEY, «The aisemars exarelaed control over Post Office expenditure, and it was therefore an tlemen below Gangway, 
sang ee ee ae aprensege > aR Otis s Ly Siverty represented by a Treasury official in that er ak ae ean 
wanting to know, you know. a rea tion to adjourn. Ministerial 
Ah, me! the days that areno more. To-night Hansury, private | majority omnipotent here as elsewhere. Motion to adjourn carried 
no longer, but full co , with hope of further promotion, sits | by 95 to 29. Eviction forthwith carried out. Passers-by Palace 
alone on Treasury Bench in charge of those very estimates whose Yard at half-past ten surprised to find Jouw Burws, Ltoyp-GEonGE, 
ssge he used to obstruct. Cap’en Tommy's hammock empty. | Dr. Tanner, Dazziet, and the Boy ALLEN (not to be confounded 
lameless B., one of the gems the dark, unfathomed caves of ocean | with the Man ALLAN) camped out amid the sticks and stones of their 
bear, blushes eleewhere unseen. Others take their places; ALBERT | furniture in shape of rejected Amendments, 
Ro.zit with his pragmatical postman, who at the General Elec'ion| ‘“‘A state cf things we’re coming to,’’ said Jonnw Burns, 
didn’t care for Trojan or Tyrean, but would vote for the man who | glomily. ‘‘ Business all over by ten o’clock; shutters up at half- 
Eres to ee ee — aye work ee on a past. ant A oan serene ro ee dye movement, t didn’t 
ng’s pay; OLD-FORSTER W is Orange Postmaster, a| mean ave it apply to the Westminster Stores. 
shining light in Catholic Sligo, who in the intervals of professional| Business de otes in Supply by wholesale. 








(13) J. C, to P. K,—Splendid weather, likely to improve. Anti- 


THE UNWILLING GUEST. cipate your arrival with pleasure. 
(A Telegraphic Comedy.) (14) P, K. to J. C.—Never anticipate anything. Don’t esteem 
egrap we being anticipated. 
(1) From J. C., London, to P. K., Pretoria,—Everything ar-) (15) J. C. to P. K.—Are you coming or ara you not ? 


ranged. When may we expect you? 16) P. K, to J. C.—Y i lies distrust. If I were to 
(2) P, K, to J. C.—What is the cost of the journey third class? | tell a evidently vin seal uot ballive tage 
(3) J. C. to P. K.—Never mind cost. Guarantee all expenses, [Curtain abruptly falls, leaving J. C. at one end of the wire 


and ure of Queen’s ship. trampling on priceless and P, K, at the other calls 
(4) P. K. to J, C.—What about lodgings? Landlady must be Arilbien dane” a 
moderate and certified respectable. Hymn-singer preferred. = 
{ J. C. to ns re Ne oon DAYS uckingham Palace, O-RTN-Y CE ge mer 
shall arrange hymus, Dut do hurry up. Litrrary.—Mr, THomas Harpy, we are told, has written a 
(6) P. K, to J. C.—Hear that J-m-s-n and friends will be in| preface for his Wessex Tales, Like all Mr. Haxpy writes it will, 
London. Don’t want to meet them. _ |doubtless, be well worth reading. But, as regards his later novels 
7) J.C, Tra P, K.—Pledge my word you shall not. This delay is at least, is not the first syllable (in the title Wessex Tales) just a 
most provoking. ifle superfluous 
(8) P. K. to J. C-—Your disagreeable haste has given me the Mrs. Grundy no doubt it must mightily vex 
gout. To find Harpy’s novels run so upon sex. 
(9) J. C. to P, K.—I apologise for over-anxiety. Surry to hear of But still more to find that, in halis and in hovels, 
your gout. Best advice in London. The sex makes so hardy a run on his novels, 


ay P. K. to ae my _ ee WORE - excel- 
“U rperee CoP. K—Glad you liked sp Never mind lines;| THe Bannrsren’s Favourrre Hrun.—"' Brief? life is here our 
take railway. Please name date of eed eparture. portion,” Se Se a et eet 

(12) P. K. to J. C—Don’t be impatient. Household matters sh wag 66 tame 99 
must be attended to. What is the weather like with you? OratortcaL Ax10M.—Self-possession is nine points of the ‘jaw. 
rr 
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Portion of a Design for the suggested restoration of the Frisze of the Parthenon in commemoration ef the event. 








JOTTINGS AND TITTLINGS. 
(By Basoo Hurgy BoxesHo JaBBERIEB, B.A.) 
No, X. 

Mr. Jabberjee ts taken to see a Glove- Fight. 


A youne sprightly Londoner acquaintance of mine, who is a 
member of a Sportish Club where exhibitions of fisticuffs are 
periodically given, did generously. invite me on a recent Monday 
evening to be the eye-witness of this gladiatorial spectacle. 

Aud, though not constitutionally bellicose, I eagerly accepted his 
invitation on being assured that I should not be requisitioned to take 
part personally in such pugilistio exercises, and should observe same 
feom a safe distance and ooigan of vantage, for I am sufliciently a 
lover of sportfulness to appreciate highly the sight of courage and 
science in third parties. 

So he conducted me to the Ciub-house, and by the open sesame of a 
ticket enabled me to penetrate the barrier, after which I followed his 
wake downstairs, through rooms full of smoking and conversing 
sportlovers mostly in festal attire, to a long and lofty hall with 
balconies and a stage at the farther end with foliage painted in 
imitation of a forest, which was tenauted by press reporters. 

The centre of the hall was monopolised by a white square platform 
confined by a circumambience of rope, which I was informed was 
the veritable theatre of war and cockpit. : 

Presently two hobbardyhoys e the ascent cf this platform 
with their attendant myrmidons, and did prcceed to remove their 
trouserings and c»ats until they were in the state of nature with the 
exception of a loincloth, whereupon the President or Master of the 
Ceremonies introduced them and their respective partisans by name 
to the assemblage, stating their precise ponderability, and that these 
juvenile autsgonists were fraterna)ly related by ties of brotherhood. 

At which I was revolted, for it is against nature and contra bonos 
mores that relations should be egged on into family jars, nor can 
such proceadings tend to promote the happiness and domesticity of 
a ome oe on such occasion when et youths mere 

danger inflicting corporal injuries upon e other, the 
President called on Mme ” in such reproving tones that they hung 
their heads in shamefulness and desisted. And at length they were 
ed into a pacification, and made the amende honorable by 
shaking each other by the hand, whereat I was rejoiced, for, as Poet 


ee Bays, ‘* Birds which are in little nests should refrain from 
g out,’ . | 

The victory was adjudged to the elder brother—in obedience, I 
suppose, to the rule of Primogeniture, for he did not succeed ia 


ucing his opponent to a hors de combat. 

Next came a more bustling engounter between Misters Brit 
Huspany and Myererious Smita, which was iphone to the 
daration of eight rounds. 1 was largely under the impression that 
Mister Huspanp was to win, owing to the acolamations he received, and 


the excessive agility with which he removed his head from vicinity 
of the blows of Mister Mysterious SMITH. 

It was traly eet to see how they did embrace each other 
by the neck, and the wonderment and suspicion in their glances 
when one discovered that he was resting his chin upon the padded 
hand of his adversary, and from time to time the Hon’ble Chair- 
man was heard ordering them to ‘‘ break away,’’ and ‘‘ not to hold,” 
or requesting us to refrain from any remarks. And at intevals they 
retired to ait upon chairs in opposing corners, where they rinsed their 
mouths, and were ssverely fanned by their b2arers, who agitated a 
large towel after the manner of a punkah. But, in the end, it was 
Mysterious Mister Suita who hit the right nail on the head, and was 
declared the conquering hero, though once more I was incapacitated 
to discover in what precise respects he was the facile princeps. 

Around the hall there were placards announcing that amoking was 
respectfully prohibited, and the President did repeatedly intreat 
members of the audience to refrain from blowing a cloud, assuring 
them that the perfume of tobacco was noxious ard disgustful to the 
combatants, and threatening to mention disobedient tobacoonists by 
name, 

Whereupon most did desist; but some, secreting theic cigars ia 
the hollow of their hands, took whiffs by stealth, and blushed to 
find it fame; while others, who were such dees and big pots that 
their own convenience was the first and foremost desidsratam, oon- 
tinued to smoke with lordliness and indifference. 

And I am an approver of such conduct—for it is unreasonable tha 
a well-bred, genteel sort of individual should mvke the total sacri- 
fice of a cigar, for which he has perhaps paid as much as two or even 
four annas, out of consideration for insignificant oommon chaps 
hire1 to engage in snipsmaps for his entertainme1t. 

The last competition was to be the bonne bouche and picce de résist - 
ance of the avenue coneisting of a rumpus in twenty rounds 
tween Misters Tom Tracy of Australia, and Tommy WILLIAM3, from 
the same seatepnere, at which [ was on the tiptoe of expsctation. 

Bat, although they commenced with dancing activity, one of the 
Toms in the very first round sparred the other under the chin with 
such superabundent energy that he immediately became a recum- 
bent for a lengthy period, and, on being elevated to a chair, only 
recaptured sufficient consciousness to abandon the sponge. 

And then, to my chapfallen disappointment, the Chairman 
announced that he was very sorry and could not help it, but that 
was the concluding box of the evening. 

I will reluctantly confess that, on tne whole, I found the proceed- 
ings lacking in sensationality, since they were of very limited dura- 
tion, and totally devoid of bloodshed, or any danger to the life and 
limb of the performers. For it is not reasonably possibly for a 
combatant to make a palpable hit when his hands are, as 1‘ were, 
muzzled, being cabined, cribbed, and confined in padded soft glovea 
I am not a squeamish in such cases, and I must respectfully submit 
that the Cause of Trae Sport can only be hampered by such nursery 
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and puerile restrictions, for none can expect to compound an ome- 
lette without the fracture of eggs. 

— remarking as above to my young lively friend, he assured 
me that even a gloved hand was rae to produce facial dis- 
figurement and tap the vital fluid, offered to demonstrate the 
truth of his statement if I would be the partaker with him in a glove- 


But, though doubting the authenticity of his assertions, I thought 
it prudential to decline the proof of the pudding, and so took a pre- 
cipitate leave of him with profuse for his unparagoned kind- 
ness, and many promises to put on the gloves with him at the first 
convenient opportunity. 


A LITTLE WALK. (From Monte Carlo to Nice.) 

Tat is, from La Turbie, Up to La Turbie by train. Not exactly 
a walk so far, Also rather prosaic, The romance begins at the top, 
on the famous and beautiful Route de la Corniche. Arrived there, 
find everyone strolls quite naturally into a restaurant, which might 
be in Paris, except that it is filled with English and Germans. 
Probably the romance begins further on. From the terrace look 
down, in both senses of the word, on the little mass of white build- 
ings, variously described as ‘‘ the plague spot of the Riviera,” mostly 
in serious English books, and ‘* Un paradis terrestre,’”’? mostly in 
frivolous French n apers. Fine view of the gimcrack Casino, the 
showy hotels, the taw aT, cafés, Can almost see the winners faring 
sumptuously at the Café des Millionnaires, or the Restaurant des 
Richissimes, and the losers hastening to the numerous little offices 
inscribed ‘* Avances sur Bijoux.” Can almost hear the music (!) 
outside the café in the Place du Casino, that execrable noise which 
some strangers may innocently nee is produced by the Monte 
Carlo orchestra, celebrated throughout the world. It is not. 

After déjeuner stroll along the Cornice Road, towards Nice, and 
meet a German tourist, carrying a grey umbrella, Did anyone ever 


see a German tourist without a umbrella? Ask him about the 
road. He speaks Englieh excellently. He says, ‘‘ You go on till 
you meet a public-house.” Thank him, and stroll on, admiring the 


blue sea and the distant view, till I meet the pe eee anes which is 
incribed ‘** Café Restaurant. Chambres et Salons Réservés.’”’ No 
doubt very much réservés, since they all seem — empty. But no. 
As I approach, two persons come out and walk before me. The lady 
is plump, though young. As I follow her I estimate that the cir- 
cumference of her waist is about f inches. Her is not 
elegant, and she wears a green, soft felt hat. The gentleman also 
wears a green hat, and he carries a umbrella, Possibly they are 

ans. Wie? Ja! Ach so: 0? Ja, ja,ja! Ach wun- 
derschin! Ja,ja,ja! So? Ja,ja,ja!” Thereis no longer any 
doubt. ae walk on arm in arm, and the man’s boots creak at 
every step. 

Cannot possibly walk all the way to Nice behind a man who talks 
German loudly, who wears a green hat, and whose boots creak 
incessantly. Could have tolerated the green hat, as it reminds me 
in form and colour, of the hat of Noah in my early childhood, bu 
the boots are beyond endurance, Loiter about and let them carry 
their wearer out of hearing. 

By this time there are clouds in the sky and the view is all sor 

, hills, trees. The only spots of colour are oes ts of 
the Germans, vanishing in the distance. It will probably rain soon. 
There is Villefranche just down below. Will step down in a few 
minutes and catch a train to take me back to Nice in time for dinner. 
Start down gaily. A peasant recommends a short cut. The 
sort of short cut in the Alpes Maritimes—all jagged stones. The 
cutting is chiefly of one’s boots. To scramble down this takes longer 
than walking slong the road. Try that. Very easy slope. An 
immense zigzag. Begin to think it will take more than a few 
minutes to get down to Villefranche. Hurry ona little. First I go 
half a mile towards Genoa, Then at last the road turns, and I career 
half a mile towards Marseilles, The only place I never seem to 
approach is Villefranche. At one time am almost at Beaulieu, at 
another seem close to Nice, Full ahead as much as possible, 
Arrive at a place where the awful zigzag divides, and forms two 
zigzags. The only person in sight is a peasant woman sitting on a 
step. ee she speaks something besides the Nicois dialect. She 
does, for she says, though speaking French with difficulty, ‘* Fau¢ 
aller a la gauche,” at the same time perp. to the right. ‘4 
droite ou a gauche ?’’ Task wildly. ‘‘ Out,’ she answers. No time 
for further talk, so choose the road, less obviously leading in the 
wrong direction, and on again. Wish I had walked to Nice. Should 
have been nearly there now. At last see Villefranche station far 
below. Then speed on towards Italy, back ye another glimpse of 
station, apparently no nearer, and on towards Spain. On the return 
journey perceive the train in the distance down below, coming round 
the bay. Start running, still down zigzags. Ringing bells, 
shouts, whistles, scream of alocomotive, Rush breathless into station. 
** Le train est parti, monsieur.” 
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Impatient Traveller, ‘‘ER—HOW LONG WILL 1HE NEXC TRAIN BE, 
PorTaH ?”’ 

Porter, ‘‘HEAW LONG ? 
SAAY TO HAUF AN INOCG, 
Co-ACHES AN’ A ENGINE OR SOA,” 


Were, SIR, AH DUNNO HEAW AH ©?N 
HAPPEN THERE ’LL BE FOWER OR FIVE 


THE GERMAN EMPEROR TO THE CAMBRIDGE 
UNIVERSITY BOAT CLUB. 
(A copy of this hitherto unpublished docwment has come into the possession 
of Mr. Punch, who, out of consideration for his readers, has had tt 
literally translated, and now offers it to the admiration of the world.) 


My peak Hear PRESIDENT,—Lately returned from a mort beau- 
tten outflight, wherein I visited scenes by 
me not to be contemplated without deep-seated feeling, find I a 
State-paper from my Imperial Kanzler (he is a good fellow, the 
old HoHENLoHE, but slow, through a brick-wall he cannot 
at all see) informing me that once more the young men of Cam- 
bridge have a boatrace lost. In foregone years, and in this 
year too, have I sogar deemed it my duty to send to Oxford 
my heartiest luck-wishes on their successful strugglings after vic- 
at, pot-thousand again, what does this mean that you seven 
times after one another into the bushes let vourselves be stuck ? 
Thunder-weather! how can you endure it? My Imperial pathy 
stretches itself to you. In my Palace have I a rowing machine put 
up, and daily every mornings, before I myself sponge in my tub. row 
I two thousand strokes at two hundred to the minute on the machine, 
That is more than your miserable thirty-four, not true? So I have 
overlaid there matters in my Imperial mind filled with goodwill 
towards you, and I announce to you what I will do. Next year I will 
imprison all my Editors for /ese-majesté, and for the Sucialists will 
I a bloodbath set out. Thus I will be free of nuisances and will 
come to Cambridge in J atnets with the Empress and the whole 
family, not forgetting a monthly nurse for whom most comfortable 
rooms are to be taken in your Boathouse, I will then coach you all 
every day, and sometimes, surpri:e-visiting you in the night, I will 
make you row till Aurora appears over the Gogmagogish Mountains. 
I will live sy aa with my suite (500 persons), with your Vice- 
Kanzler. Dai y I will conduct prayers in your University Church 
where all must attend, and will examine your young men for their 
mathematical knowledge three times in every week. For the Cam- 
bridge free-willers I will be a General and a Father. After this I 
know Cambridge will win. Your gratitude I accept. 
Wi tneto R, ann I, 


Post-scriptum.—I have a new uniform for the University Crew. 
The helmets and top-boots that form part of it are coloseally beautifal. 








| Aprit. 25, 1896.] 
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INADEQUATE HOSPITALITY. 


‘*WruL, Guy, DID YOU ENJOY THE Party?” 
‘Yes, Mummy; spur I’M so HUXGRY. THERE WAS ONLY A NOW 
AND THEN TEA, YOU KNOW; WITH NO OHAIRS, AND NO GRACE!” 





ROUNDABOUT READINGS. 
AFTER TWENTY-TWO YFAR®, 


AT Easter time as at Christmas and towards the end of July there 
are feast-days and revellings and high solemn occations at the 
various schools in which the youth of ae faithfully learns the 
ingenuous arts which, according to Colonel Newcome, emollunt mores 
nec sinutsse feros, Easter is the season specially eet apart in the 
school calendar for the holding of athletic sports, and from far and 
near streams of pleased and prosperous parents flow towards the 
school cricket-field to behold the efforts of their sons struggling for 
supremacy with the cricket- ball, over the hurdles, in the jumps, and 
in the various other competitions appointed for the testing of swift- 
ness, strength, and endurance. ither, too, come the old er 
some but lately releared from the school fetters, others grey-hea ed 
and portly, to applaud the prowess of their young successors and to 
spend sn hour or two in converse with old friends. Pleasant 
gatherings are these of men, parted by time and circumstance and 
the cares of life, who thus for a brief space renew their happy youth, 
fight the old fights over — 
the tale of their peccadilloes, and of the ecrares over which th 
familiar birch cast its baleful but undeterring shadow. 


ing, far from breeding resentment, would be treated as 
an excellent joke, A group oped past me; I caught a scrap 
of their conversation. ‘‘So I told him I wouldn’t have any of his 

cheek, These small boys ought to be jolly well spanked.” 
The speaker was not e, but he was evidently larger than 
some other boy, and that other boy had cheeked him. There was a 
familiar sound about the words, and something in me seemed to 
acknowledge that once in the long ago I might possibly have used 
them myself. No doubt twenty-two years sre grande mortalis evi 
spatium ; they bring their hateful and inevitable changes, and the 
accursed tailor may, perhaps, have spoken the truth when he hinted, 
a few weeks ago, that he thought he would have to allow an inch or 
80 more round the waist. 


OvursIDE the gate, with a table in front of him, sat an old gentle- 
man at the receipt of custom. ‘*‘ Admission, Sir? Sixpence; pro- 
gramme, threepence. Thank you, Sir.’ Heavens! It was my old 
friend Mr. Roegrxs, the hatter, from the High Street, whose tall 
form and brilliant auburn d had my boyish admiration. 
But now the snows of twenty-two vears lay thick upon the auburn 
though his voice was still hearty. ‘‘It’s a long time since we met, 
Mr. Roegrs,” I ventured to say. ‘‘ Yes, Sir, time will keep going; 
we ’re both getting a bit older than we were,” and upon this somewhat 
painfal aphorism I into the field. A grave, but kindly- 
looking stra came towards me, leading by the hand a rosy- 
cheeked little fellow of ten or eleven. He looked at me in a 
ao eee way and paused as if intending to address me. 
Evidently he knew me; but where had we met? The face of the 
little boy seemed familiar enough——yes, of course, I knew the little 
boy ; it was Harry Ross: we were in the same form, we got flogged 
on the same day, we learnt dancing together in the holidays, he 
swore he would marry my sister, in fact, wrote the vow down on a 
piece of paper and sealed it with black ing-wax, ‘‘ I sware that 
when I grow up and have one hundred sa year of my own I 
will mary your sister ALICE: — and seeled, Harry Ross,” I 
was about to shake him warmly by the hand and congratulate him 
on looking younger than ever when I woke with a start from my 
dream and realised that this was Harry Ross’s son, and that the 
grave but kindly parent was indeed my old friend Harry Ross, 


WE walked about the field together and managed to knit many 
old memories as we walked. In the pavilion a long table groaned 
under a gorgeous array of prizes. Here were clocks, dressing-bags. 
bats, cups, toast-racks, and even (with a pleasing anticipation of 
coming years of freedom) silver cigarette-cases—the trophies of the 
victors in the games then proceeding. . 

‘*My dear Hanny,” I said, ‘‘do you remember that race in the 
hundred yards?” ‘°*I remember I beat you.” ‘* Yes, that’s just it; 
vou did beat me, but if I hadn’t had the cramp——” ‘Cramp 
blowed; I always d run a hundred yards faster than you,” 
‘You couldn’t.” ‘I ecould. I’ll run you now.” : : 

But at this proposal the younger Harry was taken with ro violent 
a fit of laughter, that we went no further with it. Poor little boy! 
of course he couldn’t realise how young we bvth felt at an age which 
to him, no doubt, seemed of an unattainable antiquity. Still a look 
at the es wall might have justified him, for on the board of honour 
there the names of more than twenty School Elevens were painted 
after the Eleven that contained his father’s name and mine. 


In the field the sports proceeded merrily. Long boys flung them- 
selves into contortions over the high jump, short boys toppled in 
heaps over hurdles, panting 8 wore down opposition, an 

ailantly home in the mile; and in the School Handicap countless 
Fittle boys, dotted about the grass like stars, awaited the firing of 
the pistol, and then sprang forward for the race. Need I say 
that all my sympathies went with the diminutive limit-boy. He 
struggled gallantly, but, alas! he was overborne at last by a 
sturdier and bigger rival, and was forced to subside into the 
ruck, Finally came the glorious presentation of the prizes. How 


and tremble once more as they repeat | those boys cheered and shouted as the heroes of the day stepped 
i e| modestly forward to receive their prizes, how they cheered 


ill-feeling left in 


(as though to show there was no trace of 
i atulated 


their minds) when the head-master stepped out and con 


I BRACED myself the other day to climb the Northern height where | the victors in a few hearty, well-chosen words. Nor did we omit 


my own rchool-days were passed. It was the day of the athletic 
sports, and a sense of things dimly remembered, seen as through a 
veil, came over me as I e my way down the lane and n the 
old gate. Boys in caps and flannel shorts and stockings were hurry- 
ing along. They all seemed a y young. and there was about 
them a boniness (if the word may be pardoned) and kind of angular 
falling short of full development which has, I suppose, always 
marked the genus boy. Could it have been that I, too, once hurried 
as did these esger cmon was I indeed so young, s0 bony, 80 
angular, so esger; I w . with sober air and measured , was 
pacing down the jane ? Surely the aero of my time were older, 

er in build, less e to rush up behind other boys and slap 
them violently on their backs, with the certainty that the outrageous 


to praise and cheer ‘‘ the mens sana in corpore sano,” words not un- 
known, indeed, at school athletics, but true and welcome notwith- 
standing. It was a right pleasant day, and we wound it up not 
ingloriously with a dinner in the evening, a dinner for the old boys 
who had graced the occasion. Yet, as I stood on the station platform, 
awaiting the last train, I seemed to have had a few years added to 
my tale. But another ‘‘old boy”? who had come from Cambridge, felt 
no such qualms. He had enjoyed his dinner, and he was now singing 
up and down the platform. ‘‘Isn’t it splendid, old fellow,’’ he 
remarked to a friend, ‘‘why, I’ve been proctorised for much less 

this at Cambridge.’”’ Oh, daring and tremendous old boy, the 
melancholy time must come when even proctors will cease to bes 
terror. 





vor, Ct. 


192 


and puerile restrictions, for none can expect to compound an ome- 
lette without the fracture of eggs. 

= remarking as above to my young lively friend, he assured 
me that even a gloved hand was compe to produce facial dis- 
figurement and tap the vital fluid, offered to demonstrate the 
truth of his statement if I would be the partaker with him in a glove- 


box. 

Ba h doubting the authenticity of his assertions, I thought 
it ential to decline the proof of the pudding, and so took a pre- 
cipitate leave of him with profuse thanks for his unparagoned kind- 
ness, and many promises to put on the gloves with him at the first 
convenient opportunity. 


A LITTLE WALK. (From Monte Carlo to Nice.) 


Twat is, from La Turbie. Up to La Turbie by train. Not exactly 
a walk sofar. Also ra cer yom The romance begins at the top, 
on the famous and beautiful Route de la Corniche. Arrived there, 
find everyone strolls quite naturally into a restaurant, which might 
be in Paris, except that it is filled with English and Germans, 
Probably the romance begins er on. From the terrace look 
down, in both senses of the word, on the little mass of white build- 
ings, variously described as ‘‘ the plague spot of the Riviera,” mostly 
in serious English books, and ‘‘ Un paradis terrestre,’”’ mostly in 
frivolous French mowers. Fine view of the gimcrack Casino, the 
showy hotels, the ta sg Can almost see the winners faring 
sumptuously at the é des Millionnaires, or the Restaurant des 
Richissimes, and the losers hastening to the numerous little offices 
inscribed ‘* Avances sur Bijouz.’ Can almost hear the music (!) 
outside the café in the Place du Casino, that execrable noise which 
some strangers may innocently anne is produced by the Monte 
Carlo orchestra, celebrated throughout the world. It is not. 

After déjeuner stroll along the Cornice Road, towards Nice, and 
meet a German tourist, carrying a grey umbrella. [id anyone ever 
see & tourist without a umbrella? Ask him about the 
road. He speaks English excellently. He says, ‘‘ You go on till 
you meet a public-house.” Thank and stroll on, admiring the 
blue sea the distant view, till I meet the en which is 
incribed ‘* Café Restaurant. Chambres et Salons Réservés.’’ No 
doubt very much réservés, since they all seem — empty. But no. 
As I approach, two persons come out and walk before me. The lady 
is plump, though young. As I follow her I estimate that the cir- 

erence of her waist is about f inches. Her dress is not 
elegant, and she wears a green, soft felt hat. The gentleman also 
wears a green hat, and he carries a eee aero Possibly they are 
s. ‘* Wie? Ja! Ach so! o? Ja, ja,ja! Ach wun- 
derschin! Ja,ja,ja! So? Ja,ja,ja!*’ There is no longer any 
doubt. They walk on arm in arm, and the man’s boots creak at 


every step. 

Cannot possibly walk all the way to Nice behind a man who talks 
German loudly, who wears a green and whose boots creak 
incessantly. Could have tolerated the green hat, as it reminds me, 
in form and colour, of the hat of Noah in my early childhood, but 
the boots are beyond endurance. Loiter about and let them carry 
their wearer out of hearing. 

By this time there are clouds in the sky and the view is all ir 
hills, trees. The only spots of colour are the green hats of 
" ishing in the distance. It will probably rain soon. 
There is Villefranche just down below. Will step down in a few 
minutes and catch a train to take me back to Nice in time for dinner. 
Start down gaily. A peasant recommends a short cut. The usual 
sort of short cut in the Alpes Maritimes—all jagged stones. The 
cutting is chiefly of one’s boots. To scramble down this takes longer 
than walking along the that. Very easy slope. An 
immense zigzag. Begin to think it will take more than a few 
minutes to get down to Villefranche, Hurry ona little. First I go 
half a mile towards Genoa. Then at last the road turns, and I career 
half a mile towards Marseilles, The only place I never seem to 
approach is Villefranche. At one time am almost at Beaulieu, at 
another seem close to Nice. as much as possible, 
Arrive at a place where the awful zigzag divides, and forms two 
zigzsgs. The only person in sight is a peasant woman sitting on a 
step. ae she speaks romething besides the Nicois dialect. She 
does, for she says, though speaking French with difficulty, ‘* Faut 

a la gauche,” at the same time pointing to the right. ‘‘ 4 
droite ou ad gauche?” I ask wildly. ‘* Out,” she answers. No time 
for further talk, so choose the road, less obviously leading in the 
wrong direction, and on again, Wish I had walked to Nice. Should 
have been nearly there now. At last see Villefranche station far 

‘ en speed on towards Italy, back , another glimpse of 
station, apparently no nearer, and on towar Peo On the return 
journey perceive the train in the distance down below, coming round 
the bay. Start running, still down zigzags. Ringing of bells, 

ts, whistles, scream of alocomotive. Rush breathless into station. 
** Le train est parti, monsieur.” 
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Impatient Traveller, ‘‘'ER—HOW LONG WILL 1HE NEXC TRAIN BE, 
PortTaH ?”’ 

Porter, ‘‘HEAW LONG ? 
SAAY TO HAUF AN Inca, 
Co-ACHES AN’ A ENGINE OR SOA,” 


Weret, Sirk, AH DUNNO HEAW AH ©O2N 
HAPPEN THERE'LL BE FOWER OR FIVE 


THE GERMAN EMPEROR TO THE CAMBRIDGE 
UNIVERSITY BOAT CLUB. 


(A copy of this hitherto unpublished docwment has come into the possession 
of Mr. Punch, who, out of consideration for his readers, has had it 
literally translated, and now offers it to the admiration of the world.) 


My peak HERR Eanes Aten returned from a mort beau- 
tifal and never-to-be-forgotten outflight, wherein I visited scenes by 
me not to be contemplated without deep-seated feeling, find I a 
State-paper from my Imperial Kanzler (he is a good fellow, the 
old Honentone, but slow, and through a brick-wall he cannot 
at all see) informing me that once more the young men of Cam- 
bridge have a boatrace lost. In foregone years, and in this 
year too, have I sogar deemed it my duty to send to Oxford 
my heartiest luck-wishes on their successful strugglings after vic- 
tory. Bat, pot-thousand again, what does this mean that you seven 
times after one another into the bushes let yourselves be stuck ? 
Thunder-weather! how can you endure it? My Imperial pathy 
stretches itself to you. In my Palace have I a rowing machine put 
up, and daily every mornings, before I myself sponge in my tub, row 
I two thousand strokes at two hundred to the minute on the machine, 
That is more than your miserable thirty-four, not true? So I have 
overlaid these matters in my Imperial mind filled with goodwill 
towards you, and I announce to you what I willdo, Next year I will 
imprison all my Editors for /ése-mayesté, and for the Sucialists will 
I a bloodbath set out. Thus I will be free of nuisances and will 
come to Cambridge in January with the Empress and the whole 
family, not forgetting a monthly nurse for whom most comfortable 
rooms are to be taken in your Boathouse, I will then coach you all 
every day, and sometimes, surprise-visiting you in the night, I will 
make you row till Aurora appears over the Gogmagogish Mountains, 
I will live, together with my suite (500 persons), with your Vice- 
Kanzler. Dai y I will conduct prayers in your University Church 
where all must attend, and will examine your young men for their 
mathematical knowledge three times in every week. For the Cam- 
bridge free-willers I will be a General and a Father. After this I 
know Cambridge will win. Your gratitude I accept. 
Witnetm R, anp I, 


Post-scriptum.—I have a new uniform for the University Crew. 
The helmets and top-boots that form part of it are coloseally beautifal. 








Aprit: 25, 1896.] 
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INADEQUATE HOSPITALITY. 


‘*WFLL, Guy, DID YOU ENJOY THE Party /” 
‘‘Yes, Mummy; BuT I’m so HUNGRY. THERE WAS ONLY A NOW 
AND THEN TEA, YOU KNOW; WITH NO CHAIRS, AND NO GRACE!” 


ROUNDABOUT READINGS. 
AFTER TWENTY-TWO YFAR®, 


At Easter time as at Christmas and towards the end of July there 
are feast-days and revellings and high solemn occations at the 
various schools in which the youth of England faithfully learns the 
ingenuous arts which, according to Colonel NewcomeE, emollunt mores 
nec sinutsse feros, er is the season specially set apart in the 
school calendar for the holding of athletic sports, and from far and 
near streams of pene and prosperous parents flow towserds the 
school ericket-field to behold the efforts of their sons struggling for 
supremacy with the cricket- ball, over the hurdles, in the jumps, and 
in the various other competitions appointed for the testing of swif 
ness, strength, and endurance. ither, too, come the old 


t- 
boys 
some but lately releated from the school fetters, others sheyckaadad th 


and portly, to applaud the prowess of their young successors and to 
spend sn hour or two in converse with old friends. Pleasant 
gatherings are these of men, parted by time and circumstance and 
the cares of life, who thus for a brief space renew their happy youth, 
fight the old fights over again, and tremble once more as they repeat 
the tale of their peccadilloes, and of the secrares over which the 


familiar birch cast its baleful but undeterring shadow. 


I BRACED myself the other day to climb the Northern height where 
my own rchool-days were passed. It was the day of the athletic 
sports, and a sense of things dimly remembered, seen as through a 
veil, came over me as I e my way down the lane and n the 
old gate. Boys in caps and flannel shorts and stockings were hurry- 
ing along. They all seemed absurdly young. and there was about 
them a boniness (if the word may be pardoned) and kind of angular 
falling short cf full development which has, I suppose, always 
marked the genus boy. Could it have been that I, too, once hurried 
as did these esger competitors; was I indeed so young, so bony, s0 
angular, so esger; I who. with sober air and measured » was 
pacing down the lane ? Surely the boys of my time were older, 

er in build, less prone to rush up ind other boys and slap 
them violently on their backs, with the certainty that the outrageous 


proceeding, far from breeding resentment, would be treated as 
an excellent joke, A oy pec past me; I caught a scrap 
of their conversation. ‘*So I told him I wouldn’t have any of his 

cheek, These small boys ought to be jolly well spanked.” 
The speaker was not e, but he was evidently larger than 
some other boy, and that other boy had cheeked him. There was a 
familiar sound about the words, and something in me seemed to 
acknowledge that once in the long ago I might possibly have used 
them myself. No doubt twenty-two years are grande mortalis evi 
spatium ; they bring their hateful and inevitable changes, and the 
accursed tailor may, perhaps, have spoken the truth when he hinted, 
a few weeks ago, that he thought he would have to allow an inch or 
80 more round the waist, 


OvrsIDE the gate, with a table in front of him, sat an old gentle- 
man at the receipt of custom. ‘*‘ Admission, Sir? Sixpence; pro- 
gramme, threepence. Thank you, Sir.’”’? Heavens! It was my old 
friend Mr. Roegens, the hatter, from the High Street, whose tall 
form and brilliant auburn beard had been my boyish admiration. 
But now the snows of twenty-two vears lay thick upon the auburn 
though his voice was still hearty. ‘‘ It’s a long time since we met, 
Mr. Rocsrs,” I ventured to say. ‘‘ Yes, Sir, time will keep going; 
we ’re both getting a bit older than we were,”’ and upon this somewhat 
painfal aphorism I into the field. A grave, but kindly- 
looking sh page a came towards me, leadin cd the hand a rosy- 
cheeked little fellow of ten or eleven. e looked at me in a 
ot way and paused as if intending to address me, 
Evidently he knew me; but where had we met? The face of the 
little boy seemed familiar enough——yes, of course, I knew the little 
boy ; it was Harry Ross: we were in the same form, we got flogged 
on the same day, we learnt dancing together in the holidays, he 
swore he would marry my sister, in fact, wrote the vow down on a 
piece of paper and sealed it with black ing-wax, ‘‘ I sware that 
when I grow up and have one hundred aon sa year of my own I 
will mary your sister ALICE: ene and seeled, Harry Ross,’”’ I 
was about to shake him warmly by the hand and congratulate him 
on looking younger than ever when I woke with a start from my 
dream and realised that this was Harry Ross’s son, and that the 
grave but kindly parent was indeed my old friend Harry. Ross, 


WE walked about the field together and managed to knit many 
old memories as we ed. In the pavilion a long table groaned 
under a gorgeous array of prizes. Here were clocks, dressing-bags. 
bats, cups, toast-racks, and even (with a pleasing anticipation of 
coming years of freedom) silver cigarette-cases—the trophies of the 
victors in the games then proceeding. ; 

‘*My dear Harry,’ I said, ‘‘do you remember that race in the 
hundred yards?” ‘°*I remember I beat you.” ‘* Yes, that’s just it; 
vou did beat me, but if I hadn’t had the cramp——” ‘‘ Cramp be 
blowed; I always could run a hundred yards faster than you.” 
**' You couldn’t.” ‘“‘Ieould. I’ll run you now.” ; ; 

But at this proposal the younger Harry was taken with ro violent 
a fit of laughter, that we went no further with it. Poor little boy! 
of course he couldn’t realise how young we buth felt at an age which 
to him, no doubt, seemed of an unattainable antiquity. Still a look 
at the pavilion wall might have justified him, for on the board of honour 
there the names of more than twenty School Elevens were painted 
after the Eleven that contained his father’s name and mine. 


In the field the sports proceeded merrily. Long boys flung them- 
selves into siawetans over the high jump, short boys toppled in 
heaps over hurdles, panting boys wore down oppositicn, and raced 

allantly home in the mile; and in the School Handicap countless 
ttle boys, dotted about the grass like stars, awaited the firing of 
e pistol, and then sprang forward for the race. Need I say 
that all my sympathies went with the diminutive limit-boy. He 
struggled gallantly, but, alas! he was overborne at last by a 
sturdier and bigger rival, and was forced to subside into the 
ruck, Finally came the glorious presentation of the prizes. How 
those boys cheered and shouted as the heroes of the day stepped 
modestly forward to receive their prizes, how they cheered 
(as though to show there was no trace of ill-feeling left in 
their minds) when the head-master stepped out and congratulated 
the victors in a few hearty, well-chosen words. Nor did we omit 
to praise and cheer ‘‘ the mens sana in corpore sano,” words not un- 
known, indeed, at school athletics, but true and welcome notwith- 
standing. It was a right pleasant day, and we wound it up not 
ingloriously with a dinner in the evening, a dinner for the old boys 
who had graced the occasion. Yet, as I stood on the station platform, 
awaiting the last train, I seemed to have had a few years added to 
my tale, But another ‘‘old boy” who had come from Cambridge, felt 
no such qualms. He had enjoyed his dinner, and he was now sip 
up and Roa the platform, ‘‘Isn’t it splendid, old fellow,’ he 
remarked to a friend, ‘‘why, I’ve been proctorised for much less 
than this at Cambridge.’ Oh, daring and tremendous old boy, the 
melancholy time must come when even proctors will cease to bea 
terror. 
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THE ALLIANCE TRIPLE TRICYCLE. 


G-rm-n Emp-r-r (inflating Italian wheel), ‘‘I THINK IT'LL BUN A LITTLE WHILE LONGER NOW!” 
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A STUDY IN ANATOMY. 


Devler, ‘‘Taere, Sir! 


Taat’s WHAT I CALL A PICTURE!” 


Proszective Buyer, ‘‘H'M—YES—HE DOES RATHER SUGGEST ONE OF THOSE RONTGEN-Ray PAOTOGRAPHS his 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 


Wuart thall the Baron say of The Statement of Stella Maberley, 
written hy ‘* Herself ’’ (an «n‘irely new authoress) ard published by 
FisHER Unwin? It appears to me, quot’: 1b2 —ar no, that, had not 
this work been ‘‘ precarsed,” so to put it classically and not incor- 
rectly, in more renses than one, by that awful story of the Great 
God Pan (a revival of the legend of Le Succube, ou Démon femelle) 
in the Key-note Series (when key-notes were at their highest pitch, 
or lowest, whichever it may have been), it might have attracted with 
all the glamour of stc originality as, in the time of Byron and 
SHELLEY, fascinated the readers of Frankenstein. The Statement 
of Stella Mabcrley shows undoubted cleverness, and it is consistent 
in its puzzlement and in its weird, real unreality. It might form the 
third «f a new series, to be entitled ‘‘ The Lunatic Library,” of 
which the two first volumes, according to my selection, would be Zhe 
Germ Growers and The Wonderful Visvt, 

Mr. FisHER UNWIN isa bold man, even fora publisher, He has 
invited the young men and girls who write books for him to sit 
down ard discourse sb ut their work and themselves, Overcoming 
natural ard almost impassable diffidence, they have accepted the 
mission. The result appears in a little volume, entitled Good 
Reading About Many Books. mostly by their Authors, The inno- 
cent little thing (price one shilling nett) is appropriately issued in 
snow-white cover. Some of the biograph‘cal details are quite 
thrilling. Here, for example, is what Mr. Haroip SpENDER, author 
of At the Sign of the Guillotine, says:— 


“T come of a family that has now spilt ink in profusion for two genera- 
tions, and I should not like to say how many reams of paper have been 
blackened by my relatives in their transit from the paper-mills to the waste- 
paper basket.”’ 


This graphic picture of Mr. &pEnD¥ER’s relatives on their way 
from ie pe er-mills to ihe waste-paper basket, apparently oozing 
black blood, beats the primest efforts of the Fat Boy in the way of 
making your flesh Breen The Good Reading is not 
as thie. Bat, taken a little at a time, it is charming. 

In The Cloud of Witness, the Oxford University Press has turned 
out a sumptuous book worthy their high renown. It is in every 
way luxurious, trough happily not after the fashion of the ordinary 
éditions de luxe, with which the casual reader most conveniently 
wrestles prone on the drawing-room floor, As a work of the 


] quite as good 


— 


printers’ and bookbinders’ art, it is so distractingly charming that 
my Baronite almost forgot to read it, This omission corrected, its 
contents, compiled by Mrs. LyrrieTon GELL, are found to be worthy 
of their unique mode of presentation. Mrs. GELL has culled the 
poesy garden of the poets, and deftly arranges her bouquets 1n daily 
sequence following the Christian seasons. Some clear, high note is 
struck for every day. ; , 

One <f the Baron’s Deputy-Assistants has been sampling Mrs. 
Herzen Brack’s Pen, Pencil, Baton, and Mask with satistactory 
results. He says that the volume, which contains some sixty or 
seventy ‘‘ portraits in quill and ink,” is full of interest not only to 
the subjects of the sketches, but to the public at large, The bio- 
grapbics are capits! blends of black and white; the authoress’s 
name supplies the first, and her gocd-nature the second. “*Qni'ea 
book,” concludes the Depaty-Assistant, ‘to read for pleasare fora 
week, and to keep for reference for a c2ntury.”’ 








“THE BEAUTIFUL, BOUNCING BUDGET.” 
(Opinions of the Crowd.) 
The Chancellor of the Exchequer, Caused by a most remarkable 


ear of prosperity. 
z Pilliom arcourt. Entirely in accord with his predecessor’s 


Sir Wilham 
suggestion. 

An Admiral. Should do wonders for the Navy. 

A General, Should keep up the Army to its proper strength. 

A Schoolmaster. Will afford desirable sustenance to many desery- 
ing scholastic establishments. 

An Agriculturist, Will very likely be of some assistance to the 
British farmer. 

An Imperialist. Will enhance the credit of the greatest nation 
upon the earth’s surface to a limitless extent. . 

A Patriot. Will carry the British Flag in a b\aze of triumph from 
poletopolee 

A Foreign Critic, Proves that Joun Bou was never so wealthy. 

A Man in the Street. Yes, but Income Tax at eightpence in the 
pound! Oh lor! 





CHANGE oF Name. — Datective Burret, the young detective 
officer who ‘unearthed’? the whereabouts of Messrs. FowLER and 
Mitsom at Bath, should be known as ‘‘ Detective Burrow.” 
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JOTTINGS AND TITTLINGS. 


(By Basoo Hurry BunesHo JABBERJER, B.A.) 


No. XI. 
Mr. Jabberjee finds himself in a position of extreme delicacy, 


Ir is an indubitable fact that the discovery of steam is the most 
marvellous invention of the century. For had it been predicted 
beforehand that innumerable millions of human beings would be 
transported with security at a headlong speed for hundreds of miles 
along a ferruginous track. the most temporary deviation from which 
would produce the inevitable cataclysm and awful smash, the 
majority would have expressed their candid opinion of such rhodo- 
montade by cocking the rag Cm, ea snook of incredulity. 

And yet it is now the highly 
accomplished fact and matter of 
course 

Still, I shall venture to express 
the opinion that the pleasara- 
bility of such railway journeys is 
largely dependent upon the per- 
son who may be our travelling 
companion, and that some of the 
companies are not quite 
enough in the exclusion of unde- 
tirable fellow - passengers. Jn 
proof of which I now beg to sub- 
mit an exemplary instance from 
personal experience. 

I was recently the payer of a 
ceremonial visit to a friead of my 
boyhood, namely, Banoo Cuvuck- 
E&BUTTY Ram, with whon, find- 
ing him at home in his lodgings 
in a distant suburb, I did hold 
politely affectionate intercourse, 
tor the space of two hours, and 
thea departed, as I had come, by 
train, and the sole occupant of a 
second-class dual compartment 
divided by a low partition. 

At the next station the adjoin- 
ing compartment was suddenly 
invaded by a portly female of the 
matronly type, with a rubicund 
countenance and a bonnet in a 
dismantled and lopsided condi- 
tion, who was bundled through 
the doorway by the impetuosity 
of a porter, and ceoupied a seat 
in immediate opposition to myself. 

When the train resumed its 
motion, I observed that she was 
contemplating me witha beaming 
aan of indescribable tuavity, 
and, though she was of an un- 


ornamental exterior and many ae : 


superior, I constrained 5 


years my : 
m fee rom motives of merest 
politeness to do some simpering 
in return, since only a churlish 
would grudge such an economical 
and inexpensive civility, 

But whether she was of an un- 


Ae 
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‘A beaming simper of indescribable tuavity.” 
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as if to milk the ram to set her bonnet at a 


r young native chap 
who regarded her with nothing but platonical esteem, and advising 


her to sit down for the mores? of her 
y operated to inspire her with the 


Bat alack! this speech o 
sprete pee forme, and flourishing a large stalwart umbrella, she 
exclaimed that she would teach me how to insult a lady. ; 

After that she came ee once again over the partition, 
and ces my loins, I leapt into the next compartment, seeing 
the affair become a sauve qui peut, and devil take the hindmost ; 
and at the nick of time, when she was about to descend like a wolf 
on a fold, I most fortunately perceived a bell-handle provided for 
such pressing emergencies, and rung it with such unparalleled 
energy, that the train immediately became ae 

Then, as my female persecutrers alighted on the floor of the com- 
partment in the limp condition of a Senne, I stepped across to my 

origins! seat, and endeavoured to 

7 look as if with withers unwrung. 

Presently the Ga a ; 

and what followed I can best 

render in the dramatical form of 
a dialogue :— 

The Guard (addressing the 
Elderly Female, who ts sitting 
smiling with vacuity beneath the 
bell-pull), So it is you who have 
sounded the alarm! What is it 
ell about ? 

The Elderly Female (withwarm 
indignaii m). Me never did! 
I am tos much of the lady. It 
was that young ovloured gentle- 
man in the next compartment. 

[At which the tip of my nose 

goes down with apprehensive- 


ness, 

The Guard, Indeed! A Jikely 
stury! How could the gentleman 
ring this bell from where he is ? 

Myself (with mental presence). 
Welt said, Mister Goarp! The 
thing is not humanly possiole. 
Rem acu tetigisti ! 

The Guard, [ do not under- 
stand Indian, Sir. If you have 
anything to say about this affair, 
you had hetter tay it. 

Myself (combining discretion 
wih magnanimousness), As a 
chivalrous, I must decline to 
oink SAY accusation against a 
member of tha weaker sex, aod 
my tongue is eee, sealed, 

The Eld. F. It was him who 
rang the alarm, and not me, He 
was in this compartment, and I 
in that. 

The Guard. What? have you 
been playing at Hide-and-seek 
together, then ? But if your 
story is watertight, he must have: 
rung the bell in a state of abject 
bodily terror, owing to jour 
chivying him about! 

The Eld. F. It is false! I 
have been well educated, and 


usually ardent temperament, or whether, against my volition, I had | belong to an excellent family. I merely wanted to kiss him 


invested my simper with an irresistible winsomeness, I cann . 
but she fell to making nods and becks and wreathed smiles which 
reduced me to crimson sheepishness, and the necessity of looking 
earnestly out of window at vacancy. 

At this she entreated me passionately not to be unkind, inviting 
me to cross to the next compartment and seat myself by her side; 
but I did nill this invitation politely, urging that Company’s bye- 
laws countermanded the placing of boots upon the seat-cushions, 
and my utter inability to pose as a Romeo to scale the barrier. 

Whereupon, to my lively horror and amazement, she did exclaim, 
**Then I will come to you, darling!’’ and commenced to scramble 
precipitately towards me over the partition ! 

At which I was in the blue funk, peronving the arcanum of her 
design to embrace me, and resolved to leave no stone unturned for 
the preservation of my bacon. So, at the moment she made the 
entrance into my com ent, I did simultaneously hop the twi 
into the next, and she followed in pursuit, and I once more achiev 
the return with inconceivable agility. 

Then, as we were both, like Hamlet, fat and short cf breath, I 
addreseed her gaspingly acroes the barrier, assuring her that it was 


been imbibing 
I must 


The Guard, I see whatis your complaint. You have 
the drop too much, and will hear of this from the Company. 
trouble yeas Mam, for your correct name and ad ; 

Myse f sues he had obtained this, and was departing). Mister 
Guard, | do most earnestly entreat you not to abandon me to the 
mercies of this female woman. 
courage, and have no desire to test the correctness of Poet Popr's 
assertion, that Hell does not possess the fury of a scorned woman. I 
request to be conducted into a better-populated compartment. 

he Guard (with complimentary jocostty), Ah. such young good- 
ening mee as you ought to go about in a veil. Come with me, 
Pp 
] 


I am not a proficient in physical 


_ I’}l put you into a smoker-carriage. You won't be run after 
ere 

So the incident was closed, and I did greatly earn myself 
upon the sagacity and coolness of head with which I extricated 
myself from my pretty kettle of fish. For to have denounced myself. 
as the real alarmist would have rendered the affair more, rather than 
less, discreditable to my feminine companion, and I d have been 
arraigned before the solemn bar of a police-court magistrate, who 
might even have made a Star Chamber matter of the incident. 
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All is well that is well over, but when you have been once bitten 
you become doubly bashful. ‘Consequently, this humble self will 


PoFFLES (who was still arguing) about it, something caught me in 
the back like a bullet, and I sat down on the grass again and used 


take take care that he does not on any subsequent occasion travel | language that must have been painful to listen to, Then those 


alone in a railway compartment with a female woman. 


THAT GAME OF GOLF. 
No. II. 


WELL, there we were, Porrtes, Stoaum, and myself. Porries 
went off first, but the ball didn’t seem to me to go as far as PorriEs 
meant it to, judging by the energy he put into it. It couldn’t 
have travelled more than twenty yards in all. Srogum said that 
Porrtes “‘ sliced” it, and one of my caddies said he ‘‘ topped”’ it, 
and Stocum’s that he ‘* pulled” it, and a gentleman we didn’t 
know came up and aid that Porries “toed” it a bit and didn’t 
** play it through.” We argued this for a quarter of an hour, and 
then Porrces got s , and said he hadn’t come there to be talked 
to by a lot of **foozelers,” and that he knew what he had done, and 
had done it on purpose to get a ‘‘ good lie.” I thought this was ‘a 
gocd lie,” but I didn’t tay so. 

Then Stocum went off, and his ball went much farther than 
Porrtes’ ball, but it made a funny sort of curve round to the right, 
and landed ina bush. After that it wasmyturn, I wanted to play 
with that *‘ niblick,” but Porries and the gentleman we didn’t know 
wouldn’t let me. They said it wasn’t the game. So I took the 
= ee Oe bulger driver,” and let fly at the ball for all I was 
worth. 

PorrLes gasped when-he saw me let out at that ball, and the 
caddie nearest me said ‘‘ Strike me,’’ under his breath, and another 
caddie said ‘‘S’elp me.”’ Then we looked to see where the ball would 
come down, but it didn’t come down 
into the river, and felt proud, and Porries said it must have got 
fixed up one of the trees, and the gentleman we didn’t know. said it 
was most curious, We were just going to put down another ball, 
when one of my caddies who was making the ‘‘ tee’? suddenly gave 
oe ” ard digging down into the ground about six inches 
pra uced the ball. ere it was safe enough, deep in the earth 

ow the tee, and we had another argument to explain how it got | 
there, Porrrzes said I was too near the ball, and Stocum said | | 
‘* pressed too much,’”’ and the gentleman we didn’t know said he | 
thought I “*took my eye off the ball.” We couldn’t settle it any | 
way, 80 I drove off again, and this time I did hit it, and to every- 
body’s surprise (though it was what they called a short hole) it landed 
on the green, just over the ‘‘ bunker,” as they said, ‘‘in one.” (Z| 
didn’t know what a bunker was, but I wasn’t going to say 80.) | 

Then we went and looked at Stocum’s ball, which had stuck in the 
middle of a big bush, full of thorns and things. Porrizs said 
Stocum must “‘play it out,” according to Rule 29, which says, a 





ball is to be played *‘ wherever it lies.”” Stocum, however, said that, §--"} /~ 
bent whins,”’ | S--=F fF 


according to Rule 18, when a ball is covered with “‘ fog, 
&c,, as much shall be set aside as will give the player ‘‘a view of his 
ball,” and he hadn’t an 
poaten to strike, so the bush ought to be ‘‘set aside.”’ Then | 

OFFLES’ caddie said, according to Rule 12, a player must not ‘* move, | 
bend, or break anything, fixed or growing, near the ball, except in| 
placing his feet on the ground te address the ball,” and the gentle- 
man we didn’t know said that the bush was a ‘‘hazard,” and 
according to Rule 14, nothing must be touched or moved before the 
player strikes the ball when it lies in a hazard. Then Stocum got 
savage and said he would lie down under the bush and *‘ scrape it 
out,’’ but Porrres said that was against Rule 4, which says, you 
mustn’t ‘‘ ueh, scrape, or spoon a ” §» Stoeum had to lay it 
out after alJ, and a glorious time he had with that bush, whilst we 
sat round and encouraged him, Porrres particularly advising him to 
** go right in and hit it.” 

After that, Porrrzs and Stoeum got on the green somehow, and 
one of the caddies offered me a ‘‘ putter.”” Stocum said I must 
rh pet the bsll down next, and I wanted to ‘‘ put” it with that 
niblick, but they wouldn’t let me, so I had to use the putter and 
I got the ball quite near the hole, and Stoaum, who ‘* putted ”’ next, 
knocked my ball in and one of the caddies said it was ‘* bogey,” 
though I couldn’t see what ‘‘ bogies” had to do with it any way. 
Then Porrixs said he was down in twenty-seven, and SLoeum said he 
wasn’t, and they argued that ten minutes, and the caddies all argued 
too. While they were arguing, there was a funny man behind me 
shouting ‘‘four” at the top of his voice, and I wondered what was the 
matter with him. I reckoned, from the way he was going on, that he 
felt ens bad, so I sat down on the grass to watch him. did so 
he seemed to be taken much worse, for he jumped round, and screamed, 
and waved his club in a way that was simply frantic. Then on the 
other side of him there was another man who suddenly seemed 
taken in the same way, as he commenced to dance round and 
yell *‘ four,” too. I thought they might be playing ‘‘ nap” or some- 
thing, or that they had both been ae and wondered why the 
were not turned out. Just as I turned round, however, to a 








I said I must have driven it|— 


view of that ball at all when he was ina’ <j 


two lunatics who had been shouting ‘‘ Four” came up and asked me 
why the “blank blank” I didn’t take my ‘' blank blank blank 
anatomy” out of the way when I saw them coming up, and Porr.ss, 
who was already as mad as he could be, asked them what the “* blank 
blank”’ they meant by playing on eople when they were atill on the 
green, and Stocum said they ought to know better, and then the 
lunatics said they weren’t going to wait our ‘‘ blank blank ? pleasure 
all the “‘ blank’ day while we argued on the green, and then two of 
the caddies began to fight, and I was getting my niblick ready for 
one of those idiots when the gentleman we didn't know came up and 
ae us to be calm, and not to disgrace the precincts with an 
undignified dispute. So we parted the two caddies, and Stoaum 
said we had better let the other party pass us; and so we waited till 
they had gone, and how we played on, and what we did, I will reserve 
for my third and last, 


LONG AGO LEGENDS. 
Y® FFUNNIE MAN AND Y® BEGGAR MAN, 


Once was a ffunnie man whose custome it was toe make offe hande 
ryddles, jokes, quipes and crankes in y* banqueting hall. devysyng 
them wythe moche care and laboure before hande. One daye whyle 
out a walkynge he dyde mske up a ryddle he dyde thynke ryght 

= | se goode, when he- 
, came upone a 
stalwarte beggar 
man a restyng 
hymselfe under 
¢ shade of a 
ede wall, 

““F fry ende,” 
sayd he, ‘‘I have 
made a_ ryddle 
whych I woulde 
teste on thee. 
Now, if y° can 

ess if in one 

Dare, I ine! e- 
sente y° wythe a 
groat.” aa ne 

apped hys w 
filld pouche and 
out h 





wythe 


And y°* beggar man knyte hys browes, and stampd, and banged hys 
head untyl one mynute of y* tyme, but to no avayle, when he cryed, 
‘*Whata ffooleamI!’’ ‘ Not so,” sayd y° ffunnie man, a smylynge; 
‘rather what a cleyere man am I to puzzle you so.” ‘* I mean not 
that,’’ sayd y* beggar man; “* but here have I been a cudglynge m 
pees one houre ffor a groate, when I myght have had y° groate an 
ykewyse your pouche and dyal in no tyme by symplye cudglynge 
yours wythe this grett jagged staffe, Hande overe!”’ 
Y° ffannie man, who felt no longere soe, complyd ryght quycklye. 


‘‘The Best Costume for Lady Bicyclists.”’ 
(Dedicoted to ‘* The Woman at Home,’ by an old Curmudgeon.) 


Ir woman of her wheeling brags, 

And flaunts upon the “* biking ’’ track, 
Let her not only don the ‘* bags”’ ; 

Give her, at once, the ‘* sack.” 


THe rooks that inhabit the Isle of Man have got themselves teri- 
ously disliked. A deputation, representative «f the Manx se 
interest, waited upon the Agricultural Society’s President an 
‘*lodged a complaint” against them, It was pointed out, says the 
Liverpool Courter, that the depredations had reached extensive pro- 
portions, ‘‘ farmers having lost half, and even two-thirds, of their 
crops.” But how can birds be expected to do without *‘ crops” ? 


EpriTtaPH FoR A Raitway Dreecror.— His life was spent on 
pleasant lines,”’ 
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POLICEMAN X JUNIOR ON SCIENCE IN 
THE FORCE. 


of (‘The scientific burglar must be met, or better, 

| perhaps, followed, by the ultra-scientific police- 

man.”—Daily Telegraph. | 

‘* My name,” too, is ** Pleaceman X,” jest like 
him ae ee old by THACKERAY, 

And I don’t know as my brains, or bull’s-eye, 
burns with slower, slacker ray ; 

But I own it gives me beans, and seems a 
prospek most ’orrific. ; 

This here talk about a Bobby being ‘‘ ultra- 
skyentific.” 


I can aeeel a trifle better, I emagine, than did 


m, ; 

Wich his notions about grammar were, I think, 
a little dim, [‘* X ray,’ 

Bat if our hexaminations is to be on that 

And on similar mistries, we shall ’ave to 
strike for ’igher pay. 


Ultra-skyentific Bobby may sound grand, but 
in a tussle 

With Brit Stxes —the new or old one—give 
me common sense and muscle, 

A steel saw drove by petroleum, wot then 
there French burglars us 

For to crack the money-changer’s sife, shows 
science much abused. 


Stillsomever if you arm us Bobbies with 
ingenious fakes itn 

From the Royal Hinstitution, it may turn 
out no great shakes. 

‘*Open up a vista”? Ah! Bat wot if ** hap- 
gore ” jib, 

And Bobby’s arm git out of gear whilst Brox 
is ‘‘ opening up”’ a crib ? 

The ‘' New Barglary,” no doubt, like the 
‘New Woman,” is a bore; 

Bat, the ‘‘ New Bobby,” made to horder, 
might, pe:chance, prove no great score. 

Portable batteries, instead of fists and trun- 
cheons, may sound prime ; 

Bat J should fidge about their busting in my 
pocket arf the time. 


Even revolvers we ain’t nuts on, pistols is 
contrairy things ; 

And new entifis fakes, all tubes, and 
sparks, and screws, and springs, 

Would give me the ditherums—straight ! 
I..0k at them tubes of squoze-up gas— 

SEN Ey. ain’t it?—If they bast, you're 
jast blowed up like Batasm's ass 


~ L 42 1 don’t want galvanic shocks about me packed 

—} ts pe eed ta o bra:s or steel. a a : 

ae, AW Ss 7 [1 got ’em wrong «nj uppards, and wen 
eet I —- pop, ’ow shoulil te 1? 

NOT SO HEARTLESS AS IT SEEMS. Wouldn't Britt the Burglar bust — with 


She ‘' Here is A Stamp For yuur Litrer; you CAN REPAY ME WHEN YOU COME BACK Pacsthad lis "a ee timaney Sech new- 


FROM LONDON THIS EVENING.” . fangled notions wex 
He ‘‘ AnD suppose I’M KILLED IN A RarLway Acocpenr.” . ’ ee " : 
She. ‘‘OH, WELL—TAE L883 WOULDN'T Bt VARY GREAT!” | If these ** Roxtozn Rays” enable him to 
_. look through doors and shutters, 
Likewise walls and burglars’ bags, crib- 









rR I know a garden fa'r and bricht, oh 
COMMON OR GARDEN RHYMES. | With wealth of blossom blest. is erackers Sake iis flatters, sy 
J.—A PLEA FOR THE WALL-FLOWER, | Where man may choose for his delight r aps, ae t aa it, at Saye they're 
Pain, unpretending, homely, shy, The flower he loves the best ; cos siataak ok ar oe might leave the 
It c'ings against the wall, And, though the lily, violet, Canktimiek thei. 
A blors»m there are few to spy, And rose withia it a)l flower, pe : 
To gather none at all. He cfc might chocse without regret Wot you want to match a burglar after all 
The wall-flower, only eyed efar, To wia and wear a wall-flower! gents, is a Man! (skyentific plan, 
Poor forlish man supposes And the Perlice Force horganised on this new 
Laas lovely thant tha liltes are. SS With oe pockets <a batteries, and the 
Less fragrant than the ro: es. Poetry on a Pewter. Up new | sl rea ht a hinposiae. hanel 
To pluck the flowers that seem more fair (From Sir Wilfrid's Point of V'uw.) I’ve doubts if it would pay | | 
he crowd in blindness hastes, cnsaiaaaeiiitddas 
Its sweetness on the derert air BxEk is a compound so adulterate grown, : 
The sonely wall flower wastes : As to he hated needs but to be known. Sounps LIKE 17.— When one goes to pays 
And yet its beauty being concealed Bat foully foaming, at the pint - pot's| bill at the Horseferry Road Gas Office, why 


From casual passing glances briok, will it be a saving of time to buy your cocoa 
Its worth to whom it is revealed Men first distrust, then dally with, then | for breakfast there ’—Because that compan 
A hundred fceld enhances, DRINK! advertises as ‘‘ The Gas Light and Cuke Co.” 
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“ONE AT A TIME.” 


IkatE IntsH Brit. ‘‘SHURE I’VE BEEN WAITIN’ A DIVIL OF A TIME!” 
HargpRESSER (Mr. A. J. B-L¥F-R—dlandly). ‘‘ BEG PARDON, SIR,—THIS GENTLEMAN FIRST!’’ 
Epucation Bru (rather nervous). ‘‘ NOT TOO MUCH OFF, PLEASE!” 
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NOT SO HEARTLESS AS IT SEEMS. 


She ‘‘ Here is A Stamp For yuur LitregR; YOU CaN REPAY ME WHEN YOU COME BACK 
FROM LONDON THIS EVSNING.” 

He ‘‘Awnp suppose I’m KILLED IN A Ra!~way Acomenr,”, i 

She. ‘OH, WELL—THE Lf 88 WOULDN'T Bt V&8RY GREAT!” | 


— 


a 





I know a garden fa'r and brizht, 
With wealth of blossom blest, 
Where man may choose for his delight 
The flower he loves the best ; 
And, though the lily, violet, 
And rose within it all flower, 
He ft might chocse without regret 
To wia and wear a wall-flower ! 


—————— 


].—A PLEA FOR THE WALL-FLOWER, 


PLAIN, unpretending, homely, shy, 
It c'ings against the wall, 
A blots»m there are few to epy, 
To gather none at all. 
The wall-flower, only eyed afar, 
Poor foclish man supposes 
Less lovely than the lilies are, 
Less fragrant than the ro:es, 
To pluck the flowers that reem more fair 
he crowd in blindness hastes, 
Its sweetness on the derert air 
The lonely wall flower wastes : 
And yet its beauty being concealed 
m casual passing glances 
Its worth to whom it 1s revealed 
A hundred fcld enhances, 


COMMON OR GARDEN RHYMES. | 
| 


Poetry on a Pewter. 
(From Sir Wilfrid's Point of Vsew.) 


BEER is a compound so adulterate grown, 
As to he hated needs but to be known. 





THE FORCE. 
(‘‘ The scientific burglar must be met, or better, 
perhaps, followed, by the ultra-scientific police- 
man.”’—Daily Telegraph. | 
‘* My name,” too, is “* Pleaceman X,” jest like 
him sung of old by THackERAY, 

And I don’t know as my brains, or bull’s-eye, 
burns with slower, er ray; 

But I own it gives me beans, and seems a 
prospek most ’orrific. ; 

This here talk about a Bobby being “‘ ultra- 
skyentific.” 


I oan pave a trifle better, I emagine, than did 


m, 

Wich his notions about grammar were, I think, 
a little dim, OP ray 

Bat if our hexaminations is to be on t 

And on similar mistries, we shall ’ave to 
strike for ’igher pay. 


Ultra-skyentific Bobby may sound grand, but 
in a tussle £ 

With Brot Stxes —the new or old one—give 
me common sense and muscle, 

A steel saw drove by petroleum, wot then 
there French burglars us 

For to crack the money-changer’s safe, shows 
science much abu 


Stillsomever if you arm us Bobbies with 
ingeniousfakes = = 

From the Royal Hinstitution, it may turn 
out no great shakes, 

‘*Open up a vista’? ? Ah! Bat wot if ** hap- 
pyratus”’ jib, 

And Bobby’s arm git out of gear whilst Broz 
is ‘‘ opening up”’ a crib 

The ‘' New Barglary,’”’ no doubt, like the 
‘*New Woman,” is a bore; 

Bat, the ‘‘ New Bobby,” made to horder, 
might, pe:chance, prove no great score. 

Portable batteries, instead of fists aad trun- 
cheons, may sound prime; ee 

Bat J should idge about their busting in my 
pocket arf the time. 


Even revolvers we ain’t nuts on, pistols is 
contrairy things ; 

And new skyentifis fakes, all tubes, and 
sparks, and screws, and springs, 
Would give me ithe ditherums—straight! 

Look at them tubes of squoze-up gas— 
Hoxygio, ain’t it?—If they bast, you're 
jast blowed up like Bataam's ass 


I don’t want galvanic shocks about me packed 
in bra:s or steel. 

[f I got ’em wrong «nj uppards, and went 
pop, ’ow shoulil te 1? 

Wouldn't Birt the Burglar bust — with 
larfter—at Policeman X 

Parylised by ’is pocket-battery? Sech new- 
fangled notions wex ! 

If these ‘‘ROnteEN Rays” enable him to 
look through doors and shutters, 

Likewise .walls and burglars’ bags, crib- 

__ crackers at their little flatters, 
P r’aps, might fank it, But suppose they’re 
also fly to the new game ? 


Skyence against skyence set might leave the | 


hupshot much the same, 


Wot you want to match a burglar after all 
gents, isa Man! [skyentific plan, 

And the Perlice Force horganised on this new 

With their pockets full o’ batteries, and the 
new (Pleaceman) ‘‘ X ray” 5 

Up their sleeves, might look himposing, buat 
I’ve doubts if it would pay | 


SounpDs LIKE 1t.— When one goes to pay a 
way 


Bat foully foaming, at the pint - pot’s a at the Horseferry Road Gas Office, 
riok, 

Men first distrust, then dally with, then | for. 
DRINK! 


l it be a saving of time to buy your cocoa 
breakfast there ?—Because that compan 
advertises as ‘‘The Gas Light and Cuke Co.” 
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“ONE AT A TIME.” 


TkatE InisH Brut, ‘‘SHURE I’VE BEEN WAITIN’ A DIVIL OF A TIME!” 
HargpRESSER (Mr. A. J. B-Lt¥-R—dlandly), ‘‘ BEG PARDON, SIR,—THIS GENTLEMAN FIRST!”’ 
EpucaTion Bru (rather nervous). ‘‘ NOT TOO MUCH OFF, PLEASE!” 
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WONDERS ON WHEELS. 
(By an Old Beginner.) 


_Wonveg if my doctor was 
right in ordering me to take 
this sort of exercise. 

Wonder whether I look very 
absurd while neeepess the as- 
sistance of an attendant who 
walks by my tide and keeps me 
from falling by clutches at my 
waistbelt. 

Wonder whether it would 
have been better to go to Hyde 
Park instead of Battersea. 

Wonder whether the police- 
man, the postman, the nurse 
with the perambulator, the 
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young lady reading the novel, = 
and the deck passengers on the 5) 
passing steamboat are laughing tf 
at me, e 


Wonder whether I shall keep 
on now that my attendant has 


let go. 

Wonder whether the leading 
ag eter keep i - ht on until 
We have passed that lamp-post. 

Wonder whether the next 

ill I have will be less psinfu' 
than the last. 

Wonder why mats are not 
laid down by the County Council 
in the roads fur the comfort of 
falling cyclists. 

Wonder why the escle sud- 
denly doubled up and landed 
me in the gutter. 

Wonder whether the pretty 
5 in the hat, whose face is 

idden by a novel, smiled at my 
mi: adventure. 

Wonder whether the person 
who has just come to grief over 
yonder is using good langusge 
or words of an inferior quality. 


remount and have an >ther try. 


JOURNALISM MADE EASY. 
(Advice to Novices.) 


Here are a few paragraphs, which, like brown pap:r and string, 
will always ‘' come in useful,” 

(1) ‘*The Exhibition this year at the Royal Academy will be ex- 
ceptionally brilliant it is said by those who have been privileged to 
inspect the studios of (mention names of President and leading 
R. A.’s and A, R A’s), and most of those exponents of the beau- 
ties of the brush who are not yet included within the Academic 
fold have very promising canvases in preparation. We need 
scarcely say that we allude to Messrs. (names of likely exhibitors). 
The Academy Banquet will be attended by an unusual number of 
Royal and other celebrities, including (give some certain guests),” 

em.—A graceful allusion to the style of the P.R,A. may be 
made, but when dealing with a versatile genius avoid facts. Be 
carefal to ascertain that the Academy Banquet will be held. Never 
. = unknown artist a lift. It will only make him more conceited 
an he is, 


i 

(2) ** The supply of coal from Darham, Northumberland, the Mid- 
lands, and South Wales still continues undiminished, but in view of 
the large order given the other day by the (Russian, French, Ger- 
man, any nationality will do) Government, we would urge that some 


limit should be } heed upon the exportation of that combustible, | ¢ 


which is as invaluable to the householder as it is to the battle- ship. 
Perhaps ranean of badgering patriot) or Mr. (name of :02uid-be 
Minister) will raise this important question in the House.” 
Mem.—It is not absolutely necessary that any coal should have 
been ordered. If di to be friendly to the Prime Minister, 
admit that the matter is safe in his hands, If facetiouslv ioclined — 
this is dangerous, however—suggest that a coal-owning M.P. should 
raise the question. 

(3) “*Tnis is Midsummer Day, and never has the Clerk of the 
Weather given us greater proof of his versatility. It is many a long 
year since he supplied his anxious clients with such a spell of (sun- 
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THE TURN COMPLIMENTARY. 


She. ‘'Oun, Frep, My HEAD DOES ACHE SO TO-DAY!” 


Wonder whether my a ten-| He. ‘‘ Lrcxy!” 
dant is right in urging me to| She. ‘‘Ltcky! O#8, HOW BRUIAL oF rou! 
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Wonder wke'her 1 lock well 
wobbling, 

Wonder whether the elderly 
spinster with the anxious manner 
and air of determination is really 
enjoying herself, 

Wonder whether, when I have 
completed my first hour, I shall 
want another. 

Wonder whether the imp of a 
boy will run with me. 

Wonder whether my second 
fall in five minutes beats the 
record. 

Wonder, considering the diffi- 
culty of progressing half a dozen 
paces in as many minutes, how 
those marvellous feats are per- 
formed at Olympia, 

Wonder if I shall ever ad- 
vance upon my present rate of 
speed, z.e., three-quarters of a 
mile an hour. 

Wonder, finally, if the pla- 
cards warning cyclists in Bat- 
tersea Park against the dangers 
of ‘‘furious riding” can pos- 
sibly be posted for my edifi- 
cation. 


** Off Colour.” 


‘Ts life worth living?” poor 
NARCISSA cried, 
Fiading youth’s gold-tints 
from her tresses fiving. 
Gravely the jet-lock’d LaLacE 


replied, 
(Placing a mystic bottle at her 
ride, 
** Not without dyeing !”’ 


AB-SIRDAR NEWS FROM THE 
Soupan.—There is no truth in 
the report that Sir H. Krrcn- 


WHAT DO You MEAN!” | ENER will attack the Dervishes 


Te, ‘‘Saows you’ve gcora Heap. So raw WoweEN Have NowaDAys!” | with a batterie de cuisine. 








shine, rain, brightness, or dullness), It has be:n observed that 
Eagland has no fixed climate; an inly facts go to prove the 
assertion. Scientists may disagree as to the cause, but in this year 
of grace that long-suffering man the British Farmer has no reason 
(or ‘abundant reason”) to a of the meteorological phases. 
Recent reports made to the Board of Agriculture give a correct idea 
of the present (flourishing or deplorable) condition of the country.” 

Mem.—If the weather be satisfactory, offer congratulations to the 
British Farmer; if otherwise, assure him of your condolence. A 
very slight reference to the advantages of Light Railways might 
now and then be made. ' 

(4) ** £t would be manifestly unfair to divulge any details of the 
new (play, drama, tragedy, comedy, comic opera, burlesque) which 
will b3 produced to-morrow night at the (state name) theatre, but this 
much we may ay after witnessing the dress rehearsal, that no pains 
have been spared by the management to insure success. All London 
will anxiously await the verdict of the first-night audience. Misses 
(throw in names of leading actresses) and motes, \eonery. names of 
actors) ought not to complain of their opportunities, The scenery, 
by (name again), is most realistic, and the dresses, by (name once 
more), are traly magnificent.” gi ; 

Mem.—In the case of a ‘‘ star” actor or actress, provide a sub- 
stantial halo in advance, and enanees enormous boo for seats, 
we careful of praising the piece beforehand lest it should turn out a 

ure, 


To the Blue Primrose in Kew Gardens. 


You once were yellow, fairest flower, 
How came you by this stranger hue ? 
Is it because a robber shower 
en down some drops of cloudless blue? 
But oh! beware the unforeseen, 
For blue and yellow give us ‘ 
The Green’s a common sight at Kew! 
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SPORTIVE SONGS. 


Toe Easter LAMENT OF A MARRIED 
TRAVELLER. 
I’vE no wish for a holiday now. No! not I, 
But I’m forced nolens volens to roam. 
To some horrible sea resort I must hie, 
en I’m looking for comfort at home. 
Here it is! where the beach boasts no bathing- 


machine, 
oe cuts me througk like a 


e, 
Where the trees have an ever funereal green— 
And I do it because of my wife, 


It is = who reminds me that Easter days 


iF === = 


NA | Wot | 
jh i 1 i 
1 | HL 


A revival of honeymoon Joys 5 . 
And e talks about birds that must sing in 


the Spring, 
When the seagulls are raucous with noise. 
So I have to put up with the smell of new 


With the waiters, who can’t understand ; 
And I bear with the air of an up-to-date saint 
All the strains of an out-of-tune band. 


There’s the table d’héite—oh! how I loathe the 


repast 
With its dishes of dubious teste; _[oaat 
Where the ’Arrys their ‘‘h’s” unfeelingly 
Without reckirg of aspirate waste. 
Where’ Anrgrets fi xk and complacently chew, 
Garbed in gowns of iniquitous style. 
It’s a a feeding-time sight at the 


But I bear it, for her, with a smile, 


I have travelled afar both by land and by sea, 
And have wandered in many a clime, 

But I never have felt such a longing to be 
Safely back, as at this Easter time. ; 

’Neath en African sun, in the snowy Wild 


est 
I’ve not thought of a civilized life; 


a 





aS, And to-day, how I yearn for a haven of rest! 
eh hee Yet a martyr, I'll not tell my wife! 
ge ——————— 
oS SIMPLE AS SMOKE! 
. Deak Mr. Poncu,—I have dissovered the 
as modus operandi of bec»ming a millionaire. 
Young Bride. ‘Do you tet youR HussaxD HAVS A Latca-Kny, Mrs, Jonzs!” It is no visionary scheme, but one tasad on 


‘ ; » |solid facts and digures. If you refer to Sir 
Mrs, Jones, ‘‘No, MY DEAR; 1T WOULD BE USELESS, I GIVE IT TO THE MILKMAN ! _| Mictaen Bicks-Brace’s ttatement, you will 
find that the right hon. gentleman, while 
being a non smoker, protests (to quote the 








It cannot be! From sea to 53a 


TRUE BLUE. goer ae old | world will foal thiver Times) ** agains’ ¢ the wastefniness of @ prac- 

0 acle and old J. Bb. tice involvin e throwiog away cof one 

Coa Ontiadelehie arn ee Fight, with a blue (not a white) L.ver. —_| million saline a@ year ia cigar and cigarette 

) The very notion might amaze ends!’’ And nodoubt there are other sources 

It is said (by the Dai’y Telegraph) that a Phi'a- Satan himself, in mood sardonical. of loss in other directions, What are done 
de)phia ptysicisn, after long personal experiments,| Ssare CLEVELAND, and still further craze | with the omnibus tickets when they have 
a a in = id he age the — aa rae The Daily Chronicle. rey Sip estat ee or - ae 
an e “blue-blood corpuscle.”’ is . that trom luncheon biecuits 0 c2l- 
"agg me Pic Bal 2 — = bas bo yet a ee — nes ae one drop|lects the dropp d pins? Who utilises the 
In thie way the “ blue-blood” vill oo stually ish | discarded steel p-ns? Bat t» return to the 


nouris ° 
extended throughout America. ] Frees Philadelphia all around cigar and cigarette ends Anyone we ste, 


read with their assistancs, can become at once a 
INFINITE azure! Prospect sweet | bolls wikis and joy shall} villionaire, All he ‘will have to do is- to 








America hath mind and muscle; , = leet them! Yours, obediently, 
J te eae oe eee is ° beat ss Just pioture por Jona Borie condition — si - Pariantahorisr IN FIGURES, 
ow he hath found ue corpuscle, : : : 
bleod that’s red much hath bsen shed, | Jf you ehould let that blue drop die arin 
Although than water it be thict er; : Patera oe re 
But could we fight with veins full ted Columbia, Punch espi2s a chance Jenner-al Criticism on Gloucester. 
By true blue ichor ? That ’s better e’en than arbitration ; G eid 
It makes Ais blue corpuscles dance REAT Foopie and Noopxx once ev 
Forbid it heaven,—and dear Desretr! With extra szure animation, A campaign against all vaccination ; 
Forbid it Philade!phia sawbones ! Punch ever was your faithful friend, Their tactical — now is solved 
Can blue-blood kin at odds be set He ever spake kind word for you, dea-, By General Extermination. 
By Mownrok or by Jingo jawbones ? . So let this true blue tie exterd 
PAE) SEES Sarissury, all the Till all is blue, dear! SHAKSPFARE FOR TAMMANY, 
Surely won’t make two nations tus:le, Now is the wiater of our discontent 
Whilst in their veins both bear the true Resvit of THE Mvuzztixe Onper.—The| Made glorious summer by this ‘Big New 
** Blue-blood corpuscle”’ | Car-few Knill. : York,” 
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A RARE, OLD WINE. 


Oxp crusted port, Sir, is the stuff 
To make you merrv, 
For he be an awful duff- 
-er who selected sherry. 
Maderia if made cheaper would 
Be inly worth trying ; 
Your Rhenish wines I never should 
Consider worth the buying. 


Now Burgundy, I will admit, 
Is worthy of attention, 
ho’ connoisseurs have made of it 
The deaune of much contention. 
Good claret it is hard to find, 
nless you ’re an importer ; 
Vin ordinatre is, to my mind, 
Like vinegar and water. 


But here’s a picture, caked in dust, 
Now steady, do not shake it, 

There’s an aroma! there’s a crust |! 
’Twould be a crime to break it ; 

A wine like this, you little thought 
To pour into your throttle, 

No finer vintage can be bought— 
At one-and-three the bottle. 


Then up arose the guest to post 
A most important letter. 
Thought he, ‘‘ Such rare, old wine, goodj 


The rarer ’tis, the better!” 


ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 
EXTRACTED FROM THE Diary or Topsy, M.P. 


House o 

GEORGE YNDHAM made to-night what, 
though not the best speech he has delivered 
since he sat for Dover, was certainly the most 
immediately effective. A)l his ches are 
full of matter, admirably p and with 
the making of a gooidelivery. But his more 
elaborate efforts have not succeeded in catch- 
ing ear of Houce. For one thing they have 
been to elaborate, too lengthy, lacking in 
spontaneity. Moreover, by malign ill fortune 
they have always chanced to be estayed at 
unfortunats periods of a sitting, either ia 
dinner-hour or towards close of debate already 
wearis»mely long. On one occasion in last 
Parliament, having come d»wn prepared with 
speech that was to blow up Ministry with 
dynamite force, matters took a sudden turn 
that, in interests of Opposition, called for 

aon of the spsech. 
t not the only disappointment of a still 
oung life. WynpHam eerved his party sedu- 
ioasly and effectively when in Opposition. 





A Trorny Svusszect! 
Sir John Gors(e)t in blossom. 


Commons, Monday, April 13.—|. 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 





4 


‘‘ WHEBE DID YER SPEND YER ’OLIDAYS, Bos?” 


His intimate al relations with Princr 
ARTHUR, with whom he worked as unpaid 
Private Secretary, seemed to point him out for 
Ministerial office. Weighing in the balance 
bis claims, capability, and suitability, against 
those of Mr. Jessz Cotiines and Mr. Powg11. 
WILLIAMS for example, Prince ARTHUR with 
Spartan ioflexibility was bound to admit that 
his brilliant young friend was quite out of it. 
ek aleaya the Sige uk the te d, 
not always the Styx of the Gangway, an 
in the clearer atmosphere that broods over 
that part of House, perceives that whatever 
Prince ArTHur and his colleagues in the 
Ministry do is not aware right, 

To-night, @ propos de bottes, and talking 
of morning sittings on Tuesdays, he said so, 
to immense delight of gentlemen opposite, 
who would not have listened to him had he 
risen, as he might have done a year ago, to 


_ 


bis way across what is | Req 


203 


h meme PETS 
/ Hy || ARH 


ai) 


‘Sour 0’ FRARNCE, 0’ COURSE!” 


demonstrate the inevitableness and real bene- 
ficence of the arrangement. 

"A delicate and difficult part to play, that 
of below-the-Gangway-candid-friend,” says 
the veteran Sark. ‘* Looks so easy; has in 
several instances, more especially to be found 
on Front Opposition Bench, proved succersfal, 
that anyone thinks he can doit. AsSrtomio 
has discovered, it’s harder than it looks, 

uires certain supreme qualities quite dis- 
tinct from glibness of speech. GRANDOLPH 
these; sohas DaummMonD WOLFF; so has 
JoHN oF GorsT; and so, of course, though 
or were not ey ees below the 


Sys dugliged then ta the yoseen es 
enera a em in the n 
fhe SQUIRE OF ixwous and his sometime 


brother freelance, now Lord JamEs oF HERE- 
FORD, Later came Don Josf starting from 
the same point, The Gangway is literally a 
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Young Bride. '‘Do you LET youR HusBaxD HAVS A LatTca-KBY, Mrs, Jonzs{” 
Mrs, Jones, ‘‘No, MY DEAR; IT WOULD BE USELESS, I GIVE IT TO THE MILKMAN !” 








TRUE BLUE. 
(Mr, Punch we'’cometh Peace Portents from 
Philadelphia ) 


It is said (by the Dai’y Telegraph) that a Phi a- 


de)phia pb ysicisn, after long personal experiments, 
has dis covered, in his own veins, the real, genuine, 
and inimitable *blue-blood corpuscle. ” It is 


hoped that this corpuscle—only one bas as yet 
been identified—will be carefully nourished. . 

this way the “ blue-blood” will be gradually 
extended throughout America. ] 


INFINITE azure! Prospect sweet ! 
America hath mind and muscle; 

Bat JonaTHan will be bai to beat. 
Now he hath found that biue corpusele. 

bleod that ’s red much hath b3en shed, 

Although than water it be thicker ; 

But sould we fight with veins full ted 

By true blue ichor ? 


Forbid it heaven,—and dear Desretr! 
Forbid it Philadelphia sawbones! 

Can blue-blood kin at odds be set 
By Mownok or by Jingo jawbones? » 

Nay ! Cxevetanp, Sarissury, all tle 


crew, 
Surely ' won’t make two nations tustle, 
Whilst in their veins both bear the true 
** Blue-blood corpuscle”’ | 


It cannot be! From sea to 53a 

Oar pxr old world will feel a thiver 
Should Uncle Sam and old J. B. 

Fight, with a blue (not a white) l.ve:. 
The very notion might amaze 

Satan himself, in mood sardonical. 
Ssare CLEVELAND, and still further craze 

The Dianly Ch Chronicle, 


thats aed blue ne = found ? 
Bat do that one drop 


a 
F rom n Philadelphia all around 
'T will and peace and joy shall 


Just fancy dear Culumbia’s ory, 
ineetnininese 
ould le ue 8 
si Of inanition ! 
a 


Punch espi2s a chance 
"sg e’en than arbitration ; 

It ete his blue aon: dance 

With extra szure animation 
Punch ever was our faithful friend, 

He ever ees Cd word oe you, dea-, 
So let ‘this true rg Ea tie exterd 
Till all is blue, dear! 





Resvutt of THE Mvuzztine Onper.—The 
Car-few Knill. 
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SPORTIVE SONGS. 


Tue Easter LAMENT OF A MARRIED 
TRAVELLER. 
I’ve no wish for a holiday now. No! not I, 
But I’m f no volens to roam. 
To some horrible sea resort I must hie, 
m looking for comfort at home. 
Here it is! fates the beach boasts no bathing- 


machine, 
ae the wind cuts me through like a 


Whee tha as have an ever funereal green— 
And I do it because of my wife. 


It is ' who reminds me that Easter days 


A of honeymoon jo 
And she talks about birds that must sing in 


the Spring, 
When the seagulls are raucous with noise. 
So I have to put up with the smell of new 


ra waiters, who can’t understand ; 


Wi 
And I bear with the air of an up-to-date saint 
All the strains of an out-of-tune band. 


There ’s the table d’héite—oh! howl loathe the 


With ne oi dishes of dubious taste ; [cast 
Where the ’Arrys their ‘‘h’s” unfeelingly 


Without reckirg of aspirate waste. 
Where’ Angrets fi xk wad ae? chew, 


Garbed in cove of iniquitous a 
a feeding-time sight at the 
00, 


But I bear it, for her, with a smile. 


I have travelled afar both by land and by sea, 
have wandered in many a clime, 
But I never have felt such a longing to be 
ely back, as at Easter time. 
’Neath an African cun, in the snowy Wild 


West 
I’ve not thought of a civilized life; 
_— ria day, how I yearn for a haven of rest! 
Yet a martyr, I’ll not tell my wife! 


SIMPLE AS SMOKE! 


Deak Mr. Poncu,—I have dissovered the 
modus operandi of bec ming a millionaire. 
It is no visionary scheme, but one tased on 
solid facts and figures, if you refer to Sir 
Micwak. Hicks-Beacu's ttatement, you will 
find that the right hon. gentleman, while 

a non smoker, protests (to quote the 
Times) ‘* agains: the wastefulness of a prac- 
tice ae the throwiog one? cf one 
million sterling a year ia cigar and cigarette 
ends!” And nodoubt there are other sources 
of loss in other directions, What are dome 
with the omnibus tickets when they have 
beenexamined? What becomes of the crumbs 
that fall irom luncheon biscuits? Who ool- 
leots the dropp d pias? Who utilises the 
discarded steel p*ns? Bat t» return to the 
cigar and cigarette ends Anyone we ste, 
with their assistance, can become at once a 
millionaire. All he will have to do is- to 
colleet them! Yours, obediently, 

A PAILANTHROPIST IN 
Pipe Place, Tobacco, 


IGURES, 


Jenner-al Criticism on Gloucester. 


Gaeat Foopte and NoopLE once evolved 
A campaign against all vaccination ; 
Their tactical problem now is solved 
By General Extermination. 


SHAKESPEARE FOR TAMMANY. 


Now is the wiater of our discontent 
Made glorious summer by this ‘* Big New 


York.” 
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A RARE, OLD WINE. 


Oxp crusted port, Sir, is the stuff 
To make you wise and merry, 

For he d be an awful duff- 
-er who selected sherry. 

Maderia if made cheaper would 


8 y worth g; 
Your Rhenish wines I never should 
Consider worth the buying. 


Now B , 1 will admit, 
Is worthy of attention, 
Tho’ connoisseurs have made of it 
The deaune of much contention. 
ee claret it is hard to ot 
ess you ’re an importer; 
Vin ordinaire is, to my mind, 
Like vinegar and water. 


But here’s a picture, caked in dust, 
Now steady, do not shake it, 

There’s an aroma! there’s a crust | 
’T would be a crime to break it ; 

A wine like this, you little thought 
To pour into your throttle, 

No finer vintage can be bought— 
At one-and-three the bottle. 


Then up arose the guest to post 
A most important letter. 
Thought he, ‘‘ Such rare, old wine, goodj 


The rarer "tis, the better! ”’ 


ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 


EXTRACTED FROM THE D1ARy or Topsy, M.P. 


House of Commons, Monday, April 13.— 
GrorGE WYNDHAM made to-night what, 
though not the best speech he has delivered 
since he rat for Dover, was certainly the most 


immediately effective. eches are 
full of matter, admirably p , and with 
the making of a gooidelivery. But his more 


elaborate efforts have not succeeded in catch- 
ing ear of Houee. For one thing they have 
been t20 elaborate, too lengthy, lacking in 
spontanesy Moreover, by malign ill fortune 
they have always chanced to be estayed at 
unfortunats pericds of a sitting, either ia 
dinner-hour or towards close of debate already 
wearis)mely long. On one occasion in last 
Parliament, having come d»wn pecans with 
speech that was to blow up Ministry with 
dynamite force, matters took a sudden turn 
that, in interests of Opposition, called for 
su sion of the speech. 

¢ not the only disappointment of a still 
young ie. Wyrnpuas eerved his party sedu- 
ously and effectively when in Opposition. 





| 4 f : ~ vi v 
A Tuorny Sussecr! 
Sir John Gors(e)t in blossom. 
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‘‘ WHERE DID YER SPEND YER ’OLIDAYS, BoB?” 


His intimate al relations with Princr 
ARTHUR, with whom he worked as unpaid 


Private Secretary, seemed to point him out for 
Ministerial office. Weighing in the balance 
bis claims, capability, and suitability, against 
those of Mr. JEssE Cotzines and Mr. Powg1L. 
Wi114Ms for example, Prince ARTHUR with 
Spartan ioflexibility was bound to admit that 
his brilliant young friend was quite out of it. 
So WYNDHAM wended his way across what is 
not always the Styx of the Gangway, and, 
in the clearer atmosphere that broods over 
that part of House, perceives that whatever 
Prince ARTHUR and his colleagues in the 
aa do is not aware right. 

To-night, @ propos de bottes, and talking 
of morning sittings on Tuesdays, he said so, 
to immense delight of gentlemen opposite, 
who would not have listened to him had he 
risen, as he might have d:ne a year ago, to 
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‘‘Sour 0’ FRARNCE, 0’ COURSE!” 


demonstrate the inevitableness and real bene- 
ficence of the arrangement. 

** A delicate and difficult part to play, that 
of below-the-Gangway-candid-friend,” says 
the veteran Sark. ‘* Looks so easy; has in 
several instances, more especially to be found 
on Front Opposition Bench, proved succersfal, 
that anyone thinks he can doit. As Srzomio 
has discovered, it’s harder than it looks. 

i in supreme qualities quite dis- 
speech. GRANDOLPH 
these; sohas DaummMoND WOLFF; so has 
JoHN oF GorsT; and so, of course, though 
they were not primarily developed below the 
y, has Prrncke Arntaur. An earlier 
eneration displayed them in the person of 

6 SQUIRE OF Matwoop and his sometime 
brother freelance, now Lord James or HERE- 
FORD, Later came Don José starting from 
the same point, The Gangway is literally a 
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a SPORTIVE SONGS. 
Ll : THe Easter LAMENT OF A MARRIED 


ge 


—— — TRAVELLER. 
—— TL cas I’vx no wish for a holiday now. No! not I, 
l i) Mt) [ae | pant me eeroet eee feces ee 
Till lee UN Alf {H Hi To some horrible sea resort I must hie, 
AZ, Z| My When I’m looking for comfort at home. 
Lud a Hi Here it is! where the beach boasts no bathing- 


Kao! machine, 
Where = wind cuts me througk like a 


Where an teews have an ever funereal green— 
And I do it because of my wife. 


It is - who reminds me that Easter days 


A revival of honeymoon jo ra: 
And the ¢ talks about birds that must sing in 


When the seagulls are raucous with noise. 
So I have to put up with the amell of new 


With the waiters, who can’t understand ; 
And I bear with the air of an up-to-date saint 
All the strains of an out-of-tune band. 


There’s a table d’héite—oh! howI loathe the 


With rhe ad dishes of dubious taste ; [cast 

Where the ’Arrys their ‘*h’s” aneernety 
Without reckirg of aspirate was 

Where’ Angrets fi ck an complacent chew, 
Garbed j in gowns of iniquitous ne 

It’s a gene of a feeding-time sight at the 


00, 
But I bear it, for her, with a smile. 


I have travelled afar both by land and by sea, 
And have wandered in many a clime, 

But I never have felt such a ie ing i. be 
Safely back, as at this Easter time. 

’Neath gee African sun, in the snowy Wild 


I’ve not thought of a ee life; 
~~ ony how I for a haven of rest! 
Yet a martyr, Dll not tell my wife! 
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SIMPLE AS SMOKE! 


Deak Mr. Poncu,—I have dissovered the 
modus operandi of bec ming a millionaire. 


Young Bride. ‘Do you tat youR HussaxD HAVES A Latca-Kay, Mrs, Jonzs?” i It is no visionary scheme, but one tased on 


; solid facts and figures, If you refer to Sir 
Mrs, Jones, ‘‘'No, MY DEAR; IT WOULD BE USELESS, I GIVE IT TO THE MILKMAN | __ | Mrcmanr Hroxs-Bracn’s etatement, yon will 


find that the right hon. gentleman, while 











It cannot be! rom sea to 53a be a non smoker, protests (to quote the 

TRUE BLUE. got p xe old. world will fost a thiver Tima) ‘agains the wastefulaos a a prac- 

9 ocle SAM and o tice involvin e throwlog away cr one 

es Se Oe ie Fae Fe Fight, with a blue (not a white) l.ver. | million s‘ valing a@ year ia cigar and cigarette 

pia ) The very notion might amaze ends!” And nodoubt there are other sources 

os is said (by the Dai’y Telegraph) thata Pbi'a- Satan himself, in mood sardonical. of loss in other directions, What are done 
de)phia ptysiciun, after long personal experiments, | Svare CLEVELAND, and still further craze | ith the omnibus tickets when they have 
bas ere in ue a veins, the real en The Diily Chronicle, cor ees eee bee eee 
and ini e “blue-blood corpuscle.’ 16 ound that fall trom luncheon biscuits 0 ool- 
hoped that this corpuscle—only one has as yet thats. bine sed! Bat do se nw one drop|leots the dropp d pias? Who utilises the 
been identified—will be carefully nourished. . discarded steel p-ns? Bat t» return to the 


this way the “ blue-blood” will be gradually 


aroun cigar and cigarette ends Anyone we s€e, 
extended threngnoct Ameries.) From Phledelp ee cog joy shall | With their anistance, can become at once a 
INFINITE azure! Prospect sweet ! fl as gage millionaire. All he will have to do is- to 
America hath mind and muscle; Just fancy dear Culumbia’s ory colleet them! Yours, obedientl 
But JonaTHan will be baito beat Tat y eture por Jonn Butzs condition ; A PaILANTHROPIST IN Pravuie: 
Now he hath found that ine crpussle, | af you shuld let that Due drop die | ibe Place, Tvbacoo, 
Although than water it be thicker ; Ot inanition 
But soe we fight with veins full ted ag SE Punch a a a Jenner-al Criticism on Gloucester. 
By true blue ichor P It aoe f his sth caiman t cians eed Great Foopie and Noopie once evolved 
Forbid it heaven,—and dear Dzsretr! With extra szure animation, A campaign against all vaccination ; 
Forbid it Philadelphia sawbones! Punch ever was your faithful friend Their tactical problem now is solved 
Can blue-blood kin at odds be set He ever spake pake kind d word for you, deas, By General Extermination. 
By Mownrok or by Jingo jawbones? - S» let this true blue tie exter — 
ae 2 pa eal Satispury, all tle Till all is blue, oat 


SHAKESPEARE FOR TAMMANY. 
hover ‘won't make two nations tus: le, Now is the wiater of our discontent 


Whilst in their veins both bear the true Resutt of THE Muzztrre Onper.—The| Made glorious summer by this ‘ Big New 
‘* Blue-blood corpuscle”’ | Car-few Knill. York,” 
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A RARE, OLD WINE. 


Oxp crusted port, Sir, is the stuff 
To make you wise and merrv, 
For he be an awful duff- 
-er who selected sherry. 
mes if made cheaper would 
certainly worth trying ; 
Your Rhenish wines I never should 
Consider worth the buying. 
Now B , 1 will admit, 
Is worthy of attention, 
Tho’ connoisseurs have made of it 
The deaune of much contention. 
vee claret it is hard to ery 
ess you ’re an importer ; 
Vin ordinaire is, to my mind, 
Like vinegar and water. 


But here’s a picture, caked in dust, 
Now steady, do not shake it, 

There’s an aroma! there’s a crust ! 
. be a crime to break it ; 

A wine like this, you little thought 
To pour into your throttle, 

No finer vintage can be bought— 
At one-and-three the bottle. 


Then up arose the guest to post 
A most important 1 2 

Thought he, ‘‘ Such rare, old wine, goodj 
The rarer "tis, the better!” 


ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 
EXTRACTED FROM THE Diary or Tony, M.P. 


House of Commons, Monday, April 13.— 
GrorcE WyYnpHAM made to-night what, 
though not the best speech he has delivered 
since he sat for Dover, was certainly the most 
immediately effective. A)l his hes are 
full of matter, sdmiratly phrased, and with 
the making of a gooidelivery. But his more 
elaborate efforts have not succeeded in catch- 
ing ear of Houee. For one thing they have 
been t0 elaborate, too lengthy, lacking in 
neereeerts Moreover, by malign ill fortune 
t - have always chanced to be estayed at 
unfortunats periods of a sitting, either ia 
dinner-hour or towards close of debate already 
wearis)mely long. On one occasion in last 
Parliament, having come d»wn prepared with 
speech that was to blow up Ministry with 
dynamite force, matters took a sudden turn 
that, in interests of Opposition, called for 
“ro of the speech. 

t not the only disappointment of a still 
ung life. WynpHam served his party sedu- 
ously and effectively when in Uppvatiias. 
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‘‘ WHERE DID YER SPEND YER ’OLIDAYS, BoB?” 


His intimate al relations with Prixcr 
ArTHuR, with whom he worked as unpaid 
Private Secretary, seemed to point him out for 
Ministerial office. Weighing in the balance 
bis claims, capability, and suitability, against 
those of Mr. JEssrk Cottrnes and Mr. Powg11i 
WILLIAMS for example, Princk ARTHUR with 
Sparten inflexibility was bound to admit that 
his brilliant young friend was quite out of it. 
So WYNDHAM wended his way across what is 
not always the Styx of the Gangway, and, 
in the clearer atmosphere that b 
that part of House, perceives that whatever 
Prince ARTHUR and his colleagues in the 

i do is not always right. 

To-night, @ propos de bottes, and talking 
of morning sittings on Tuesdays, he said so, 
to immense delight of gentlemen opposite, 
who would not have listened to him had he 
risen, as he might have dene a year ago, to 
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‘Sour 0’ FRARNCE, 0’ COURSE!” 


demonstrate the inevitableness and real bene- 
ficence of the arrangement. 

** A delicate and difficult part to play, that 
of below-t ne eae ane ee says 
the veteran Sark. ‘* Looks so easy; has in 
several instances, more especially to be found 
on Front Opposition Bench, proved successfal, 
that anyone thinks he can doit. AsSromio 
has discovered, it’s harder than it looks, 
Requires certain supreme qualities quite dis- 
tinct from glibness of speech. GrANDOLPH 
these; sohas Daummonp Wotrr; sohas 
JoHN or Gorst; and so, of course, though 
they were not primarily developed below the 
Gangway, has Prince Artaur. An earlier 
generation displayed them in the person of 
the Squire or Matwoop and his sometime 
brother freelance, now Lord Jamzs or HERE- 
FORD. Later came Don Josf starting from 
the same point, The Gangway is literally a 





‘204 








bridge, crossing which some men hasten by years the natural trend 


of their footsteps towards the Treasury Bench. But it is a narrow 
slip, an unrailed plank, bridging a gulf of permanent obscurity and 
deathless disappointment.” 


Business done.—Another Irish Land Bill brought in. 

Tuesday.—‘' Never to astonished in all my life!” said Sir 
Wur.1am Hovtpswokth, Bart., M.P., of Cocdham, the Carlton and 
the Constitutional. 

Oaly the o*her day Toe Bart. was in board-room cf London and 
North-Western Railway. Ques- 
tion under discussion the carrying 
through Commons of Bill autho- 
rising widening of section of line 
between Chester and Holyhead, 

‘* You leave it to me, dear boys,” 
said THe Bart., hitching up his 
coat-tails and standing in fa- 
vourite attitude before board- 
room fire. ‘‘1’ll see the thing 
through. Not anything by way 


= 
= 








aw ly oh 


Ss 


sf re of oratory in the House, you 
AY I Us) Hn) We//) know.” (Lord Statpriner, Lord 
Be Att | oa Ratumore, Lord Locu, T. H. 
Ee ME, FS Ismay, and other directors: ‘* Yes! 


Yes!’’) ‘*No, dear boys,” said 
THe Bart... drawing an incb 
/ nearer the fire and shaking his 
head. ‘‘I know exactly what I 
can do. I’m not a GLADSTONE; 
never was a BaicuT; but I know 
all the ropes of the House, and 
if there’s a man in it can get 8 
rivate Bill through, his name 
“ Never so astonished in all my life!” . HiEuax = HOULoe- 
(Sir W. H-ldsw-rth.) Bill came on at morning sitting 
to-day. Tue Bart., suffusing neighbourhood of corner seat above 
Gangway with air of benignent prosperity and calicoe-at-paying 
prices, moved eecond reading. Expected it to pass this stage straight 
away, any objection occurring to presomotious men being deployed 
in Committee. Unfortunately for THe Bart, Irish Members just 
brought over in large numbers for Land Bill. Nothing to do this 
afternoon. Thought they’d have a lark with London and North- 
Western ilway. The Compiny refuse to attach third-clase 
oeneees to mail trains. Irish Member crossing and re-crossing to 
attend Parliamentary du‘ies, bang goes a five-pound note. 

North-Western want to 
tuo a jittle Bul through 
the House. do they? Irish 
Memb:rs block the line. 
Fretp in great form. 
Has put on clean shirt- 
front; Javished an extra 

nn’orth of hair-oil cn 

is ambrosial locks; cut 
another button off his 
waistcoat, so that it may 
fold an inch lower down ; 
thrusts a cambric pocket- 
handkerchief in his manly 
bosom; and in voice of 
thunder declares it ‘* ab- 
surd, in the middle of 
the nineteenth century,”’ 
that there should be no 
third- class carriages on 
the limited mail. 

Tim HEALY in most 
truculent mod, Others 
chime in; Welsh Mem- 
bra lend a hand. To 
inexperienced eye things 
look serious. THE Bart 
unmoved, 

‘* Loave’em to me,” he 


ae 


tS ‘ ‘< ad a 
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cen wwe gor ae? - ‘ 
The Old Man of the—Land, “ We ain’t doon murmured, “I'll settle 


, Pahncn,. (ORR. 
car aa ectins a Boodget—me, an’ t'maiis- "qi, he moved closure. 


Rode on the whirlwind, 
avd directed the storm through three divisions. Been a hard fight, 
but bad got the second reading of Bill. Whilst mopping forehead, 
and thinking proudly what they’d say in the board-room, he ob- 
» rved Lroyp-Groree on his feet. His interposition nothing to him. 
Hed got his Bill read second time ; wight now rest from his labours. 

Startled by hearing his name. Lioyp-GroRGE was moving that 
bis vote be disallowed, seeing that he was pecuniarily interested in 
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question submitted to House! Tue Baur gasped for breath. No 
joke this; meant seriously ; SpzaxER, appealed to, ruled motion in 
order; commotion on the benches; Prarnce Arravk hurriedl 
sent for ; Tim HEay seconded amendment in voice trembling wit 
indignation as he contemplated ‘‘hon. Members, going out into 
divirion lobby, rnbbing shoulders with iaterested persons.” Calls 
for The Bart, He rises a very diff-rent person from successful 
general of only ten minutes ago. Would 
Euston Square, If there was a fire in the room, would no more 
think of standing with his back to it than he would of getting into 
the SPEAKER’s chair. 

Admitted his directorship, but pathetically pleaded that his 
powsiery interert in the company was very small. This said, 

PFAKER directed him to withdraw. Forth he went like Sie re 

: schoolboy, Joun WILLIAM (Mac- 
LURE) dropping silent tear of 
sympathy as he remembered how 
he, too, had once suff in 
similar circumstances. 

‘What a world it is!” Jonwn 
Wriu1am said, bis voice choked 
with emotion and sherry. 
‘*Here to-day and gone to- 
morrow! Yes, waiter, give me 
another,” 3 

Business done. —Sir WILLIAM 
HovipswoktTH, Bart., gets into 
a sad mess. 

Thursday.—SquimrE oF MAt- 
woop thought he had done pretty 
well leaving his successor in 
Downing Street little legacy of 
six millions and a half to set 
new Government up in life. A 
little taken aback to-night to hear 
himself roved by Hicks- 
Braco. ‘The triomph of a 
Chancellor of the Exchequer,” 
raid that high authority, ‘is 
when the exchequer receipts agree 
with his estimates.” ‘‘ Instead of 
which,” as the judge said, SQUIRE 
had go seriously under-estimated 

his receipts, that there was a 
‘ balance to the good of a trifle over 
four millions even after the store 
had been heavily looted for sup- 
plementary estimates, 

At this recollection MicHaEt’s 
mood melted. Didn't want to 
pain the right hon. gentleman; 
was even gratefultohim. Never- 
“‘ Here to-day and gone to-morrow!” theless, bound to poiat out that 

(“ J-hn W-ll-m” M-cl-re.) the tide had turned in June, 

1 which, ee strange coincidence 

was the very month that saw defeat of Liberal Government, and 

preceded the dawn of Conservative supremacy. Up to that epoch 

revenue had actually fallen off. Following on it. inc»me had 

advanced by leaps and bounds. During existence of Liberal Govern- 

ment, well-to-do people from whose estate dropped fatness in the 

shape of Death Daties, declined to die. Once the Conservatives in, 

millionaires, chan‘ing nunc dimittis, departed in groups, swelling 
the revenues accordingly. ; , - 

‘‘ Providence, a3 usual, on the side of the big battalions,” said 


the Squire, repressing a sob. Business done.—Budget brought in. 


Friday.— Lament sometimes made that palmy days of Irish 
membership are no more. New times, new men, new manners. One 
rare flash from below Gangway bids us hope. Mr. MorNacHAN— 
melodiously murmurous name-on his legs discussing private Bill. 
Propored to step aside and say a few words on the Orange controversy. 
SPEAKER gently on out that that was a topic scarcely cognate to 
matter formally before the Honee. : . 

T obey your raling, Mr. Speaxer,” said Mr. MupyacHan, with 
fine rich brogue, ‘‘and I will just reiterate what I was going to say.” 

For the exquisite workmanship of unpremeditated art the record «f 
Sir Borie Rocug, apocryphs] end real, contains nothing to beat this. 

Business done.—Ilrish votes in Committes of Supply. 


ardly be recognised in 





Tip for Teachers. 


‘Trs one of Popular Edacation’s dol urs 

That Board Schools badly ruled leed to bored scholars | 
Where genial wisdom checks the prig’s vagary, 

And love looks after little Bos or Many, 

Scholars, as wel] as echcols, are voluntary. 
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DOGS AS “TIGERS.” 
(The very latest innovation in smart Cycling circles.) 


N.B.—The Dog not only lends brilliance to equipage by his liveried presence, 
but guards the machine, in the absence of his master or mistress, against that 


ubiquitous miscreant, the cycle thief. 


THAT GAME OF GOLF. 
No. ITI. 


WELL, the row being over, and the objectionable parties gone, we 
continued, that is, Porrtes, SLogum, and myself. more or less 
ruffled, as you may megs if you remember the scene I described in 
the previous number. We managed to get through the next four holes 
somehow without coming to blows, although it was wonderful what a 
number of strokes it required. I saw Porries slogging away in one 
place for about a quarter of an hour, swearing all the time; it wasa 
tort of ditch, with stones in it, and he drove every mortal thing out 
of that ditch except his ball, including about a cart-load of earth. 
I couldn’t think why he ehould choose that ditch to play in. 

SLocuM was not much better; and as for my ball, it went on in 
the most extraordinary way. Sometimes it went round to the left, 
and sometimes to the right; but mostly it stayed where it was, or 
hopped a yard or two. One of my caddies said I ought to “‘ take a 
bit of the turf with it,” and the other said I played ‘‘ too much of a 
cricket stroke”; and a man who was looking on said he thought I 
didn’t hit hard enough, and smiled. Sometimes I got a bit mad 
with it, and then I always used the niblick, and that generally 
fetched it along together with some square feet of turf and a shovelful 
of mud and stones. 

PorrLes and Stocum argued all the time, but J couldn’t under- 
stand what they said. Stocum said he didn’t like Porriss’ ‘‘ style ”’ 
at all; that he hadn’t any “‘swing” to , and didn’t ‘‘ go 
through with it” ; and PorriEs said that it was better to have his 

le than to have none at ali, like Stocum; and then Stoeu got 
riled, and whenever Porrixs got in a bad place, which he did mostly 
= the time, SLocum would go and watch him, and offer him sarcastic 


vice. 

While they were slanging each other I got into more trouble, too. 
I didn’t know exactly where the next hole was, and it didn’t seem to me 
to matter much, so I just ore about on the best grass I could find. 


My caddies got tired of offering me different clubs, as I stuck to my 
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niblick, so they went off and played cards underatree. Porries. 


had got into another ditch, as far as I could see, and Stoeum 
was showing him how to ‘“‘loft”’ a ball out of six inches of mud. 

Well, while I was areas with the niblick, I found a 
beautiful new ball which I picked up and put in my et, 
and not far off there was another one, which I also picked up, 
and looked round to see if there were any more, Presently an 
old gentleman comes up. with a flaming red face and his eyes 
starting out of his head, and stutters out, ‘‘ What the blank 
blank do on meee by picking up my ball?” So I said it 
wasn’t his , and that I had found it. That seemed to make 
him worse, and he got so mad that he couldn’t speak, and 
_ m came up and said I had better ‘‘ put 
- |the balls down and get off the green,” or he’d break my head 


ve A Vey \)\) | = 
fH Hi || = first and report me to the committee afterwards, Then I got 
uh 

| AN) WSs | angry, and was just telling them what I thought of them, when 
my jenn | PoFFLES and SLoGUM came up, and said I was a fool and took 
i ——7 the balls away and gave them to the old gentleman; but even 





that didn’t satisfy him, as he kept turning back and swearing 
at us at intervals as he went away, and muttering something 
about losing a medal through a darned jackanapes who didn’t 
know a golf ball from a mushroom. The other man appeared 
to be trying to console him with some remarks about “* Dormie 
4,” and the ‘‘rub of the green,” but what he was driving at I 
don’t know, as the green didn’t seem to me to be rubbed any- 
where, and if it was J hadn’t done it. In fact I couldn’t see 
what was the matter at all, and Porries and Stocum ed 80 
fast and made such a noise that I couldn’t hear what they said, 
so I said I should go home, as it seemed to me a silly sort of 
game, in spite of the niblick, and I was fairly mad too. 

We agreed to play one more hole, however, and the drive was 
over a large pond. Porries drove first, and Be beautifully 
into the middle of the pond, and Stocum did the same thing. 
Then Porries said they would both drive again; which they 
did, and they put two more balls into the pond, and then two 
more after that. I began to think the hole must be in the 
pond somewhere, but I wasn’t sure. Then Porries said he 
could get the balls out if Stoaum would help him; and they 
both got into a kind of punt, and floated out, and PorriEs 
scraped about after the balls, while Stocum steered th t 
Then, just as PorFFLEs was reaching after a ball, he lost his 

alance, and clutched at Stoeum, and they both went wallo 
into the pond together, and fought each other in the water. 
didn’t know if this was part of the game, but the caddies and 
I enjoyed it thoroughly; and then we hauled them out, and 
they were a sight for the gods. , 

After this we went back to the kit-cat room, and changed, 
and had dinner. Porrirs and SLocum were quite pleased with 
themselves, and talked so much about their strokes, that I came 
‘to the conclusion I had missed some extraordinary play by not 
watching them closely enough; but, though I had not covered 
myself with glory in the same way, yet I felt I had spent quite a 
lively afternoon, and it would be a long time before I forgot that 
game of Golf. 


AFTER THE PLAY WAS OVER. 


ScenE—Smoking-room in the Parthenon, PRESENT—The 
customary habitués, 


Novice (country member). What do you think of Mr. Henry 
ARTHUR JoNES’s new piece, The Rogue’s Comedy ? 

Old Playgoer (member of twenty years’ standing). It recalle 
to me many pleasant memories. 

Young Playgoer (just elected). Speak for yourself. The character 
of Mr. Bailey Prothero was quite new. 

Old Playgoer. To you, my dear lad; but you never saw Gor as 
Mercadet and CHARLEY Matuews in the Game of Speculation. 

Young Playgoer. But surely the sudden rise to fortune of the 
Rogue, aud the as sudden fall, were quite original ? 

Old Playgoer. 8o you imagine in your inexperience. 

Young Playgoer. And the notion of making Bailey Prothero spare 





his son the knowledge of his disgraceful past was fresh ? 


Old Playgoer. Not entirely, because Madame de Fontaine was 
equally reticent to her son in cone Ago, and Odette was as kind to 
her daughter in the play to which she gave the title. 

Young Playgoer. And surely Mr. Robert Cushing, as the con- 
federate and sneak, was a novel creation ? cae 

Old Playgoer. Would have been had not Robert Macaire intro- 
ee we ee ‘ oa rae 

oun ygoer. But, come, the piece was interesting 

Old Playgver. Certainly. Ohyes. Certainly. 

Novice. Then if you agree upon that point you will accompany me 
to the Rogue’s Comedy at the Garrick ? : 

Both Playgoers (hurriedly). Thanks; but we have seen it 
once | [ Curtain, 
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bridge, crossing which some men hasten by years the natural trend 
of their footsteps towards the Bench. But it is a narrow 
slip, an , bridging a gulf of permanent obscurity and 
deathless dieappointment.”’ 

Business done.—Another Irish Land Bill brought in. 

Tuesday.—‘* Never to astonished in all my life!” said Sir 
Wirt1aM Hovtpswortn, Bart., M.P., of Cocdham, the Carlton and 
the Constitutional. 

Oaly the o*her day Tue Bart. was in board-room «cf London and 
North-Western Railway. Ques- 
tion under discuesion the carrying 
through Commons of Bill autho- 
rising widening of section of line 
between Chester and Holyhead, 

‘* You leave it to me, dear boys,”’ 
said THe Bart., hitching up his 
coat-tails and standing in fa- 
vourite attitude before board- 
room fire. ‘‘1’ll see the thing 
through. Not anything by way 
of oratory in the House, you 
know.” (Lord Eee a 
Ratumore, Lord Locu, T. H. 
Ismay, and other directors: ‘* Yes! 
Yes!”’) ‘“*No, dear boys,” said 
Toe Bart.. drawing an inch 
nearer the fire and shaking his 
head. ‘‘I know exactly what | 
can do. I’m not a GLADSTONE; 
never was a Baicut; buat I know 
all the ropes of the House, and 
if there’s a man in it can get 8 
private Bill through, his name 
“ Never so astonished in all my life!” 2 ee Henzy Hovtps- 

(Sir W. H-ldsw-rth.) Bill came on at morning sitting 
to-day. Tue Bant., suffusing neighbourhcod of corner seat above 
Gangway with air of benignent prosperity and ean 
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prices, moved second reading. Expected it t> pass this stage str 
away, _ otjection occurring to presumotious men being deployed 
in Committee. Unfortunately for Tae Bart, Irish Members just 


brought over in large num for Land Bill. Nothing to do this 
afternoon. Thought they’d have a lark with London and North- 
Western Railway. The Compiny refure to attach third-clase 
mee to mail trains. Irish Member crossing and re-crossing to 
attend Parliamentary du’‘ics, beng goes a five-pound note, 
North-Western want to 
yuo a jittle Bul through 
the House. do they? Irish 
Membi:rs block the line. 
Fretp in great form. 
Has put on clean shirt- 
front; Javished an extra 
nn'orth of hair-oil cn 
is ambrosial locks; eut 
another button off his 
waistcoat, so that it may 
fold an inch lower down ; 
thrusts a cambric pocket- 
handkerchief in his manly 
m; and in voice 
thunder declares it ‘* ab- 
surd, in the middle of 
the nineteenth century,”’ 
that there thou'ld be no 
third-clsss carriages on 
the limited mail. 
Tix Hearty in most 
trueulent meod, Oth rs 





chime in; Welsh Mem- 

: b ra lend 3 pang To 

a inexperienced eye thirgs 

hee, look serious, THE Bart 
Sk , = unmoved, 

Sn Stee . ‘* Loave’em to re,” he 

The Old Man of the—Land, “ We ain’t doon murmured. T'll settle 


” 

so badly aout o’ yon Boodget—me, an’ t’mais- ite h 
F eSnet 1 e moved closure, 
ee ee Rode on the whirlwind, 
avd directed the storm through three divisions. Been a hard fight, 
but bad got the second reading of Bill. Whilet mopping forehead, 
and thinking proudly what they’d say in the board-room, he ob- 
» rved Litoyp-Grouesr on his feet. His interposition nothing to him. 
Hed got his Bill read second time; might now rest from his labours. 
Startled by hearing his name, Lioyp-Grorce was moving that 
| his vote be Lallowsd. seeing that he was pecunisrily interested in 
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question submitted to House! Tue Barr gasped for breath. No 
joke this; meant seer} SPEAKER, appealed to, ruled motion in 
order; commotion on the benches; Parnce Anravr hurriedl 
sent for ; Tim Hearty seconded amendment ia voice trembling wi 
indignation as he contemplated ‘“‘hon. Members, going out into 
divirion lobby, rnbbing shoulders with iaterested persons,” Calls 
for The Bart. He rises a very diff-rent person from succes 
general of only ten minutes ago. Would coaly be recognised in 
Euston Square. If there was a fire in the room, would no more 
think of ak Sie his back to it than he would of getting into 
the SPEAKER’s r. 

Admitted his directorship, but pathetically pleaded that his 

pocsmiacy interest in the company was very small. This said 
PEAKER directed him to withdraw. Forth he went like a 
schoolboy, Joun WILLIAM ( 
LURE) pping silent tear of 
sympathy as he remembered how 
he, too, had once suffered in 
similar circumstances. 

‘What a world it is!” Joun 
Wrtuiam said, bis voice choked 
with emotion and dry eherry. 
‘Here to-day and gone to- 
morrow! Yes, waiter, give me 
another,’’ : 

Business done. — Sir WILt1aM 
Hov.ipswokrtH, Bart., gets into 
& sad mess. 

Thursday.—SquirE oF MAt- 
woop thought he had done pretty 
well leaving successor in 
Downing Street little legacy of 
six mi and a half to set 
new Government up in life. A 
little taken aback to-night to hear 
himself _by | Hicks- 
Beacu. “The triomph of a 
Chancellor of the Exchequer,” 
raid that high authority, ‘is 
when the exchequer receipts 
with his estimates.” ‘‘ Ins of 
which,” as the judge said, SqurgE 
had so seriously under-estimated 
his receipts, that there was a 
‘ balance to the good of a trifle over 
-, four millions even the store 
had been heavily looted for sup- 
plementary estimates, 

At this recollection MicnarEt’s 
mood ee ene —_ to 

e rig on, gentleman; 
was even gratefultohim. Never- 
theless, bound to poiat out that 
ae ‘tide ee sof — 

w coincidence 
was the very month that saw defeat of Liberal Government, and 
preceded the dawn of Conservative supremacy. Up to that epoch 
revenue had actually fallen off. Following on it. incyme had 
advanced by leapsand bounds. During existence of Liberal Govern- 
ment, well-to-do people from whose estate dropped fatness in the 
shape of Death Daties, declined to die. Once the Conservatives in, 
millionaires, chan'ing nunc dimittis, departed in groups, 
the revenues acco ly. - 5 

‘Providence, as usual, on the side of the big battalionr,” said 
the Squire, repressing a sob, Business done.—Budget brought in. 


Friday.— Lament sometimes made that palmy days of Irish 
membership are no more. New times, new men, new manners. One 
rare fissh from below Gangway bids us hope. Mr. McrvacHan— 
melodiously murmurous name-—on his legs discussing private Bill. 
Proposed to step aside and say a few words on the Orange controversy. 
SPEAKER gently ponies out that that was a topic scarcely cognate to 
matter formally before the House. ; 

“‘T obey your ruling, Mr. Speaker,” said Mr. MogwacHan, with 
fine rich brogue, *‘and I will jast reiterate what I was going to say.”’ 

For the exquisite workmanship of unpremeditated art the record «f 
Sir Borie Rocur, apoeryphe! end real, contains nothing to beat thie. 

Business done,—Irish votes in Committes of Sapply. 





** Here to-day and gone te-morrow!” 
(“J-hn W-ll-m” M-cl-re.) 


Tip for Teachers. 


'Trs one of Popular Edacation’s dol urs 

That Schools badly ruled leed to bored scholars ! 
Where genial wisdom checks the prig’s vagary, 

And love looks after little Bon or Maky, 

Scholars, as wel] as echcols, are voluntary. 
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DOGS AS “TIGERS.” 
(The very latest innovation in smart Cycling circles,) 


N.B.—The Dog not only lends brilliance to equipage by his liveried presence, 
but guards the machine, in the absence of his master or mistress, against that 


ubiquitous miscreant, the cycle thief. 


THAT GAME OF GOLF. 
No. III. 


WELL, the row being over, and the objectionable parties gone, we 
continued, that is, Porries, Stoaum, and myself, more or less 
ruffled, as you may megan if you remember the scene I described in 
the previous number. We managed to get through the next four holes 
somehow without coming to blows, although it was wonderful what a 
number of strokes it required. I saw Porries slogging away in one 
place for about a quarter of an hour, swearing all the time; it wasa 
tort of ditch, with stones in it, and he drove every mortal thing out 
of that ditch except his ball, including about a cart-load of earth. 
I couldn’t think why he should choose that ditch Onsy in, 

SLocum was not much better; and as for my , it went on in 
the most extraordinary way. Sometimes it went round to the left, 
and sometimes to the right; but mostly it stayed where it was, or 
hopped a yard or two. One of my caddies said I ought to “‘ take a 
bit of the turf with it,’”’ and the other said I played ‘‘ too much of a 
cricket stroke”; and a man who was looking on said he thought I 
didn’t hit hard enough, and smiled. Sometimes I got a bit mad 
with it, and then I always used the niblick, and that generally 
fetched it along together with some square feet of turf and a shov 
of mud stones. 

Porries and Stocum argued all the time, but J couldn’t under- 
stand what they said. St tocum said he didn’t like Porries’ ‘‘ style”’ 
at all; that he hadn’t any “‘swing” to of, and didn’t ‘* go 
through with it” ; and Porries said that it was better to have his 
ar than to have none at all, like Stocum; and then Stocum got 

ed, and whenever Porries got in a bad place, which he did mostly 
all the time, SLocum would go and watch him, and offer him sarcastic 


advice. 

While they were slanging each other I got into more trouble, too. 
I didn’t know exactly where the next hole was, and it didn’t seem to me 
to matter much, so {just played about on the best grass I could find. 
My caddies got tired of offering me different clubs, as I stuck to my 





elful | his son the knowledge of his 


niblick, so they went off and played cards underatree. Porries. 
had got into another ditch, as far as I could see, and Stoeum 
was showing him how to “‘loft”’ a ball out of six inches of mud. 

Well, while I was practising with the niblick, I found a 
beautiful new ball w sold serpy poe oP fg girs | et, 
and not far off there was another one, which I also picked up, 
and looked round to see if there were any more. Presently an 
old gentleman comes up. with a flaming red face and his eyes 
starting out of his head, and stutters out, ‘‘ What the blank 
blank do you mean by picking up my ball?” So I said it 
wasn’t his , and that I had found it. That seemed to make 
him worse, and he got so mad that he couldn’t speak, and 
another man behind him came up and said I had better ‘‘ put 
the balls down and get off the green,” or he’d break my head 
first and report me to the committee afterwards. Then I got 
angry, and was just telling them what I thought of them, when 
Po¥rFLEs and SLoGuM came up, and said I was a fool and took 
the balls away and gave them to the old gentleman; but even 
that didn’t satisfy him, as he kept turning back and swearing 
at us at intervals as he went away, and muttering something 
about losing a medal through a darned jackanapes who didn’t 
know a golf ball from a mushroom. The other man appeared 
to be trying to console him with some remarks about ‘‘ Dormie 
4,” and the ‘‘rub of the green,” but what he was driving at I 
don't know, as the green didn’t seem to me to be rubbed any- 
where, and if it was J hadn’t done it. In fact I couldn’t see 
what was the matter at all, and Porries and Siocum talked so 
fast and made such a noise that I couldn’t hear what they said, 
so I said I should go home, as it seemed to me a silly sort of 
game, in spite of the niblick, and I was fairly mad too. _ 

We to play one more hole, however, and the drive was 
over a we poe PoFFLEs drove first, and os beautifully 
into the middle of the pond, and Stocum did the same thing. 
Then Porries said they would both drive again; which they 
did, and they put two more balls into the pond, and then two 
more that. I to think the hole must be in the 
pond somewhere, but I wasn’t sure. Then Porries said he 
could get the balls out if Stocum would help him; and they 
both got into a kind of punt, and floated out, and PorrcEs 
scraped about after the balls, while SLocum { 
Then, just as Porries was reaching after a ball, he lost his 
balance, and clutched at Stoeum, and they both went wallo 
into the pond together, and fought each other in the water. 
didn’t know if this was part of the game, but the caddies and 
I enjoyed it thoroughly; and then we hauled them out, and 
they were a sight for the gods, . 

After this we went back to the kit-cat room, and changed, 
and had dinner. PorFLRs SLocum were quite pleased with 
themselves, and talked so much about their strokes, that I came 
to the conclusion I had missed some extraordinary play by not 
watching them closely enough; but, not covered 
myself with glory in the same way, yet I felt I had spent quite a 
lively afternoon, and it would be a long time before I forgot that 


game of Golf. 


AFTER THE PLAY WAS OVER. 


ScenE—Smoking-room in the Parthenon, PREsENT—The 
customary habitués, 


Novice (country member). What do you think of Mr. Henry 
ARTHUR JonEs’s new piece, The Rogue’s Comedy ? 

Old Playgoer (member of twenty years’ standing). It recalle 
to me many pleasant memories. 

gg Playgoer ( just elected), Speak for yourself. The character 
of Mr. Bailey Prothero was quite new. 

Old Playgoer. To you, my dear lad; but you never saw Gor as 
Mercadet and CuakLtEy Matuews in the Game of Speculation, 

Young Playgoer. But surely the sudden rise to fortune of the 
Rogue, and the as sudden fall, were quite original ? 

Old Playgoer, So you imagine in your inexperience. 

Young Playgoer. And the notion of making Batley Prothero spare 

i disgracefal past was fresh ? 

Old Playgoer. Not entirely, because Madame de Fontaine was 
equally reticent to her son in . Ago, and Odette was as kind to 
her daughter in the play to which she gave the title. 

Young Playgoer. And surely Mr, Robert 
federate and sneak, was a need creation ? 

Old Playgoer. Would have been had not Robert Macaire intro- 


—_ — re tb t the pi interesting ? 
oun oer. But, come, the piece was 
Siz Plavoses yes. Certain! 


ygoer. y. es, Zt y. 
Novice. Then if you agree upon that point you will accompany me 
to the s Comedy at the Rasrick P 
Both 
once | 





, as the con- 


laygoers (hurriedly), Thanks; but we have seen it 
[ Curtain, 
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eee crossing which some men hasten by years the natural trend 
of their footsteps towards the Treasury Bench. But it is a narrow 
slip, an , bridging a gulf of permanent obscurity and 
deathless dieappointment.”’ 

Business done.—Another Irish Land Bill brought in. 

Tuesday.—‘' Never to astonished in my life!’’ said Sir 
Wiut.tum Hovipswokts, Bart., M.P., of Cocdham, the Carlton and 
the Constitutional. 

Oaly the o*her day Tue Bart. ws in board-room cf London and 
North-Western Railway. Ques- 
tion under discuesion the carrying 
through Commons of Bill autho- 
rising widening of section of line 
between Chester and Holyhead, 

‘* You leave it to me, dear boys,” 
said THe Banrt., hitching up his 
coat-tails and standing in fa- 
vourite attitude before board- 
room fire, ‘‘1’ll see the thing 
through. Not anything by way 
of oratory in the House, you 
know.” (Lord StatpripeE, Lord 
Ratumore, Lord Locu, T. i. 
Ismay. and other directors: ‘‘ Yes! 
Yes!’’) ‘‘ No, dear boys,’ said 
THe Bart.. drawing an incb 
nearer the fire and shaking his 
head. ‘I know exactly what 1 
can do. I’m not a GLADSTONE; 
never was a Baicut; but I know 
all the ropes of the House, and 
if there’s a man in it can get 8 
private Bill through, his name 
“‘ Never so astonished in all my life!” aloe Henky Hovxps- 

(Sir W. H-ldsw-rth.) Bill came on at morning sitting 
to-day. Tue Banrt., suffusing neighbourhcod of corner seat above 
Gangway with air of benignant prosperity and calicoe-at-paying 
prices, moved second reading. Expected it t> pass this stage straight 
away, any otjection occurring to presumotious men being deployed 
in Committee. Unfortunately for Tae Bart, Irish Members just 
brought over in large numbers for Land Bill. Nothing to do this 
afternoon. Thought they’d have a lark with London and North- 
Western Railway. The Compiny refure to attach third-clase 
mercy go to mail trains. Irish Member crossing and re-crossing to 
attend Parliamentary du‘ies, beng goes a five-pound note. 

North-Western want to 
run a little Bull through 
the House. do they? Irish 
Membi:rs block the line. 
Fretv in great form. 
Has put on clean shirt- 
front; Javished an extra 

nn’orth of hair-oil cn 

is ambrosial locks; cut 
another button off his 
waistcoat, so that it may 
fold an inch lower down ; 
thrusts a cambric pocket- 
handkerchief in his manly 
bosom; and in voice of 
thunder declares it ‘* ab- 
surd, in the middle of 
the nineteenth century,’’ 
that there should be no 
third-clsss carriages on 
the limited mail. ; 

Tra Hearty in most 
truculent mod, Oth rs 
chime in; Welsh Meim- 
bra lend a hand. To 
inexperienced eye things 
look serious. THE Bart 
unmoved, 

‘* Loave’em to me,” he 
murmured, ‘‘I’ll settle 
7em.”’ 
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The Old Man of the—Land, “ We ain’t doon 
so badly aout o’ yon Boodget—me, an’ t’mais- ie ha wowed clowans: 


ter, an’ t’paiirson |” as 
ode on the whirlwind, 
aud directed the storm through three divisions. Been a hard fight, 
but bad got the second reading of Bill. Whilet mopping forehead, 
and thinking proudly what they’d ray in the board-room, he ob- 
» rved Ltoyp-Groree on his feet. His interposition nothing to him. 
Hed got his Bill read second time; might now rest from his labours. 
Startled by hearing his name. Lioyp-Grorer was moving that 
| bis vote be disallowed, seeing that he was pecunisrily interested in 
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question submitted to House! THe Baur gasped for breath. No 
joke this; meant seriously ; SPEAKER, soneena to, rnJed motion in 
order; commotion on the benches; Prince Arravk hurriedl 
sent for ; Tim Heaxy seconded amendment ia voice trembling wit 
indignation as he contemplated ‘‘hon. Members, going out into 
division lobby, rnbbing shoulders with iaterested persons,” Calls 
for The Bart. He rises a very diff-rent person from successful 
general of only ten minutes ago. Would hardly be recognised in 
Euston Square. If there was a fire in the room, would no more 
think of standing with his back to it than he would of getting into 
the SPEAKER’s chair. 

Admitted his directorship, but pathetically pleaded _ that his 
peorerery interest in the company was very small. This said, 

PEAKER directed him to withdraw. Forth he went like ieee 

‘ schoolboy, Joun WitL1am (Mac 

LURE) dropping silent tear of 

sympathy as he remembered how 

he, too, had once suffered in 
similar circumstances. 

‘What a world it is!” Joun 
Wurm said, bis voice choked 
with emotion and dry sherry. 
‘*Here to-day and gone to- 
morrow! Yes, waiter, give me 
another.’’ 

Business done. — Sir WILLIAM 
Hov.pswoktTH, Bart., gets into 
a sad mess, 

Thursday.—SquirE oF MAt- 
woop thought he had done pretty 
well leaving his successor in 
Downing Street little legacy of 
six millions and a half to set 
new Government up in life. A 
little taken aback to-night to hear 
. himself roved by Hicks- 
rer Beacu. “The triomph of a 

\\\\W\ Chancellor of the Exchequer,” 
ANY raid that high authority, ‘is 
when the exchequer receipts agree 
with his estimates.” ‘‘ Instead of 
which,”’ as the judge said, SQuikE 
had go seriously under-estimated 
his receipts, that there was a 
‘ balance to the good of a trifle over 
four millions even after the store 
had been heavily looted for sup- 
plementary estimates, 

At this recollection MicHaEt’s 
mood melted. Didn't want to 
pain the right hon. gentleman; 
was even gratefultohim. Never- 
“‘ Here to-day and gone te-morrow!” theless, bound to poiat out that 

(“J-hn W-ll-m” M-cl-re.) the tide had turned in June, 
which, by strange coincidence 
was the very month that saw defeat of Li Government, and 
preceded the dawn of Coneervative supremacy. Up to that epoch 
revenue had actually fallen off. Following on it. incyme had 
advanced by leaps and bounds. During existence of Liberal Govern- 
ment, well-to-do people from whose estate dropped fatness in the 
shape of Death Daties, declined to die. Once the Conservatives in, 
millionaires, chanting nunc dimittis, departed in groups, swelling 
the revenues accordingly. s 4 

‘‘ Providence, as usual, on the side of the big battalions,” said 

the Squire, repressing a sob. Business done.—Budget brought in. 


Friday.— Lament sometimes made that palmy days of Irish 
membership are no more. New times, new men, new manners, One 
rare flash from below Gangway bids us hope. Mr. MonwacHAN— 
melodiously murmurous name-—on his legs discussing private Bill, 
Proposed to step aside and say a few words on the Orange controversy. 
SPEAKER gently Eosaiet out that that was a topic scarcely cognate to 
matter formally before the House. : ‘ 

“*T obey your ruling. Mr. SreaKeER,” said Mr. MugwacHan, with 
fine rich brogue, ‘‘ and I will just reiterate what I was going to say.” 

For the exquisite workmanship of unpremeditated art the record f 
Sir Borie Rocue, apoeryphs! end real, contains nothing to beat thie. 

Business done.—Irish votes in Committe of Supply. 
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Tip for Teachers. 


‘Trs one of Popular Edacation’s dol urs 

That Board Schools badly ruled leed to bored scholars ! 
Where genial wisdom checks the prig’s vagary, 

And love looks after little Bos or Maky, 

Scholars, as well as echcols, are voluntary. 
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DOGS AS “TIGERS.” 
(The very latest innovation in smart Cycling circles, ) 


N.B.—The Dog not only lends brilliance to equipage by his liveried presence, 
but guards the machine, in the absence of his master or mistress, against that 


ubiquitous miscreant, the cycle thief. 


THAT GAME OF GOLF. 
No. III. 


WELL, the row being over, and the objectionable parties gone, we 
continued, that is, Porries, Stogum, and myself, more or less 
ruffled, as you may aoe if you remember the scene I described in 
the previous number. We managed to get through the next four holes 
somehow without coming to blows, although it was wonderful what a 
number of strokes it required. I saw Porries slogging away in one 
place for about a quarter of an hour, swearing all the time; it was a 
sort of ditch, with stones in it, and he drove every mortal thing out 
of that ditch except his ball, including about a cart-load of earth. 
I couldn’t think why he should choose that ditch to play in. 

SLocum was not much better; and as for my ball, it went on in 
the most extraordinary way. Sometimes it went round to the left, 
and sometimes to the right; but mostly it stayed where it was, or 
hopped a yard or two. One of my caddies said I ought to “‘ take a 
bit of the turf with it,’ and the other said I played ‘‘ too much of a 
cricket stroke”; and a man who was looking on said he thought I 
didn’t hit hard enough, and smiled. Sometimes I got a bit mad 
with it, and then I always used the niblick, and that generally 
fetched it along together with some square feet of turf and a shoy 
of mud stones. 

Porries and Stocum argued all the time, but J couldn’t under- 
stand what they said. Stocum said he didn’t like Porrizs’ ‘' style ”’ 
at all; that he hadn’t any ‘“‘swing”’ to of, and didn’t ‘‘ go 
through with it” ; and Porrixs said that it was better to have his 

le than to have none at all, like Stocum; and then Stocum got 
riled, and whenever Porrtes got in a bad place, which he did mostl 
all the time, SLogum would go and watch him, and offer him sarcastic 


advice. 
While they were slanging each other I got into more trouble, too. 
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niblick, so they went off and played cardsunderatree, PoFFLES. 
had en into another ditch, as far as I could see, and Stoeum 
was showing him how to “‘loft” a ball out of six inches of mud. 

Well, while I was ee with the niblick, I found a 
beautiful new ball which I picked up and put in my pocket, 
and not far off there was another one, which I also picked up, 
and looked round to see if there were any more. Presently an 
old gentleman comes up. with a flaming red face and his eyes 
starting out of his head, and stutters out, ‘‘ What the blank 
blank do you mean by picking up my ball?” So I said it 
wasn’t his ball, and that I had found it. That seemed to make 
him worse, and he got so mad that he couldn’t speak, and 
another man behind him came up and said I had better ‘‘ put 
the balls down and get off the green,” or he’d break my head 
first and report me to the committee afterwards, Then I got 
angry, and was just telling them what I thought of them, when 
PoFFLES and SLoGUM came up, and said I was a fool and took 
the balls away and gave them to the old gentleman; but even 
that didn’t satisfy him, as he kept turning back and swearing 
at us at intervals as he went away, and muttering something 
about losing a medal through a darned jackanapes who didn’t 
know a golf ball from a mushroom. The other man appeared 
to be trying to console him with some remarks about ‘‘ Dormie 
4,” and the ‘‘rub of the green,” but what he was driving at I 
don’t know, as the green didn’t seem to me to be rubbed any- 
where, and if it was J hadn’t done it. In fact I couldn’t see 
what was the matter at all, and Porries and Siocum talked so 
fast and made such a noise that I couldn’t hear what they said, 
so I said I should go home, as it seemed to me a silly sort of 
game, in spite of the niblick, and I was fairly mad too. 


We 5 ea to play one more hole, however, and the drive was 
overa large pond. Porr.es drove first, and got beautifully 
into the middle of the pond, and Stocum did the same thing. 


Then Porries said they would both drive again; which they 
did, and they put two more balls into the pond, and then two 
more after that. I be to think the hole must be in the 
pond somewhere, but I wasn’t sure. Then Porrres said he 
could get the balls out if Stocum would help him; and they 
both got into a kind of punt, and floated out, and Porrizs 
scraped about after the balls, while SLocum the punt. 
Then, just as Porries was reaching after a ball, he lost his 
balance, and clutched at SLoeum, and they both went wallo 
into the pond together, and fought each other in the water. 
didn’t know if this was part of the game, but the caddies and 
I enjoyed it thoroughly; and then we hauled them out, and 
they were a sight for the gods. . 

After this we went back to the kit-cat room, and changed, 
and had dinner. Porrirs and SLocum were quite pleased with 
themselves, and talked so much about their strokes, that I came 

‘to the conclusion I had missed some extraordinary play by not 
watching them closely enough; but, though I had not covered 
myself with glory in the same way, yet I felt I had spent quite a 
lively afternoon, and it would be a long time before I forgot that 
game of Golf. 


AFTER THE PLAY WAS OVER. 


ScenE—Smoking-room in the Parthenon, PRESENT—The 
customary habitués. 


Novice (country member). What do you think of Mr. Henry 
ARTHUR JoNnES’s new piece, The Rogue’s Comedy ? 

Old Playgoer (member of twenty years’ standing). It recalle 
to me many pleasant memories. 

Young Playgoer (just elected), Speak for yourself, The character 
of Mr. Bailey Prothero was quite new. 

Old Playgoer. To you, my dear lad; but you never saw Gor as 
Mercadet and CuartEyY Matuews in the Game of Speculation, 

Young Playgoer. But surely the sudden risa to fortune of the 
Rogue, and the as sudden fall, were quite original ? 

Old Playgoer. So 7 imagine in your inexperience. 

Young Playgoer. And the notion of making Bazley tacehs spare 





elful | his son the knowledge of his disgracefal past was 


Old Playgoer. Not entirely, use Madame de Fontaine was 
equally reticent to her son in Long Ago, and Odette was as kind to 
her daughter in the play to which she gave the title. 

Young Playgoer. And surely Mr. Robert Cus 
federate and sneak, was a novel creation ? 


, as the con- 


Old Playgoer. Would have been had not Robert Macaire intro- 
— Jacques Strop. 
oun 


laygoer. But, come, the piece was interesting ? 
Old Playgoer. inly. Oh yes. Certainly. 
Novice. Then if you agree upon that point you will accompany me 





I didn’t know exactly where the next hole was, and it didn’t seem to me | to the ’s Comedy at the Garrick ? } 

to matter much, so I just re about on the best grass I could find.| Both Playgoers (hurriedly), Thanks; but we have seen it 

My caddies got tired of offering me different clubs, as I stuck to my | once! [ Curtain, 
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bridge, crossing which some men hasten by years the natural trend 
of their footsteps towards the Treasury Bench. But it is a narrow 
slip, an unrailed plank, bridging a gulf of permanent obscurity and 
deathless disappointment.”’ 

Business done.—Another Irish Land Bill brought in. 

Tuesday.—‘‘ Never to astonished in all my life!” said Sir 
Wut1am Hovtpswoktn, Bart., M.P., of Coodham, the Carlton and 
the Constitutional. 

Only the o*her day THE Bart. was in board-room cf London and 
North-Western Railway. Ques- 
tion under discussion the carrying 
through Commons of Bill autho- 
rising widening of section of line 
between Chester and Holyhead, 

‘* You leave it to me, dear boys,” 
id THe Bart., hitching up his 


2 
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sai 
coat-tails and standing in fa- 
vourite attitude before board- 
room fire, ‘‘1’ll see the thing 
through. Not anything by way 
of oratory in the House, you 
know.” (Lord Statsprimer, Lord 
Ratumorg, Lord Locu, Tr, H. 
Ismay, and other directors: ‘‘ Yes! 
Yes!”) ‘*No, dear boys,” said 
THe Bart.. drawing an incb 
nearer the fire and shaking his 
head. ‘‘I know exactly what | 
can do. I’m not a GLADSTONE; 
never was a Baicut; but I know 
all the ropes of the House, and 
if there’s a man in it can get 2 
rivate Bill through, his name 
“‘ Never so astonished in all my life!” eae Henky Hovtpe- 
(Sir W. H-ldew-rth.) Bill came on at morning sitting 
to-day. Tue Bant., suffusing neighbourhood of corner seat above 
Gangway with air of benignsnt prosperity and calicoe-at-paying 
prices, moved second reading. Expected it to pass this stage straight 
away, any otjection occurring to presumotious men being deployed 
in Committee. Unfortonately for Tae Bart, Irish Members just 
brought over in large numbers for Land Bill. Nothing to do this 
afternoon. Thought they’d have a lark with London and North- 
Western Railway. The Compiny refure to attach third-clase 
ee to mail trains. Irish Member crossing and re-crossing to 
attend Parliamentary du’ies, beng goes a five-pound note, 
North-Western want to 
tuo a jittle Bul through 
the House. do they? Irish 
Membi:rs block the line. 
Fretp in great form. 
Has put on clean shirt- 
front; Javished an extra 
nn’orth of hair-oil cn 
is ambrosial locks; cut 
another button off his 
waistcoat, so that it may 
fold an inch lower down ; 
thrusts a cambric pocket- 
handkerchief in his manly 
bosom; and in voice of 
thunder declares it ‘* ab- 
surd, in the middle of 
the nineteenth century,’’ 
that there should be no 
third-clsss carriages on 
the limited mail. | 
Trt Hearty in most 
truculent mvod, Oth/rs 
chime in; Welsh Mein- 
b:ra lend a hand, To 
inexperienced eye things 
look serious, THE Bart 








ms enor. a ae 
Ss 3 *s™ wee Ne . * Leave em to me,” he 
The Old Man of the—Land, “ We ain’t doon poe: ‘I'll settle 


so badly aout o’ yon Boodget—me, an’ t’maiis- So he moved closure. 


ae Seen Rode on the whirlwind, 
and directed the storm through three divisions. Been a hard fight, 
but bad got the second reading of Bill. Whilet mopping forehead, 
and thinking proudly what they’d say in the board-room, he ob- 
» rved Lioyp-Groree on his feet. His interposition nothing to him. 
Hed got his Bill read second time; might now rest from his labours. 

Startled 2 hearing his name, LLoyp-GrORGE was moving that 
| bis vote be disallowed, seeing that he was pecunisrily interested in 
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question submitted to House! THe Barr gasped for breath. No 
joke this; meant seriously ; SPzaxER, appealed to, ruled motion in 
order; commotion on the benches; Prarnce ArtTauR hurriedl 
sent for ; Tim HEaty seconded amendment ia voice trembling wit 
indignation as he contemplated ‘‘hon. Members, going out into 
division lobby, rnbbing shoulders with interested persons.” Calls 
for The Bart. He rises a very diffrent person from successful 
general of only ten minutes ago, Would hardly be recognised in 
Euston Square. If there was a fire in the room, would no more 
think of standing with his back to it than he would of getting into 
the SPEAKER’s chair. 

Admitted his directorship, but pathetically pleaded that his 
pooustacy interest in the company was very small. is sai 

PEAKER directed him to withdraw. Forth he went like whipped 

7 se JoHN WILLIAM ( . 
LURE) dropping silent tear of 
sympathy as he remembered how 
he, too, had once suffered in 
similar circumstances. 

‘What a world it is!” Jouw 
Wru.1m said, his voice choked 
with emotion and sherry. 
‘‘ Here to-day and gone to- 
morrow! Yes, waiter, give me 
another.’’ . 

Business done. —Sir WILLIAM 
HovxipswoktTH, Bart., gets into 
@ sad mess. 

Thursday.—SqurrE oF MALt- 
woop thought he had done pretty 
well leaving his successor in 
Downing Street little legacy of 
six millions and a half to set 
new Government up in life, A 
little taken aback to-night to hear 
himself reproved by Hicks- 
Beacu. ‘* The triomph of a 
Chancellor of the Exchequer,” 
raid that high authority, “* is 
when the exchequer receipts agree 
with his estimates.” ‘* Ins of 
which,”’ as the judge said, SquikE 
had so seriously under-estimated 
his receipts, that there was a 
' balance to the good of a trifle over 
four millions even after the store 
had been heavily looted for sup- 
plementary estimates. 

At this recollection MicHaEt’s 
mood melted. Didn't want to 
pain the right hon. gentleman; 
was even gratefultohim. Never- 


-_—~~— 





‘“‘ Here to-day and gone te-morrow!” aes bound to poiat out that 
(“J-hn W-ll-m” M-cl-re.) es si . had turned in June, 
which, 


strange coincidence 
was the very month that saw defeat of Liberal Government, and 
preceded the dawn of Conservative supremacy. Up to that epoch 
revenue had actually fallen off. Following on it. inc»me had 
advanced by leaps and bounds. During existence of Liberal Govern- 
ment, well-to-do people from whose estate dropped fatness in the 
shape of Death Daties, declined to die. Once the Conservatives in, 
millionaires, chan‘ing nunc dimittis, departed in groups, swelling 
the revenues accordingly. ‘ . , 
‘‘Providence, as usual, on the side of the big battalions,” said 


the SqurrE, repressing a sob. Business done.—Budget brought in. 


Friday.— Lament sometimes made that palmy days of Irish 
membership are no more. New times, new men, new manners. One 
rare flash from below Gangway bids us hope. Mr. MornaGHAN— 
melodiously murmurous name—on his legs discussing private Bill. 
Proposed to step aside and say a few words on the Orange controversy. 
SPEAKER gently roe out that that was a topic scarcely cognats to 
matter formally before the House. : 

“T obey your ruling. Mr. Speaker,” said Mr. Munwacnan, with 
fine rich brogue, ‘‘ and I will just reiterate what I was going to say.” 

For the exquisite workmanship of unpremeditated art the record cf 
Sir Bortz Rocur, apoeryphs! end real, contains nothing to beat thie. 

Business done.—Ilrish votes in Committe? of Sapply. 


Tip for Teachers. 


‘Trg one of Popular Education’s dol: urs 

That Board Schools badly ruled leed to bored scholars } 
Where genial wisdom checks the prig’s vagary, 

And love looks after little Bon or Maky, 

Scholars, as we)]l as echcols, are voluntary. 
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DOGS AS “TIGERS.” 
(The very latest innovation in smart Cycling circles, ) 


N.B.—The Dog not only lends brilliance to equipage by his liveried presence, 
but guards the machine, in the absence of his master or mistress, against that 


ubiquitous miscreant, the cycle thief. 


THAT GAME OF GOLF. 
No. III. 


WELL, the row being over, and the objectionable parties gone, we 
continued, that is, Porries, Stoaum, and myself. more or less 
ruffled, as you may eee if you remember the scene I described in 
the previous number. We managed to get through the next four holes 
somehow without coming to blows, although it was wonderful what a 
number of strokes it required. I saw Porries slogging away in one 
place for about a quarter of an hour, swearing all the time; it wasa 
eort of ditch, with stones in it, and he drove every mortal thing out 
of that ditch except his ball, including about a cart-load of earth. 
I couldn’t think why he should choose that ditch to play in, 

SLocum was not much better; and as for my ball, it went on in 
the most extraordinary way. Sometimes it went round to the left, 
and sometimes to the right; but mostly it stayed where it was, or 
hopped a yard or two. One of my caddies said I ought to ‘“‘ take a 
bit of the turf with it,’ and the other said I played ‘* too much of a 
cricket stroke”; and a man who was looking on said he thought I 
didn’t hit hard enough, and smiled. Sometimes I got a bit mad 
with it, and then I always used the niblick, and that generally 
fetched it along together with some square feet of turf and a shovelful 
of mud and stones. 

Porries and Stocum argued all the time, but J couldn’t under- 
stand what they said. Stocum said he didn’t like Porriss’ ‘' style ”’ 
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niblick, so they went off and played cards underatree. PoFFLES. 
had got into another ditch, as far as I could see, and Stoeum 
was showing him how to “‘loft”’ a ball out of six inches of mud. 

Well, while I was eae with the niblick, I found a 
beautiful new ball which I picked up and put in my pocket, 
and not far off there was another one, which I also picked up, 
and looked round to see if there were any more. Presently an 
old gentleman comes up. with a flaming red face and his eyes 
starting out of his head, and stutters out, ‘‘ What the blank 
blank do you mean by picking up my ball?” So I said it 
wasn’t his ball, and that I had found it. That seemed to make 
him worse, and he got so mad that he couldn’t speak, and 
another man behind him came up and said I had better ‘‘ put 
the balls down and get off the green,” or he’d break my head 
first and report me to the committee afterwards, Then I got 
angry, and was just telling them what I thought of them, when 
PoFFLEs and SLoGUM came up, and said I was a fool and took 
the balls away and gave them to the old gentleman; but even 
that didn’t satisfy him, as he kept turning back and swearing 
at us at intervals as he went away, and muttering something 
about losing a medal through a darned jackanapes who didn’t 
know a golf ball from a mushroom. The other man appeared 
to be trying to console him with some remarks about ‘‘ Dormie 
4,” and the ‘‘rub of the green,’”’ but what he was driving at I 
don't know, as the green didn’t seem to me to be rubbed any- 
where, and if it was J hadn’t done it. In fact I couldn’t see 
what was the matter at all, and Porries and Siocum talked so 
fast and made such a noise that I couldn’t hear what they said, 
so I said I should go home, as it seemed to me a silly sort of 
game, in spite of the niblick, and I was fairly mad too. 

We aereed to play one more hole, however, and the drive was 
over a large pond. Porrtes drove first, and fe beautifully 
into the middle of the pond, and Stogum did the same thing. 
Then Porries said they would both drive again; which they 
did, and they put two more balls into the pond, and then two 
more after that. I an to think the hole must be in the 
pond somewhere, but I wasn’t sure, Then Porries said he 
could get the balls out if Stoaum would help him; and they 
both got into a kind of punt, and floated out, and PorriEs 
scraped about after the balls, while SLocum steered the punt. 
Then, just as PorFLESs was reaching after a ball, he lost his 
balance, and clutched at Stogum, and they both went wee 
into the pond together, and fought each other in the water. 
didn’t know if this was part of the game, but the caddies and 
I enjoyed it thoroughly; and then we hauled them out, and 
they were a sight for the gods. : 

After this we went back to the kit-cat room, and changed, 
and had dinner. Porrirs and SLocum were quite pleased with 
themselves, and talked so much about their strokes, that I came 
to the conclusion I had missed some extraordinary play by not 
watching them closely enough; but, though I had not covered 
myself with glory in the same way, yet I felt I had spent quite a 
lively afternoon, and it would be a long time before I forgot that 
game of Golf. 


AFTER THE PLAY WAS OVER. 


ScenE—Smoking-room in the Parthenon, PRESENT—The 
customary habitués, 


Novice (country member). What do you think of Mr. Henry 
ARTHUR JoNnES’s new piece, The Rogue’s Comedy ? 

Old Playgoer (member of twenty years’ standing). It recalle 
to me many pleasant memories. 

Young Playgoer ( just elected). Speak for yourself, The character 
of Mr. Bailey Prothero was quite new. 

Old Playgoer. To you, my dear lad; but you never saw Gor as 
Mercadet and CHARLEY HEWS in the Game of Speculation. 

Young Playgoer. But surely the sudden risa to fortune of the 
Rogue, and the as sudden fall, were quite original ? 

Old Playgoer, So you imagine in your inexperience, 

Young Playgoer. ini the notion of making Batley Prothero spare 
his son the knowledge of his disgracefal past was fresh ? 
Old Playgoer. Not entirely, because Madame de Fontaine was 
equally reticent to her son in Long Ago, and Odette was as kind to 
her daughter in the play to which she gave the title. 








at all; that he hadn’t any ‘‘swing” to speak of, and didn’t ‘‘go| Young Playgoer. And surely Mr. Robert Cushing, as the con- 
through with it” ; and PorriEs said that it was better to have his | federate and sneak, was a novel creation ? ey 
le than to have none at all, like Stocum; and then Stocum got| Old Playgoer. Would have been had not Robert Macaire intro- 

riled, and whenever Porries got in a bad place, which he did mostly | duced Jacques Strop. : ; : 
all the time, Stoagum would go and watch him, and offer him sarcastic} Y: — laygoer. But, come, the piece was interesting ? 
advice. Old Playgoer. y- Ohyes. Certainly. — 

While they were slanging each other I got into more trouble, too,.| Novice. Then if you agree —_ that point you will accompany me 
I didn’t know exactly where the next hole was, and it didn’t seem to me | to the Rogue’s Comedy at the Garrick ? 5 
to matter much, so t just ee about on the best grass I could find.| Both Playgoers (hurriedly), Thanks; but we have seen it 
My caddies got tired of offering me different clubs, as I stuck to my ! once! [ Curtain, 
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bridge, crossing which some men hasten by years the natural trend 
of their footsteps towards the Treasury Bench. But it is a narrow 
slip, an unrailed plank, bridging a gulf of permanent obscurity and 
deathless disappointment.” 

Business done.—Another Irish Land Bill brought in. 

Tuesday.—‘' Never to astonished in all my life!” said Sir 
Wiu.1am HovipswortH, Bart., M.P., of Cocdham, the Carlton and 
the Constitutional. 

Oaly the o‘her day Tue Bart. ws in board-room cf London and 
North-Western Railway. Ques- 
tion under discussion the carrying 
through Commons of Bill autho- 
rising widening of section of line 
between Chester and Holyhead, 

‘*You leave it to me, dear boys,” 
said THe Bart., hitching up his 
coat-tails and standing in fa- 
vourite attitude before board- 
room fire, ‘‘1’ll see the thing 
through. Not anything by way 
of oratory in the House, you 
know.” (Lord StatprimeE, Lord 
Ratumore, Lord Loca, T, H. 
Ismay, and other directors: ‘* Yes! 
Yes!”) ‘*No, dear boys,” said 
THe Bart.. drawing an incb 
nearer the fire and shaking his 
head. ‘‘I know exactly what I 
can do. I’m not a GLADSTONE; 
never was a BaicHT; but I know 
all the ropes of the House, and 
if there’s a man in it can get 2 

rivate Bill through, his name 
“ Never so astonished in all my life!’ a eee Henky Hovxps- 
(Sir W. H-ldsw-rth.) Bill came on at morning sitting 
to-day. Tue Bart., suffusing neighbourhood of corner seat above 
Gangway with air of benignsnt prosperity aud calicoe-at-paying 
prices, moved second reading. Expected it to pass this stage straight 
away, any otjection occurring to presomotious men being deployed 
in Committee. Unfortunately for Tae Bart, Irish Members just 
brought over in large numbers for Land Bill. Nothing to do this 
afternoon. Thought they’d have a lark with London and North- 
Western ilway. The Compiny refuse to attach third-clase 
comet to mail trains. Irish Member crossing and re-crossing to 
attend Parliamentary du‘ics, bang goes a five-pound note. 

North-Western want to 
run a jittle Bul through 
the House. do they? Irish 
Membirs block the line. 
Fretp in great form. 
Has put on clean shirt- 
front; Javished an extra 

nn’orth of hair-oil cn 

is ambrosial locks; cut 
another button off his 
waistcoat, so that it may 
fold an inch lower down ; 
thrusts a cambric pocket- 
handkerchief in his manly 
bosom; and in voice of 
thunder declares it ‘* ab- 
surd, in the middle of 
the nineteenth century,” 
that there should be no 
third-clsss carriages on 
the limited mail. 

Tim Heaty in most 
truculent m-od, Oth:-rs 
chime in; Welsh Meim- 
b:ra lend a hand, To 
inexperienced eye things 
look serious. THE Bart 
unmoved, 

“ | ee . ‘* Leave’em to me,” he 

The Old Man of the—Land, ‘We ain't doon pot ee tata 
so badly aout o” yon get—me, an’ t’maas- E 
oe See Bide on the phirieiseL 
avd directed the storm through three divisions. Been a hard fight, 
but bad got the second reading of Bill. Whilst mopping forehead, 
and thinking proudly what they’d say in the board-room, he ob- 
» rved LLoyp-Grorer on his feet. His interposition nothing to him. 
Hed got his Bill read second time; might now rest from his labours. 
Startled by hearing his name. Lioyp-GzorGE was moving that 

| bis vote be disallowed, seeing that he was pecuniarily interested in 
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question submitted to House! THe Barr gasped for breath. No 
joke this; meant seriously ; SPEAKER, appealed to, ruled motion in 
order; commotion on the benches; Prarnce Arravek hurriedl 
sent for ; Tim Heary seconded amendment in voice trembling wit 
indignation as he contemplated ‘‘hon. Members, going out into 
divirion lobby, rnbbing shoulders with iaterested persons,” Calls 
for The Bart, He rises a very diff-rent person from successful 
general of only ten minutes ago. Would hardly be recognised in 
Euston Square. If there was a fire in the room, would no more 
think of standing with his back to it than he would of getting into 
the SPEAKER’s chair. 

Admitted his directorship, but pathetically pleaded that his 
poenny interest in the company was very small. This said, 

PEAKER directed him to withdraw. Forth he went like whipped 

—~ schoolboy, Joun WILLIAM (Mac- 
LURE) dropping silent tear of 
sympathy as he remembered how 
he, too, had once suff in 
similar circumstances. 

‘What a world it is!” Joun 
Wuu1m said, his voice choked 
with emotion and sherry. 
‘‘Here to-day and gone to- 
morrow! Yes, waiter, give me 
another,”’ 

Business done. —Sir WILLIAM 
HovipswoktTH, Bart., gets into 
a sad mess. 

Thursday.—SaqurrE oF MAt- 
woop thought he had done pretty 
well leaving his successor in 
Downing Street little legacy of 
six millions and a half to set 
new Government up in life. A 
little taken aback to-night to hear 
himself neore _by | Hicks- 
Beaco. ‘* The triomph of a 
Chancellor of the Exchequer,” 
raid that high authority, “* is 
when the exchequer receipts agree 
with his estimates.” ‘‘ Instead of 
which,’’ as the judge said, SQuinE 
had go seriously under-estimated 
his receipts, that there was a 
‘ balance to the good of a trifle over 
four millions even after the store 
had been heavily looted for sup- 
plementary estimates. 

At this recollection MicHarEt’s 
mood melted. Didn't want to 
pain the right hon. gentleman; 

. was even gratefultohim. Never- 
“‘ Here to-day and gone to-morrow!” theless, bound to poiat out that 
(“J-hn W-ll-m” M-clere) the tide had turned in June, 
? which, ”@ strange coincidence 
was the very month that saw defeat of Liberal Government, an 
preceded the dawn of Conservative supremacy. Up to that epoch 
revenue had actually fallen off. Following on it, income had 
advanced by leaps and bounds. During existence of Liberal Govern- 
ment, well-to-do people from whose estate dropped fatness in the 
shape of Death Daties, declined to die. Once the Conservatives in, 
millionaires, chan‘ing nunc dimittis, departed in groups, swelling 
the revenues accordingly. ‘ : : 

‘* Providence, as usual, on the side of the big battalions,” said 

the SqurrE, repressing a sob. Business done.—Budget brought in. 


Friday.— Lament sometimes made that palmy days of Irish 
membership are no more. New times, new men, new manners. One 
rare flash from below Gangway bids us hope. Mr. MonnacHan— 
melodiously murmurous name-—on his legs discussing private Bil. 
Propored to step aside and say a few words on the Orange controversy. 
SPEAKER gently foe out that that was a topic scarcely cognate to 
matter formally before the House. ; 

‘“*T obey your ruling. Mr. SpeaKeR,” said Mr. MusnacHan, with 
fine rich brogue, ‘and I will just reiterate what I was going to say.” 

For the exquisite workmanship of unpremeditated art the record «f 
Sir Borie Rocug, apoeryphs] end real, contains nothing to beat thie. 

Business done.—lIrish votes in Committes of Sapply. 





Tip for Teachers. 


‘Trs one of Popular Education’s dol urs 

That Board Schools badly ruled leed to bored scholars ! 
Where genial wisdom checks the prig’s vagary, 

And love looks after little Bos or Maky, 

Scholars, as well as echcols, are voluntary. 





— aaa 








Mar 2, 1896.] 









4 
S# 
gY 
v 
z 
‘fi 


“ , 






Be 


i j ith fit) hil) ) 
sala i 1 | 
Y 











OU perm nymenay g 
ae a , } YY) a ‘ 
i 4 


ee y 

/ 

, 

_ — LF 

eee Te 
5 / “ 

a \ 
\) 


| dy 
/ 


= 4 = ~ 
Fra — ~ . i 
ci WZ ht A ip . aD SiILAII * pee 
SOI BG Se F799 Naas 342: 
Fi . 4° | : \ z= 
sd] 
= et -* 
<> C a> = =. 
= BIZIIFIIF32: == 
7S2aF > 3 32: 
IFA 45 353 = 2 
F333 923392233393 
332332353 23 
Ws SAA az a aaNAS 


DOGS AS “TIGERS.” 
(The very latest innovation in smart Cycling circles,) 


N.B.—The Dog not only lends brilliance to equipage by his liveried presence, end had dinar 
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niblick, so they went off and played cardsunderatree, PorriEs 
had got into another ditch, as far as I could see, and Stoeum 
was showing how to “‘loft” a ball out of six inches of mud. 
while I was peeenae with the niblick, I found a 
beautiful new ball which I picked up and eee in my pocket, 
and not far off there was another one, which I also picked up, 
and looked round to see if there were any more, Presently an 
old gentleman comes up. with a flaming red face and his eyes 
starting out of his head, and stutters out, ‘‘ What the blank 
blank do re mean by picking up my ball?” So I said it 
wasn’t his ball, and that I had found it. That seemed to make 
him worse, and he got so mad that he couldn’t speak, and 
another man behind him came up and said I had better ‘‘ put 
the balls down and get off the green,” or he’d break my head 
first and report me to the committee afterwards, Then I got 
angry, and was just telling them what I thought of them, when 
PoFFLES and SLoGUM came up, and said I was a fool and took 
the balls away and gave them to the old gentleman; but even 
that didn’t satisfy him, as he kept turning back and swearing 
at us at intervals as he went away, and muttering something 
about losing a medal through a darned jackanapes who didn’t 
know a golf ball from a mushroom. The other man appeared 
to be trying to console him with some remarks about ‘* Dormie 
4,” and the *‘rub of the green,” but what he was driving at I 
don't know, as the green didn’t seem to me to be rubbed any- 
where, and if it was J hadn’t done it. In fact I couldn’t see 
\ what was the matter at all, and Porries and Stocum talked so 
fast and made such a noise that I couldn’t hear what they said, 
so I said I should go home, as it seemed to me a silly sort of 
game, in spite of the niblick, and I was fairly mad too. 

We agreed to play one more hole, however, and the drive was 
over a large pond. PoFFxes drove first, and fot beautifully 
into the middle of the pond, and Stocum did the same thing. 
Then Porries said they would both drive again; which they 
did, and they put two more balls into the pond, and then two 
more after that. I began to think the hole must be in the 
pond somewhere, but I wasn’t sure. Then Porrries said he 
could get the balls out if Stocum would help him; and they 
both got into a kind of punt, and floated out, and PorriEs 
scraped about after the balls, while SLocum steered the punt. 
Then, just as PorrLEs was reaching after a ball, he lost his 
balance, and clutched at Stocum, and they both went wallo 
into the pond together, and fought each other in the water. 
didn’t know if this was part of the game, but the caddies and 
I enjoyed it thoroughly; and then we hauled them out, and 
they were a sight for the gods. : 

After this we went back to the kit-cat room, and changed, 
Po¥FFLEs and SLoGum were quite pleased with 


but di ; : ; 
ut guards the machine, in the absence of his master or mistress, against that themeckves, and talked so much about their strokes, that I came 


ubiquitous miscreant, the cycle thief. 


THAT GAME OF GOLF. 
No. III. 


WELL, the row being over, and the objectionable parties gone, we 
continued, that is, Porrtes, Stoaum, and myself. more or less 
ruffled, as you may a a if you remember the scene I described in 
the previous number. We managed to get through the next four holes 
somehow without coming to blows, although it was wonderful what a 
number of strokes it required. I saw Porries slogging away in one 
place for about a quarter of an hour, swearing all the time; it was a 
eort of ditch, with stones in it, and he drove every mortal thing out 
of that ditch except his ball, including about a cart-load of earth. 
I couldn’t think why he should choose that ditch to play in, 

SLocum was not much better; and as for my ball, it went on in 
the most extraordinary way. Sometimes it went round to the left, 
and sometimes to the right; but mostly it stayed where it was, or 
hopped a yard or two. One of my caddies said I ought to “‘ take a 
bit of the turf with it,” and the other said I played ‘‘ too much of a 
cricket stroke”; and a man who was looking on said he thought I 
didn’t hit hard enough, and smiled. Sometimes I got a bit mad 
with it, and then I always used the niblick, and that generally 
fetched it along together with some square feet of turf and a shovelful 
of mud and stones. 

Porries and SLocum argued all the time, but J couldn’t under- 
stand what they said. Stocum said he didn’t like Porriss’ ‘' style ”’ 
at all; that he hadn’t any “‘swing” to speak of, and didn’t ‘‘ go 
through with it” ; and Porries said that it was better to have his 

le than to have none at all, like Stocum; and then Stoeum got 
riled, and whenever Porries got in a bad place, which he did mostl 
= the time, SLocum would go and watch him, and offer him sarcastic 
vice. 
While they were slanging each other I got into more trouble, too. 


“to the conclusion I had missed some extraordinary play by not 
watching them closely enough; but, though I had not covered 
myself with glory in the same way, yet I felt I had spent quite a 
lively afternoon, and it would be a long time before I forgot that 
game of Golf. 


AFTER THE PLAY WAS OVER. 


ScenE—Smoking-room in the Parthenon, PRESENT—The 
customary habitués, 


Novice (country member). What do you think of Mr. Henry 
ARTHUR JoNES’s new piece, The Rogue’s Comedy ? 

Old Playgoer (member of twenty years’ standing). It recalle 
to me many pleasant memories. 

Young Playgoer (just elected). Speak for yourself, The character 
of Mr. Bailey Prothero was quite new. 

Old Playgoer. To you, my dear lad; but you never saw Gor as 
Mercadet and CHARLEY Maruews in the Game of Speculation. 

Young Playgoer. But surely the sudden risa to fortune of the 
Rogue, and the as sudden fall, were quite original P 

Old Playgoer, So you imagine in your inexperience, 

Young Playgoer. ed the notion of making Bailey Prothero spare 
his son the knowledge of his disgraceful past was fresh ? 

Old Playgoer. Not entirely, because Madame de Fontaine was 
equally reticent to her son in Ago, and Odette was as kind to 
her daughter in the play to which she gave the title. 

Young Playgoer. And surely Mr, Robert Cushing, as the con- 
federate and sneak, was a novel creation ? hs 

Old Playgoer. Would have been had not Robert Macaire intro- 
duced Jacques Strop. ; : 

Young Playgoer. But, come, the piece was interesting ? 

Old Playgoer. Certainly. yes. Certainly. 

Novice. Then if you agree mpon fiat point you will accompany me 

c 








I didn’t know <r where the next hole was, and it didn’t seem to me | to the Rogue’s Comedy at the ; 

to matter much, so I just played about on the best grass I could find.| Both Playgoers (hurriedly), Thanks; but we have seen it 

My caddies got tired of offering me different clubs, as I stuck to my | once! [ Curtain, 
VOL. Ox, T 
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bridge, crossing which some men hasten by years the natural trend 
of their footsteps towards the Treasury Bench. But it is a narrow 
slip, an unrailed plank, bridging a gulf of permanent obscurity and 
deathless disappointment.” 

Business done.—Another Irish Land Bill brought in. 

Tuesday.—‘* Never #0 astonished in all my life!” said Sir 
Wit.t1am HovutpswoktH, Bart., M.P., of Cocdham, the Carlton and 
the Constitutional. 

Only the o*her day Toe Bart. was in board-room cf London and 
North-Western Railway. Ques- 
tion under discussion the carrying 
through Commons of Bill autho- 
rising widening of section of line 
between Chester and Holyhead, 

‘* You leave it to me, dear boys,” 
said Banxt., hitching up his 
coat-tails and standing in fa- 
vourite attitude before board- 
room fire, ‘‘1’ll see the thing 
through. Not anything by way 
of oratory in the House, you 
know.” (Lord StaLBRipGE, Lord 
Ratumore, Lord Loca, T. H. 
Ismay. and other directors: ‘* Yes! 
Yes!) ‘*No, dear boys,” said 
THe Bart... drawing an inch 
nearer the fire and shaking his 
head. ‘‘I know exactly what I 
can do. I’m not a GLADSTONE; 
never was a BRIGHT; but I know 
all the ropes of the House, and 
if there’s a man in it can get 2 
private Bill through, his name 
“* Never so astonished in all my life!’? oe Herky Hovnpe- 

(Sir W. H-ldsw-rth.) Bill came on at morning sitting 
to-day. Tue Bant., suffusing neighbourhcod of corner seat above 
Gangway with air of benignsnt prosperity aud calicoe-at-paying 
prices, moved second reading. Expected it t> pass this stage straight 
away, any otjection occurring to presumotious men being deployed 
in Committee. Unfortunately for Tae Bart, Irish Members just 
brought over in large numbers for Land Bill. Nothing to do this 
afternoon. Thought they’d have a lark with London and North- 
Western Railway. The Compiny refure to attach third-clase 
carri to mail trains. Irish Member crossing and re-crossing to 
attend Parliamentary du‘ies, bang goes a five-pound note, 

North- Western want to 
tuo a jittle Bul through 
the House. do they? Irish 
Membirs block the line. 
Fretp in great form. 
Has put on clean shirt- 
front; Javished an extra 

nn’orth of hair-oil cn 

is ambrosial locks; cut 
another button off his 
waistcoat, so that it may 
fold an inch lower down ; 
thrusts a cambric pocket- 
handkerchief in his manly 
bosom; and in voice of 
thunder declares it ‘* ab- 
surd, in the middle of 
the nineteenth century,”’ 
that there should be no 
third-class carriages on 
the limited mail. 

Tim HEALy in myst 
truculent mod, Oth rs 
chime in; Welsh Mem- 
b«ra lend a hand. To 
inexperienced eye things 
look serious. THE Bart 
unmoved, 

‘* Loave’em to me,’’ he 
murmured. ‘‘I’ll settle 
?em,’’ 

So he moved closure. 
Rode on the whirlwind, 
Been a hard fight, 
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The Old Man of the—Land, “ We ain’t doon 
so badly aout o’ yon Boodget—me, an’ t’mais- 
ter, an’ t’paiirson |” 
avd directed the storm through three divisions, 
but had got the second reading of Bill. ee mouens forehead, 


and thinking proudly what they’d say in the -room, he ob- 
« rved Litoyp-Groresr on his feet. His interposition nothing to him. 
Hed got his Bill read second time; might now rest from his labours. 
Startled by hearing his name. Lioyp-GrorGrk was moving that 

| his vote be disallowed, seeing that he was pecuniarily interested in 
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question submitted to House! Tue Barr gasped for breath. No 
joke this; meant seriously ; SPEAKER, aooaaka to, ruJed motion in 
order; commotion on the benches; Prarnce Artavek hurriedl 
sent for ; Tim HEaxy seconded amendment ia voice trembling with 
indignation as he contemplated ‘‘hon. Members, going out into 
division lobby, rnbbing shoulders with iaterested persons,” Calls 
for The Bart, He rises a very diff-rent person from successful 
general of only ten minutes ago. Would hardly be recognised in 
Euston Square. If there was a fire in the room, would no more 
think of standing with his back to it than he would of getting into 
the SPEAKER’s chair. 

Admitted his directorship, but pathetically pleaded that his 
pees sary interest in the company was very small. is 8 

PEAKER directed him to withdraw. Forth he went like wae 

: schoolboy, Joun WitLIaM (Mac 
LURE) dropping silent tear of 
sympathy as he remembered how 
he, too, had once suffered in 
similar circumstances. 

‘What a world it is!” Joun 
Wu.1um said, his voice choked 
with emotion and sherry. 
‘‘ Here to-day and gone to- 
morrow! Yes, waiter, give me 
another.’’ ; 

Business done. —Sir WILLIAM 
Hov.pswoktTH, Bart., gets into 
@ sad mess. 

Thursday.—SqumrE or MAt- 
woop thought he had done pretty 
we)l leaving his successor in 
Downing Street little legacy of 
six mill and a half to set 
new Government up in life, A 
little taken aback to-night to hear 
himself reproved by Hicks- 
BEACH. e triomph of a 
Chancellor of the Exchequer,” 
raid that high authority, “is 
when the exchequer receipts agree 
with his estimates.” ‘‘ Instead of 
which,” as the judge said, SQUIRE 
had so seriously under-estimated 
his receipts, that there was a 
‘* balance to the good of a trifle over 
four millions even after the store 
had been heavily looted for sup- 
plementary estimates. 

At this recollection MicHaxrt’s 
mood melted. Didn't want to 
pain the right hon. gentleman; 
was even gratefultohim. Never- 
“‘ Here to-day and gone to-morrow!” theless, bound to poiat out that 

(“J-hn W-ll-m” M-cl-re.) the tide had turned in June, 

) which, by strange coincidence 

was the very month that saw defeat of Liberal Government, and 

preceded the dawn of Conservative supremacy. Up to that epoch 

revenue had actually fallen off. Following on it, income had 

advancad by leaps and bounds. During existence of Liberal Govern- 

ment, well-to-do people from whose estate dropped fatness in the 

shape of Death Daties, declined to die. Once the Conservatives in, 

millionaires, chanting nunc dimittis, departed in groups, swelling 
the revenues accordingly. : é ; 

‘‘ Providence, as usual, on the side of the big battalions,” said 
the Squire, repressing a sob, Business done.—Budget brought in. 


Friday.—Lament sometimes made that palmy days of Irish 
membership are no more. New times, new men, new manners. One 
rare flash from below Gangway bids us hope. Mr. MornacHan— 
melodiously murmurous name-—on his legs discussing private Bill. 
Propored to step aside and say a few words on the Orange controversy. 
SPEAKER gently rointed out that that was a topic scarcely cognate to 
matter formally before the House. : 

‘“*T obey your roling, Mr. Speaxer,” said Mr. MunwacHan, with 
fine rich brogue, ‘‘ and I will just reiterate what I was going to say.”’ 

For the exquisite workmanship of unpremeditated art the record «f 
Sir Borie Rocug, apocryphe! end real, contains nothing to beat thie. 

Business done.—IJrish votes in Committes of Sapply. 





Tip for Teachers. 


'Trs one of Popular Edacation’s dol: urs 

That Board Schools badly ruled leed to bored scholars ! 
Where genial wisdom checks the prig’s vagary, 

And love looks after little Bos or Maky, 





Scholars, as well as echcols, are voluntary. 
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DOGS AS ‘‘ TIGERS.” 
(The very latest innovation in smart Cycling circles.) 


N.B.—The Dog not only lends brilliance to equipage by his liveried presence, 


but guards the machine, in the absence of his master or mistress, against 
ubiquitous miscreant, the cycle thief. 


THAT GAME OF GOLF. 
No, III. 


WELL, the row being over, and the objectionable parties gone, we 
continued, that is, Porrtes, Stogum, and myself. All more or less 
ruffied, as you may imagine if you remember the scene I described in 
the previous number. We managed to get through the next four holes 
somehow without coming to blows, although it was wonderful what a 
number of strokes it required. I saw Porries slogging away in one 
place for about a quarter of an hour, swearing all the time; it wasa 
tort of ditch, with stones in it, and he drove every mortal thing out 
of that ditch except his ball, including about a cart-load of earth. 
I couldn’t think why he should choose that ditch to play in. } 

SLocum was not much better; and as for my ball, it went on in 
the most extraordinary way. Sometimes it went round to the left, 
and sometimes to the right; but mostly it stayed where tt was, or 
hopped a yard or two. One of my caddies said I ought to “‘ take a 
bit of the turf with it,” and the other said I played ‘‘ too much of a 
cricket stroke”; and a man who was looking on said he thought I 
didn’t hit hard enough, and smiled. Sometimes I got a bit mad 
with it, and then I always used the niblick, and that generally 
fetched it along together with some square feet of turf and a shovelf 
of mud and stones. 

Porries and Stocum argued all the time, but J couldn’t under- 
stand what they said. St tocum said he didn’t like PorriEs’ ‘‘ style ”’ 
at all; that he hadn’t any ‘“‘swing” to s of, and didn’t ‘‘ go 
through with it” ; and Porrixes said that it was better to have his 
ae than to have none at all, like Stoaum; and then Stoaum got 
riled, and whenever Porrtes got in a bad place, which he did mostly 
all the time, SLogum would go and watch him, and offer him sarcastic 


vice, 
While they were slanging each other I got into more trouble, too. 
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niblick, so they went off and played cards undera tree. PoFFLEs. 
had es into another ditch, as far as I could see, and Stoeum 
was showing him how to “‘loft”’ a ball out of six inches of mud. 

Well, while I was ae with the niblick, I found a 
beautiful new ball which I picked up and put in my et, 
and not far off there was another one, which I also picked up, 
and looked round to see if there were any more, Presently an 
old gentleman comes up. with a flaming red face and his eyes 
starting out of his head, and stutters out, ‘‘ What the blank 
blank do you mean by picking up my ball?” So I said it 
wasn’t his ball, and that I had found it. That seemed to make 
him worse, and he got so mad that he couldn’t speak, and 
another man behind him came up and said I had better ‘‘ put 
the balls down and get off the green,” or he’d break my head 
first and report me to the committee afterwards. Then I got 
angry, and was just telling them what I thought of them, when 
PoFrFLEs and SLoGUM came up, and said I was a fool and took 
the balls away and gave them to the old gentleman; but even 
that didn’t satisfy him, as he kept turning back and swearing 
at us at intervals as he went away, and muttering something 
about losing a medal through a darned jackanapes who didn’t 
know a golf ball from a mushroom. The other man appeared 
to be trying to console him with some remarks about “* Dormie 
4,” and the ‘‘rub of the green,” but what he was driving at I 
don’t know, as the green didn’t seem to me to be rubbed any- 
where, and if it was J hadn’t done it. In fact I couldn’t see 
what was the matter at all, and Porries and Siocum talked so 
fast and made such a noise that I couldn’t hear what they said, 
so I said I should go home, as it seemed to me a silly sort of 
game, in spite of the niblick, and I was fairly mad too. 

We anced to play one more hole, however, and the drive was 
over a large pond. Porries drove first, and ee beautifully 
into the middle of the pond, and SLtogum did the same thing. 

Then Porries said they would both drive again; which they 
did, and they put two more balls into the pond, and then two 
more after that. I be to think the hole must be in the 
pond somewhere, but I wasn’t sure. Then Porries said he 
could get the balls out if Stocum would help him; and they 
both got into a kind of punt, and floated out, and PorriEs 
scraped about after the balls, while SLocum steered the punt. 
Then, just as PorrtEs was reaching after a ball, he lost his 
balance, and clutched at Stocum, and they both went wallo 
into the pond together, and fought each other in the water. 
didn’t know if this was part of the game, but the caddies and 
I enjoyed it thoroughly; and then we hauled them out, and 
they were a sight for the gods. 3 

After this we went back to the kit-cat room, and changed, 
and had dinner. Porrirs and SLocum were quite pl with 
themselves, and talked so much about their strokes, that I came 
‘to the conclusion I had missed some extraordinary play by not 
watching them closely enough; but, though I had not covered 
myself with glory in the same way, yet I felt I had spent quite a 
lively afternoon, and it would be a long time before I forgot that 


game of Golf. 


AFTER THE PLAY WAS OVER. 


ScenE—Smoking-room in the Parthenon, PrEsENt—The 
customary habitués. 


Novice (country member). What do you think of Mr. Henry 
ARTHUR JonEs’s new piece, The Rogue’s Comedy ? | 

Old Playgoer (member of twenty years’ standing). It recalle 
to me many pleasant memories. 

Young Playgoer (Just elected), Speak for yourself, The character 
of Mr. Batley Prothero was quite new. 

Old Playgoer. To you, my dear lad; but you never saw Gor as 
Mercadet and CuaRLtEy Matuews in the Game of Speculation. 

Young Playgoer. But surely the sudden rise to fortune of the 
Rogue, and the as sudden fall, were quite original ? 

Old Playgoer, So you imagine in your inexperience. 

Young Playgoer. And the notion of making eee Sere spare 
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ul | his son the knowledge of his disgracefal past was 


Old Playgoer. Not entirely, because Madame de Fontaine was 
equally reticent to her son in . Ago, and Odette was as kind to 
her daughter in the play to which she gave the title. 

Young Playgoer. And surely Mr. Cushing, as the con- 
federate and sneak, was a novel creation ? vy, 

Old Playgoer. Would have been had not Robert Macaire intro- 
duced Jacques Strop. . ; . 

Young Playgoer. But, come, the piece was interesting ? 

Old Playgoer. inly. Oh yes. r y: 

Novice. Then if you agree upon that point you will accompany me 


I didn’t know 7 where the next hole was, and it didn’t seem to me | to the ’s Comedy at the Garrick ? ; 

to matter much, so I just pee about on the best grass I could tind.| Both Playgoers (hurriedly), Thanks; but we have seen it 

My caddies got tired of offering me different clubs, as I stuck to my | once! [ Curtain, 
VOL. Ox, T 
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“STRATFORD ON WASHINGTON.” 
Punch (to Shakspeare), ‘‘Stk, HOW LIK& YoU THIS LETTER?” Shakspeare, ‘‘THE PRESIDENT PROTEST TOO MUCH METHINES |” 
“Surely if English speech supplies the token of united effort for the good of mankind and the vay, eco of an exalted international mission, we do 
é 


well to honour fittingly the name and memory of WILLIAM SHAKsPEARE. ’—Letter from President 


nd, read at the Birmingham Dramatic and 
Literary Club on the Thirty-second annual Shakspeare Commemoration. Vide ** Times,” April 22, 
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“STRATFORD ON WASHINGTON.” . 
Punch (to Shakspeare), ‘‘Str, HOW LIKe& you THIS LETTER?” Shakspeare, ‘‘TH# PRESIDENT PROTEST TOD MUCH METHINES |” 
“Surely if English speech supplies the token of united effort for the good of mankind and the ee of an exalted international mission, we do 
well to honour ney the name and memory of WiLu1AM SHAKsPRARE.’’—Letter from President Cleveland, read at the Birmingham Dramatic and 
Literary Club on the Thirty-second annual Shakspeare Commemoration. Vide “* Times,” April 22, 
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SPORTIVE SONGS. 


THE RomMANTIC GUARDSMAN TO A DIVINITY 
AT HAWTHORN HILu. 


On Hawthorn Hill we meet to-day, 
And pic-nic ’mid the springtide sheen, 
Aecaives Pike Apel gren 
given by ; 
Where dame and damsel deck the stand, 
And blossom-girt the paddock grace ; 
They love the luncheon and the band, 
And lamblike gamble on each race, 


From near and far, on pleasure bent, 
They ’ve flock’d to see the equine strife, 
And so to Berkshire fields is lent 
A pasting thrill of London life. 
This is the morning of the year! 
The starting of a new campaign! 
And Coldstream, Scot, and Grenadier — 
ring sunshine with a deal of rein! 


And you, the fairest maid of all, 
Make music with your merry tones | 
You laugh to see the riders fa 
And never think of broken bones! 
Of life-guards you might have your choice— 
Your spirits would not stand the ‘* blues ””— 
To> well I know how you rejoice 
To fence a question—yet refuse, 


The day is done, and once again 
You’ve waved your hand ard smiled 
6&6 adieu l ” 
Still in the rumbling of the train 
Hope sings a song that tells of you. 
Love in a cottage! ’twould be heaven ! 
We will not care for wealth or rank |—— 
Great Csar’s ghost! it’s nearly seven ! 
And I’m on duty at the Bank 


NAVAL INTELLIGENCE ? 


Tue eye of Mr. Punch, rolling as usual in 
a fine Imperial frenzy over land and sea, losing 
sight of nothing that makes for the or 
ness of our glorious empire, has not f. ‘to 
rest for a moment upon the special number of 
the Navy League Journal for the current 
month, in which novel and ant ideas 
abo The most brilliant of all flash from 
the editorial for which the Na 

itself is responsible. A truly noble 
spirit animates these official pages, for 
though the British sailor receives the 
highest praise, even the British soldier is, in 
& sense, r as a sort of brother. 
‘*England’s soldiers are England’s sons 
though their coats are red instead of blue.’ 
Why they should be blue is not stated. As 
it is obviously by birth that both soldiers and 
sailors become England’s sons, it is hard 
perhaps to see why it is a reproach to the 
soldier to be ‘‘red instead of blue.” We 
have it on high authority that the son of 
Dombey was born very red. and this may 
probably be some excuse for the young 
soldier. But the Navy League considers that 
he should be blue, and certainly the gallant 
record of the Blues gives some encourage- 
ment to its idea. 

We pass to higher matters, ‘‘ For genera- 
tions past,’ says the Navy League, ‘‘ the 
horizon — before the eyes of our young 
manhood been almost boundless in extent, 
and the field for the exercise of their ener- 
gies and for the cultivation of a)l the nobler 
powers of the mind, almost limitless,” Sarely 
the grandeur of these thoughts must be appa- 
rent to everyone who pays himself the com- 
pliment of reading Punch! Cavillera ma 
object that an horizon ‘‘ spread cut” an 
** almost boundless’’ must have been a curious 
object for our young manhood to have — 

en 


upon; but no exception can possibly be 
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Photogropher. ‘‘1 THINK TAIS IS AN EXCELLENT, PORTRAIT OF YOUR WIFE.” 
Mr. . "I pon’r KNOW—SORT OF REPOSE ABOUT THE MOUTH THAT SOMEHOW 


DOESN’T SEEM RIGHT,” 


to the idea of ‘‘ the eyes of our youns man- 
hood’’ exercising energies in a field, or 
to these same ‘*eyes”’ cultivating the nobler 
powers of the mind! Other great propo- 
sitions are presented for our acceptance, 
For panes, ** England is surrounded by the 
sea,”’ to which only the Scotch and the Welsh 
can object; while even they, and the Irish 
too, may acquiesce in the undoubted truth 
that ‘‘ every native of our Islands is at heart 
a sailor’’—which the League has discovered, 
we may state, without resort to Réntgen rays. 
But it is when we come to more practi 
matters that the ideas of the League become 
most valuable. U we have space but 
specimen. e want,” says the 
Editor, ‘‘small ships of good speed, fitted 
with moderate sail = with masts and 
yards that could be ded if necessary, for 


lice purposes.”” Wedo! Many of us have! Will 


ented the abandonment of sail power in 
H.M.’s ships; but now that so responsible a 
body as the Navy League has had the sega- 


Ah! who 


SONG OF THE RATELESS LAND. 
FroM THE ORIGINAL OF SALIS(BURY). 
Arm—‘“‘ Song of the Silent Land,” 

On to the Rateless Land ! 

shall lead us thither ? 

Tory and Liberal Unionists together 

(Whilst oe pee lies shattered on 


e stran 
Will lead us gently hand-in-hand 
Thither, O thither 
On to the Rateless Land ! 
On to the Rateless Land! 


To you, ye rural regions 
Of CHaPLin’s preference, Bright and hope- 


ful visions 
Haunt the Protectionist ! The Union band, 
ARTHUR and JosEPH, who together stand, 
strew Hope’s beauteous blossoms 
Over the Rateless Land! 


O, Land! 0, Land! 


city to see that masts and yards may be Lately so broken-hearted 


landed, if necessary, for police purposes, even At 


the Board of Admiralty will not, we feel 
confident, persist in sending men-of-war 
to sea without a proper force of masts and 


necessary. 


Corn Laws smashed, and rubbishing 
Allotmen 


ts. 
-Jox, with inverted policy, doth stand 
To pour wealth, from the Cockney hand, 
yards on board for service on shore when | (Blest boon ’twixt Squire 


and Parson parted 
On to the Rateless Land ! 
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PLAYING ‘“‘YORKERS.” 


THe Gay Parisienne, libretto by GrorcE Dance and music by 

Ivan CaRYLt. What combination of names in connection ig the 

ANCE 

IONEL RigNoxtp out of Drury Lane melo- 

antomime, Mr. crag 
an 


authorship of a musical es could be happier than those of 
and CaroL? With Mr, 

drama and 
late of the Savoy and elsewhere 
Mr, Frank 


e sings in plain 


any trace of 


Miss Apa REEVE 
as the Ga 
ideal of ‘ 
the fascinations of the fascinati 
daughter of the Major, represen 


ladies, who can act a 
little, dance a little, and do generally 
very well a little of everything, all con- 
tribate towards the general success. 
little person, Miss Louvre FREER, 
seoeoetn aoe & maid-of-all-work with 
plenty of P y, and reminding every- 
one forcibly of 

goblinesque presentment of the Mar- 
chioness, who, after being bulli 
starved by the Brasses, was finally 
washed, costumed, and made 
sentable in order to become ire. 
Swiveller. Miss 


the house, without exception, 





York's. ormance I find myself in a dis- 
tinct minority. But then, I have the bad taste not to be amused b 


y 
** Lirrce Trcu,” let him do his very quaintest. And though Miss 


FREEAR is by no means a LirTLE Ticu, yet there is something 
uncanny and goblinesque about her in this “‘ make-up” which is not 
to my taste. But that it is to the taste of the public is evident, and 
what ’s the odds as long as the public is happy ? 

Mr. Ivan CARYLL’s music throughout is lig 
consider that of his first act is the better. 1 suppose Mr. Caryti 
was compelled to do a “ plantation song,” and this being so, he has 
successfully introduced into it as much novelty as ible, in order 
to differentiate it from other plantation songs, notab y ** My Honey,” 
sung by May Your. To do something new su lly in this fine 
is a an and composer, as as Miss ADA Reeve and chorus, 
well earn the encore awarded them. As to the plot—well, there is a 
plot, but you must get a detective to go with you and discover it. 

The piece, which is in two acts, beginning at eight and ending at 
eleven, yields a three hours’ entertainment of the Variety- 
Dramatic-Operatic sort. It can be renewed from time to time with 
**a little song here and a little song there,” being so constructed as 
to admit the introduction of any possible dance, song, 


or 
dialogue, not ae the remotest connection with anything that has B 


gone before or anything that may follow. You come away without 
a headache, without a side-ache, but, thank you, you’ve had a very 
pleasant evening. 


LITIGATION IN ENGLAND v. QUARRELLING “MADE IN 
GERMANY.” 
(Extract from a Coming Romance, ‘‘ The Law's Rival.’’) 


‘* SELECT your weapon,” said the second. 

‘‘Must I really contest this matter?” was the query the un- 
wT oa eine eee Bee ea hoice. Either will d 

**T am es. But you have your choice. Either will do. 
But one must be nossa.” r a ; 

** Perhaps you can describe them,” said the unwilling principal, 
ant With pleasure, "This picoe of Wh 

; 8 piece of paper is a summons. en you 
have received it you will be at liberty to reply. You see, you are 
sooneed of it actions bringing with them the possible penalty of 
amages, 

“You say ‘possible penalty’; perhaps there is a chance of 

escape P” 
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Cana Wanner peaaly whl 
ood as a French spy (e y when 
f Ra ish, without 
oreign accent), the ball 
skeptup. But it would come to the 
ground were it not for the sprightly 
and dancing 
Parisienne, quite the 
tual motion,’”’ and 


by Miss Vioret Etticorr. Then the 
stately Miss Epirn Stuart, and other 
little, sing a 


Besides, there is that extraordinary 


Hastor K. Browner’s 


ied and 


Louvre FREEaAR’s 
eccentricities have ‘‘ caught on,” and 


applauds to the echo, and redemands 

five times over this queer little lady’s 

The "Xow Wanan” tthe Dako Sg, Sud oes dann With sera 
o 


ight and catchy, but I i 
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‘*T am afraid not. You see, you depend upon counsel, judge, and 
jury, and the odds are against the defendant. You may not be quite 
fit when you enter the witness box, the barrister entrusted with your 
cause may be ‘deviling’ fora more learned and yet absent brother, the 
judge may be pigheaded, and the jury obstinate. It is as likely as 
not that the verdict may be against you, and then you will be 
mul in damages, and have to pay two heavy bills of costs.’”’ 

** And I may be anxious for weeks P ” 

** Don’t stop at weekse—say months. You will go through tortures 
of doubt and mistrust. And, until it is all over, you will never be 
able to call your beer account your own.” 

‘* And the alternative ?’’ demanded the principal. 

** Oh, that issimple enough. It isaGermancustom. You stand at 
so many paces distant—and fire, You may certainly find it awkward; 
but then you are saved from a good deal of agitation and suspense ”’ 

The yet reluctant quarreller paused. He glanced first at the 
paper, and then at the firearm. 

‘Give me the pistol,” he said, at length. 

‘*T think you have decided wisely,” replied his second. 

And the admission was all the more remarkable, as the last 
speaker was a solicitor, And not only remarkable, but reprehensible, 
Of course regarding the matter from a professional point of view. 


THE SPRING CLEANING. 
By TooHaRD Tcrpuina, 
(Copyright in Newington Butts, 1896.) 


THERE was a spirit of restlessness abroad among the Bungle 
People. The males looked at each other uneasily, but spake not, 
wandering hither and thither aimlessly, 
while their customary cheerfulness was 
replaced by a gloom—a heavy, dreadful 
gloom, Indeed, it was as though Fear 
had spread the shadow of his terrible 
wings over them. They were cowed, if 
not crushed, taking no interest in any- 
thing ; even their betting-books remained 
unopened; the races tempted them not; 
and the jovial Bukmahkrs mourned. They 
assembled in the Klubb Groves—where 
they were wont to resort for noisy discus- 
sion of Bungle matters, or for abuse of 
their common enemy, the monster Inkum- 
take—and consulted together awe-struck 
and in whispers. Only Pan PHAMILIAS 
once raised his voice to exclaim, in bitter 
anguish, ‘‘ Alas! alas! my poor brethren, 
T is upon us; let us resign ourselves to 
the annual season of woe.” And a general 
Bap followed. Some, courting slumber, 

uried their heads in the luxurious leaves. 
of the Times Tree; others sought solace in copious draughts from 
the exhilarating Beeaness Brook which fizzed near at hand, 

Now Mau Puamras and all those of her sex became sSoeeeneey 
busy, and assumed airs of the utmost importance, No longer di 
they treat the better-half with usual tenderness and consideration ; 
but made his home uninhabitable, driving him from corner to corner 
till he knew not where he was. For it was the season when the 
Female, with her ’Ousemayds and Pahlamayds, is allowed by the 
inexorable laws of Bungle to have full power over her consort and 
his habitation. During the time of the Spring Cleaning she is 
supreme; and none may gainsay her. All the man population of 

ungle suffered alike, ‘* ‘Mim sy’? and forlorn they remained long 
hours in the Klubb Groves; but the Bhilyards were lonesome; only 
the Brook bubbled on. Once Pan PHAmItiss actually forgot the sad- 
ness of the season. Joyfully howling the songs of his youth, he 
returned to his lair long after the Mylk Bird 
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—whose shriek is a 


terror—had upon itsrounds, And Man PHAMILIAs—who, like 
the rest of her tribe, loathed the Klubb Groves, f the fasci- 
nating influence of the Beeaness Brook, and would have had 
them destroyed—was very wroth with him, up him for a 


‘**heartless wretch to come home at that hour; and wasn’t he 
ashamed of himself?”? But Pan PxHamirras only smiled vaguely 
and murmured, ‘‘ Sprinclean’.”” Then he stumbled upstairs, And 
how he suffered the next day, and found the season of the Spring 


Cleaning more trying than ever must serve for yet another story. 


ACCORDING TO THAT HAPPY VOYAGER SIR EDWIN ARNOLD, 


ALL sun, no cloud; all joy, no grief: 
There is no pique at Teneriffe. 


SuGGESTION FoR A New OrpEr.—C.B,, Commander of the Bicycle. 
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of the and two confounded larks howl and scream 
outside the time?” Saying which he plunged morosely 
into his co mdence from the City, an broke his 
silence to say he feared that business would him back 
earlier than he had anticipated. 


I saw the father of the village stunning himself outside his 
garden-gate yesterday. How this venerable old gentleman 
soquired the parental position which our universal consent 
assignee to him, I have never been able to discover; for there 
are in the village men who have not only lived there longer, 
but are older in years, No doubt the possession of his little 
freehold counts for something, and a certain old-world courtli- 
ness of manner, a hearty friendliness bearing up gallantly 
under the big at of age, a pane address, a nice conduct of the 
sturdy stick that supports his steps—all these have their influ- 
ence. Whatever be the cause, he is acknowledged as the father 
of the village. It is rumoured of him that he is an Oxford 
man, and that he once wrote a book. For myself, I have never 
ventured either to doubt or to inquire into these statements, I 
accept them as part of the atmosphere in which a father of a 
village should move and have his being. The salutations we 
exchange, though always friendly, have never declined into 
a flippant familiarity, ‘‘Good morning, Mr. Jackson; how 
pleasant these warm mornings are.” ‘‘That they are, Sir: 
it’s a God’s blessing to be able to move about again without 
being frozen.” ‘‘I trust Mrs, Jackson is better.” ‘* Thank 
you, Sir, she is no worse; we hope that the coming summer 
may bring her back to health,” Such in the past has been the 
manner of our brief interviews. 


Bor on this icular rs I hesitated to approach the 
kindly old gentleman, for the cold winds of March had broken 
down his invalid wife’s resistance, and ten days before she had 
carried to her reat in our little churchyard, Since then I 
had not seen him, for he had shut himerelf up in his home to 
mourn over his loss, and no one had dared to disturb his sorrow. 
However, I judged he would not resent a friendly word, so I 
went up to him. ‘Mr. Jackson,” I began, ‘‘1 was deepl 
grieved——” ‘‘ Thank you, Sir,” said the old man, ‘thar 
you, but don’t ‘say any more. I don’t think I could bear it. 
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aE essai Ah, Sir, you don’t know what it isto me. Forty years we were 
ie Pee together, forty years and never an angry word. Look at my 
EXPERIENTIA DOCET. little house, Sir; isn’t it bright and pretty, with the creepers 


. of growing over it, and the windows open to the sun? Well, Sir, 
Proficient Bicyclist, ‘‘W8LL, OLD CHAP, HOW ARE YOU GRITIXG ON!” | to me it’s dark, quite dark. I’ve been through all the rooms 
Commencing Bicyclist, ‘‘THANK YOU, NOT BADLY ; BcT I FinD I CAN |over and over again; but I can’t bear to stay in it any longer. 

GET OFF BETTER.” Forty years, Sir—think of it. Always kind and good. I wish I 


had gone ae eee eh oe ana? No, i: 

better as it is, - butit’sa hard blow, and I’m anold man—too 

ROUNDABOUT READINGS. old to bear such & blow. What a woman she was! You should have 
SPRING IN OUR VILLAGE, seen her, Sir, when we were both young”’— he raised his head, and drew 


self up—** alea ight and cheerful, always busy, till she took 
In the beautiful weather that Heaven has sent us during these last ii But { was Gare: ritip her, and attend s her. And now— 
days Spring has indeed been rushing in upon us with Summer bear-| Ah, well, Sir, thank you for your kindness; but you see it’s hard 
ing her train. Where only lately gaunt and forbidding boughs| for an old man to bear.” He turned away, his face streaming with 
tossed sorrowfully in the bleak is, and the hedgerows were bare | tears, and walked slowly up the gravel watk, **Thank you, Sir, it 
and black, there has come, first, a timid glint of delicate green, and | wag good of you to ani to me; but forty years is a long time, and 
then a glorious effalgence. e orchards have taken on their] J can’t forget all she was to me,” 
ering white robes, and velvet lawns, unparched as yet by any. 
fierce heat, invite the casual saunterer. Life iteelf seems to have 
put away all effort, and resigns itself in calm contentment to the cool COMMON OR GARDEN RHYMES. 
aoe the morning breeze. IJ],.—Tae GooskEBERRY, 


HERE, in our quiet village, we seem to have made up our minds to raise -frui An herries, I refute 
bark and enjoy curselves, Existence with us lies apart from the ae aesb, fee ae eee Kentish“ hearts,” 


stress and ear of the t world where Ministries battle and| or me the peach may rot, Red currants I will only use 
1 


diplomatists indite despatches, where the loud roar of the Stock | For me unhee?ed bloom the plum,| With raspberries in tarts : 
Exchange fills the air, and the street-musician exercises his woeful| ggfg the apricot. No apple tempts me as a rule, 
calling, where the of Society tempt the armies of the envious to | With Jess 1’ve brotherly dispute,| However crisp it be, 


attack, and peace is shattered amid the clash of causes and questions} We never can agree, | Ido not care for rhubarb ‘*‘ fool” — 
and movements, Of these an echo reaches us now and again, | Ab jut the most delightful frunit—| The gooseberry for me. 
as when we elect our Parish Council, or muzzle our dogs in| Tho gooseberry for me. 


obedience to the alarmed authorities of our county, but for the most So, when AMANDA comes to stay 


part, as I say, we bask and enjoy ourselves, and feel the stir of spring | The early strawberry I hate, In summer-time with JEss, 

in our veins without any furious desire to burst away from the easy| A sabligtioe tour de force, We often down the garden stray, 

trammels of our little conventions. Yet it is certainly strange that | The vine I’d even extirpate A trio, I confess. 

the dwellers in cities coming for a day or two into our remoteness do| Without the least remorse: And J — Jess goes off to 
00 


not always see and hear as we do. It was only the other day that} A pineapple’s peculiar charm . 
my friend Pryce-LystEer (guard yourself carefully, if you wish for fl apree yet could see, For pears—a special tree — 

his corer from substituting an ‘‘i” for a ‘‘y” in his name),|A humbler fruit must bear the| That grows in some far distant 
who had come to me for a breath of country air, arrived in the break- palm— nook— 

fast-room on his first morning here with a haggard and desperate| The gooseberry for me. The gooseberry for me 
expression, ‘* My dear Grorag,” raid I, with some concern, ** what 

is the matter with you? You look as if you hadn’t slept a wink.” 

‘* Slept !”” he answered, bitterly; ‘‘ how the deuce is a man to sleep} CorkEct DxFINITION OF THE FRENCH AND GERMAN TERRITORY 
when the blessed sun comes dancing in at his windows in the middle ' seninp ovr ArgicaAN Corontes,—Hinder-land, 
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PLAYING ‘“‘YORKERS.” 


THE Gay Parisienne, ibretto by Grorce Dance and music by 
Ivan CaRYLt. What combination of names in connection with the 
authorship of a musical piece could be happier than those of Dancer 
and CaroL? With Mr, Lionet Rienorp out of Drury Lane melo- 
drama and pantomime, Mr. Denny 
late of the Savoy and elsewhere, and 
Mr. Frank WHEELER particularly 
pore as a French eee. when 

e sings in plain English, without 
any trace of foreign accent), the ball 
skept up. But it would come to the 
ground were it not for the sprightly 
Miss Apa REEvE singing and dancing 
as the Gay Paristenne, quite the 
ideal of ‘ tual motion,” and 
the fascinations of the fascinati 
daughter of the Major, represen 
by Miss Vrotet Etticotr. Then the 
stately Miss Eprru Srvakt, and other 
ladies, who can act a little, sing a 

ttle, dance a little, do generally 
very well a little of everything, all con- 
tribate towards the general success, 

_ Besides, there is that extraordinary 
little person, Miss Lourz FRRerar, 
eee eae with 
plenty of P y, and reminding every- 
one forcibly of Hastor K. Browne's 
goblinesque presentment of the Mar- 
chioness, who, after being bullied and 
starved by the Brasses, was finally 
washed, costumed, and made 
sentable in order to become Mrs. 
Swiveller. Miss Louvre Frerar's 
eccentricities have ‘‘ caught on,” and 
the house, without exception, 
applauds to the echo, and redemands 
five times over this queer little lady’s 
ne and her dances, With regard 
a to the overpowering humour of this 

. performance I find myself in a dis- 
tinct minority. But then, I have the bad taste not to be amused by 
‘* Lrrrte Ticu,” let him do his very quaintest. And though Miss 
FREEAR is by no means a LrirTLe Ticu, yet there is something 
uncanny and goblinesque about her in this “‘ make-up” which is not 
to my taste. But that it is to the taste of the public is evident, and 
what ’s the odds as long as the public is tli 





The “New Woman” at the Duke 
o’ York’s. 


Mr. Ivan CARYLL’s music throughout is light and catchy, but I 
consider that of his first act is the better. I suppose Mr. CaryiLi 
was compelled to do a “‘ plantation song,” and this being so, he has 
su y introduced into it as much novelty as ible, in order 
to differentiate it from other plantation songs, notably ‘* My Honey,” 
sung by May Yous. To do something new sabemitaliy in this Hine 
is a triumph, and composer, as well as Miss ADA Reeve and chorus, 
well earn the encore awarded them. As to the plot—well, there zs a 
plot, but you must get a detective to go with you and discover it. 

The piece, which is in two acts, beginning at eight and ending at 
eleven, yields a good three hours’ entertainment of the Variety- 
Dramatio-Operatic sort. It can be renewed from time to time with 
**a little song here and a little song there,” being so constructed as 
to admit the introduction of any possible dance, song, 


) speech, or 
dialogue, not havin the remotest connection with anything that has B 


gone before or any that may follow. You come away without 
a headache, without a side-ache, but, thank you, you’ve had a very 
pleasant evening. 


LITIGATION IN ENGLAND rv. QUARRELLING “MADE IN 
GERMANY.” 
(Extract from a Coming Romance, ‘‘ The Law's Rival.’’) 


** SELECT your weapon,” said the second. 

“*Must I really contest this matter?’’ was the query the un- 
fortunate principal put in reply. 

“*T am es. But you have your choice. Either will do. 
But one must be o ye 

‘* Perhaps you can describe them,” said the unwilling principal, 
anxious to —_ e. 

*“ With pleasure. This piece of paper isa summons. When you 
have received it you will be at liberty to reply. You see, you are 
acoused of certain actions bringing with them the possible penalty of 
mene damages,” 

“You say ‘possible penalty’; perhaps there is a chance of 
escape ?” 
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‘*T am afraid not. You see, 7 depend upon counsel, judge, and 
jury, and the odds are against the defendant. You may not be quite 
fit when you enter the witness box, the barrister entrusted with your 
cause may be ‘deviling’ for a more learned and yet absent brother, the 
judge may be pigheaded, and the jury obstinate. It is as likely as 
not that the verdict may be against you, and then you will be 
mul in damages, and have to pay two heavy bills of costs,” 

** And I may be anxious for weeks P ”’ 

** Don’t stop at weeke—say months. You will go through tortures 
of doubt and mistrust. And, until it is all over, you will never be 


able to call your a account your own.” 
** And the alternative ?”’ demanded the principal. 
** Oh, that is simple en It isaGermancustom. You stand at 


so many paces distant—and fire. You may certainly find it awkward; 
but then you are saved from a good deal of agitation and suspense ” 
The yet reluctant quarreller paused. He glanced first at the 
paper, and then at the firearm. 
‘Give me the pistol,” he said, at length. 
**T think you have decided wisely,” replied his second. 
And the admission was all the more remarkable, as the last 
speaker was a solicitor, And not only remarkable, but reprehensible, 
Of course regarding the matter from a professional point of view. 


THE SPRING CLEANING. 
By TooHaRD TrmP.Lina, 
(Copyright in Newington Butts, 1896.) 


THERE was a spirit of restlessness abroad among the Bungle 
People. The males looked at each other uneasily, but spake not, 
wandering hither and thither aimlessly, 
while their customary cheerfulness was 
replaced by a gloom—a heavy, dreadful 
a Indeed, it was as though Fear 

ad spread the shadow of his terrible 
wings over them. They were cowed, if 
not crushed, taking no interest in any- 
thing ; even their betting-books remained 
unopened; the races tempted them not; 
and the jovial Bukmahkrs mourned. They 
assembled in the Klubb Groves—where 
they were wont to resort for noisy discus- 
sion of Bungle matters, or for abuse of 
their common enemy, the monster Inkum- 
take—and consulted together awe-struck 
and in whispers. Only Pan PHamirias 
once raised his voice to exclaim, in bitter 
anguish, ‘* Alas! alas! my poor brethren, 
IT is upon us; let us resign ourselves to 
the annual season of woe.’”’ And a general 
geree followed. Some, courting slumber, 
uried their heads in the luxurious leaves. 
of the Times Tree; others sought solace in copious draughts from 
the exhilarating Beeaness Brook which fizzed near at hand, : 

Now Man Puamras and all those of her sex became ees 
busy, and assumed airs of the utmost importance. No longer di 
they treat the better-half with usual tenderness and consideration ; 
but made his home uninhabitable, driving him from corner to corner 
till he knew not where he was. For it was the season when the 
Female, with her ’Ousemayds and Pahlamayds, is allowed by the 
inexorable laws of Bungle to have full power over her consort and 
his habitation, During the time of the Spring Cleaning she is 
supreme; and none may gainsay her. All the man population of 

ungle suffered alike. “ ‘Mim sy’? and forlorn they remained long 
hours in the Klubb Groves; but the Bhilyards were lonesome; only 
the Brook bubbled on. Once Pan PHamixis actually forgot the sad- 
ness of the season. Joyfully howling the songs of his youth, he 
returned to his lair long after the Mylk Bird—whose shriek is a 
terror—had upon itsrounds, And Man PHAmiILiIas—who, like 
the rest of her tribe, loathed the Klubb Groves, fearing the fasci- 
nating influence of the Beeaness Brook, and would have had 
them destroyed—was very wroth with him, upbrai him for a 
‘*heartless wretch to.come home at that hour; and wasn’t he 
ashamed of himself?” But Pan Pxamitias only smiled vaguely, 
and murmured, ‘‘ Sprinclean’.”” Then he stumbled upstairs. And 
how he suffered the next day, and found the season of the Spring 
Cleaning more trying than ever must serve for yet another story. 





ACCORDING TO THAT HAPPY VOYAGER SIR EDWIN ARNOLD, 


Att sun, no cloud; all joy, no grief: 
There is no pique at Teneriffe. 


SUGGESTION FoR A New OrpEr.—C.B,, Commander of the Bicycle. 
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of the — and two confounded larks howl and scream 








outside the time?” Saying which he pas ed morosely 
into his co dence from the City, and o broke his 
silence to say he feared that business would him back 
earlier than he had anticipated. 





I saw the father of the village stunning himself outside his 
garden-gate yesterday. How this venerable old gentleman 
acquired the parental position which our universal consent has 
assigne’ to him, I have never been able to discover ; for there 
are in the village men who have not only lived there longer, 
but are older in years. No doubt the possession of his little 
freehold counts for eres. == a certain old-world courtli- 
ness of manner, a hearty friendliness bearing up gallantly 
under the weight of age, a ft address, a nice conduct of the 
sturdy stick that supports his steps—all these have their influ- 
ence. Whatever be the cause, he is acknowledged as the father 
of the village. It is rumoured of him that he is an Oxford 
man, and that he once wrote a book. For myself, I have never 
ventured either to doubt or to inquire into these statements, I 
accept them as part of the atmosphere in which a father of a 
village should move and have his being. The salutations we 
exchange, though always friendly, have never declined into 
a flippant familiarity, ‘‘Good morning, Mr. Jackson; how 
pleasant these warm mornings are,” ‘That they are, Sir: 
it’s a God’s blessing to be able to move about again without 
being frozen.” ‘‘I trust Mrs, Jackson is better.” ‘* Thank 
you, Sir, she is no worse; we hope that the coming summer 
may bring her back to health,” Such in the past has been the 
manner of our brief interviews. 


Bor on this icular morning I hesitated to approach the 
kindly old gen eman, for the cold winds of March had broken 
down his invalid wife's resistance, and ten days before she had 
been carried to her reat in our little churchyard. Since then I 
had not seen him, for he had shut himrelf up in his home to 
mourn over his loss, and no one had dared to disturb his sorrow. 
However, I judged he would not resent a friendly word, so I 
went up to him. ‘‘Mr. Jackson,” I began, ‘‘1 was deepl 
grieved——” ‘* Thank you, Sir,” said the old man, “ 
you, but don’t ‘say any more. { don’t think I could bear it. 
Ah, Sir, you don’t know what it isto me. Forty years we were 
together, forty years and never an angry word. Look at my 

= EXPERIENTIA DOCET. little house, Sir; isn’t it bright and pretty, with the creepers 
. oes aki growing over it, and the windows open to the sun? Well, Sir, 

Proficient Bicyclist, ‘‘ WELL, OLD CHAP, HOW ARE YOU GETTING ON!” | to me it’s dark, quite dark. I’ve been through all the rooms 

Commencing Bicyclist, ‘‘ THANK YOU, NOT BADLY ; BCT I FIND I CAN |over and over again; but I can’t bear to stay in it any longer. 
GET OFF BETTER. Forty years, Sir—think of it, Always kind and good. I wish I 
had gone firat; but then, what would she have done? No, it’s 
















































better as it is, perhaps; butit’s a hard blow, and I’m anold man—too 
ROUNDABOUT READINGS. old to bear such a blow. What a woman she was! You should have 
SPRING IN OUR VILLAGE, seen her, Sir, when we were both young’’— he raised his head, and drew 


up—'‘ always bright and cheerful, always busy, till she took 
In the beautiful weather that Heaven has sent us during these last i “Bat Twas there Soni her, and attend to her, And now— 
days Spring has indeed been rushing in upon us with Summer bear-| Ah, well, Sir, thank you for your kindness; but you see it’s hard 
ing her train. Where only lately gaunt and forbidding boughs| for an old man to bear.” He turned away, his face streaming with 
tossed sorrowfully in the bleak winds, and the hedgerows were bare | tears, and walked slowly up the gravel . ‘Thank you, Sir, it 
and eed there has come, first, a timid glint of delicate green, and | was good of you to sae to me; but forty years is a long time, and 
then a glorious effalgence. e orchards have taken on their|[ can’t forget all she was to me,” 
ering white robes, and velvet lawns, unparched as yet by any. 


eee hea ae oe perp Life eo Sees : net 
away ort, and resigns i in calm contentment to the c 
breath of the morning breeze. ee bi ae eT 

HERE, in our quiet village, we seem to have made up our minds to ; -frui | i ; 
bark and enjoy curselves, Existence with us lies apart from the om Paks eee Se A tee ee Trish" hearta,” 
stress and ee of the t world where Ministries battle and| for me the peach may rot Red currants I will only use 
diplomatists indite despatches, where the loud roar of the Stock | For me unheeted bloom the plum, | _ With raspberries in tarts : 
Exchange fills the air, and the street-musician exercises his woeful| gate the apricot. No apple tempts me as a rule, 
calling, where the of Society tempt the armies of the envious to | With Jzss l’ve brotherly dispute However crisp it be, 
attack, and peace is shattered amid the clash of causes and questions} We never can agree, ” | Ido not care for rhubarb *‘ fool ”»— 


and movements. Of these an echo reaches us now and again i it 
as when we elect our Parish Council, or muzzle our dogs in ate Saher for — mt The gozseberry for me. 


obedience to the alarmed authorities of our county, but for the most So, when AMANDA comes to stay 


, a8 I say, we bask and enjoy ourselves, and feel the stir of spring | The early strawberry I hate, In summer-time with Jess, 
in our veins without any furious desire to burst away from the easy} A hoehetine tour de force, We often down the garden stray, 
trammels of our little conventions, Yet it is certainly strange that | The vine I’d even extirpate A trio, I confess. 
the dwellers in cities coming for a day or two into our remoteness do| Without the least remorse: And J ee JEss goes off to 


not always see and hear as we do. It was only the other day that | A pineapple’s peculiar charm 
my friend Payor-Lyster (guard yourself carefully, if you for T never yet coal gee, For pears—a special tree 

his goodwill, from substituting an ‘‘i” for a ‘‘y” in his name),|A humbler fruit must bear the| That grows in some far distant 
who had come to me for a breath of country air, arrived in the break- palm— nook— 

fast-room on his first morning here with a haggard and desperate} The gooseberry for me. The gooseberry for me 
expression, “‘ My dear Grorcg,” raid I, with some concern, ‘* what ——————————— 

is the matter with you? You look as if you hadn’t slept a wink.” 

‘* Slept !”’ he answered, bitterly; ‘‘ how the deuce is a man tosleep| CorkEcr DEFINITION OF THE FRENCH AND GERMAN TERRITORY 
when the blessed sun comes dancing in at his windows in the middle ' seninp ovr AFRICAN Corontes,—Hinder-land. 
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GOOD CAUSE. 


Lady Member of the Girls’ Friendly Society. ‘‘I WANT TO sEE HaRRIRT Brown. Is SHE IN? 
Page-boy (pointing to area gate), ‘‘ Vistrors ¥oR Miss BROWN THAT WAY, PLEASF. 








NEW RULES FOR CYCLISTS. 


I,.—WHAT SOME OTHER PEOPLE WOULD LIKE. 


Cyciine to be included in the Se 

meee of -~ ae go Sports ”’ 

Every cycle-rider to pay a tax 
cent, on the total income that he would ive 
if every mile ridden b in a 
sovereign, and every tinkle of his bell a ten- 
pound note. 

Nobody to cycle without a license, issued 
by the Governor of Newgate, after a fort- 
night's strict examination (on bread and 
water) in elementary mechanics, advanced 
ae ae. citing ce on the head down an in- 

ed plane, and the obditer dicta of all the 
J ada on compensation i in accident cases, 
Any person found riding without such a 


zane to some . a be penalty of ten 
rons penal servitude, follo ice 
vision for the rest of his eeu iter 
caught on, with, or under a cycle within 
fifty miles of _y town of five thousand in- 
habitants, the rit to be fined a hundred 
guineas and bound over in his own re 
— to Nanas cycling and take to golf 


When a cyclist on any road sees, or has 
fe look eve that he might see if he oe 
any cart, carriage, gig, or other 
vehicle, or any tee eee he (or 
she) to instantly aan run the machine 
into the nearest ditch, and neal in a humble 
and ee attitude till the said horse, 
cart, &c., has got at least a mile away. 
Every « cy to be presumed, in Til ] 
proceedings, to be a reckless idiot and on 
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wrong side of the road, unless he can bring 
conclusive evidence to the contrary. 

All tourists on wheels to report themselves 
at every police station they pass. un- 
vaccinated 7 to the nearest 

Nestor dod onc y inoculated with any 
ore lymph or = enticoyli serum” he may 
certificates to be 
canted in tositag oe om the persta : penal 
for non-compliance, twenty-five lashes wi 
& pneumatic cat, well laid on. 


IIl.—WuHatT ALL CYCLISTS WOULD LIKE, 


Cyclists to be given a special track on all 
roads, quite half oe widt of the thorough- 
fare, and well 4, : the expense to be 
met by a general tax on vehicles propelled 
otherwise than by foot. 

In case of any accident, coachmen and car- 


drivers to be bound over to keep the pieces, 
and d supply y a brand-new e. 
cles of every description to at once 


skedaddle up side streets when a lady cyclist 
is descried in the offing on a main 

No bells, horns, or lam in future to be 
required. Pedestrians to keep to the ae 

or take the consequences. Cyclists 

have the right to a bi on aa aaah 
as they like, and at 

The City streets rs ihe eared of traffic and 
left as practising-grounds for new wheelmen 
and wheelwomen. 

Rate-supported stations (with free meals) 
for blowing up burst tyres to be rae on 


Cycles. (and cyclists) to travel free b 
And, finally, any pare reasonab i 
pected ‘of not owning a cy cle or being about to 
get one to pay a fine of five thousand pounds 
hoe oe be handed over to the 
Ling’ fin mmissioners, and detained during 
Hon ESTY’s pleasure, 


GRASSE., 


O Grasse, I thought that thou nen sweet, 
So sweet to eye and nose 

I started, eager for the treat, 
By train much slower than a bike. 


ony train from charming Cannes I see 
s meant, by its delay, to call 
Attention to the fact that we 

Had better never go at all, 


sgt enge pans Ab ma as I was told 
view was marvellously fine; 
Th iy abot frightful to behold, 
ould we a view much more divine. 


I saw thy dusty, dismal streets, 

Thy greener ‘church, and then I went 
To see the sweetest of thy sweets, 

A manufactory of scent. 


Alas, sweet perfumes of the rose 
Or lily I had not to face! 
An oily smell assailed my nose. 
The scent of Grasse is scent of graisse. 


O dusty, evil-smelling town, 
ess, graceless Grasse, all graisse, 
I i not want to run thee down 
But thou art not a pleasant place ! 


Then, luckless wretch, quite bored by thee, 
I sought thy station to await 

Thy train, which always seems to be 
Three quarters of an hour late, 


One moment’s joy was mine that day ; 
It was when thy belated train, 
Grasse, at last me away | 
I never shall come back again ! 


Turrotoey.—‘‘ The chanoe of St. Frus 


winning the Derby is threatened bv Teufel,” 


e | Evidently ‘the Devil a saint would be.’ 
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‘THE HORSE AND THE LOADED ASS.” 


‘““4 MAN WHO KEPT A HORSE AND AN ASS WAS WONT IN HIS JOURNEY TO SPARE THE HORSE AND PUT ALL THE BURDEN UPON THE ASS’S BACK,” 
[See Right Hon. H-nry Ch-pl-n's edition of ‘* Asop’s Fables’’—to be continued. 
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GOOD CAUSE. 


Lady Member of the Girls’ Friendly Society. ‘‘I WANT TO sEE HARRIET Brown. Is SHE IN? 
Page-boy (pointing to area gate), ‘‘ Vistrors 30R Miss BROWN THAT WAY, PLEASF. 








NEW RULES FOR CYCLISTS. 


I.—WHAT SOME OTHER PEOPLE WOULD LIKE. 


Cyciine to be included in the eneey 
anne of = ee i ee eee ; 
Every cycle-rider to pay a 0 per 
cent, on the total income that he would 
if every — ridden brought him in " 
sovereign, and every tinkle of his bell a ten- 
pound note. 

Nobody to cycle without a license, issued 
by the Governor of Newgate, after a fort- |v 
night's strict examination (on bread and 
— in elementary mechanics, advanced 
eel cue riding on the head down an in- 

lane, and the obiter dicta of all the 
J aloes on compensation i in accident cases. 
Any person found riding without such a 


license to receive a minimum penetty 
years’ penal servitude, followed by pic 
supervision for the rest of his na 

caught on, with, or under a cycle within 
fifty miles of any town of five thousand in- 
habitants, e eee to be fined a hundred 
guineas and over in his own recogni- 
-— to abandon cycling and take to golf 


When a cyclist on any road sees, or has 
reason to poms that ae crt, arn see if he chose 


=" sock any h : ee ee other 

cle, or any Georsiaktag: he (or 
ro to tastentty run the machine 
into the nearest YaStoh and nee j in a humble 


and supplicating waitoie till the said h 

cart, &c., has got at least a mile away. 
Every ry oyalist to be presumed, in Tit 1 

proceedings, to be a re ess idiot and on 
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wrong side of the road, unless he can bring 
conclusive evidence to the con 

All tourists on bar to Sireport themselves 
at every police sta a Oe 2 
vaccinated, they —' 7 on, the n 

doctor and com compulso rily inoculated in ae any 

oor lymph or otic serum” he may 
have yee certificates to be 
seeded’? in the bag - on the person: penal 
for non-compliance, twenty-five lashes wi 
a pneumatic cat, well laid on. 


IIl.—WuHaT ALL CYCLISTS WOULD LIKE, 


Cyclists to be given a special track on all 
roads, quite half the width of the thorough- 
fare, and we halted: the expense to be 
met by a tax on vehicles propelled 
ithestise * wy foot. 

In case of any accident, coachmen and car- 
drivers to be bound over to keep the pieces, 
and d supply y a brand-new e. 

cles of every description to at once 
skedaddle up side streets when a lady cyclist 
is descried in the offing on a main =f 

No bells, horns, or lamps in future to be 
required. Pedestrians to keep to the sagt 

s or take the consequences. Cyclists 
have the right to mee ba eee as cake 
as they like, and at 

The City streets i a! ueared of traffic and 
left as practising-grounds for new wheelmen 
and wheelwomen. 

Rate-supported stations (with free meals) 
a enone up burst tyres to be aoe on 


Calas. (and cyclists) to travel free b 
And, finally, any person reasonab. ee 
of not owning a cycle or being about to 
get one to pay a fine of five thousand pounds 
to the ions be handed over to the 
Tansey Commissioners, during 
JESTY’S pleasure, 


GRASSE. 


O Grasse, I thought that thou wast sweet, 
So sweet to eye and nose alike | 
I started, eager for the treat, 
By train much slower than a bike. 


any train — a Cannes I see 
s meant, by its delay, to call 
Attention to ; fact that we 

Had better never go at all. 


I climbed thy hill, as I was told 
Thy view was marvellously fine ; 
Th Sarvacica, 3 frightful to behold, 
ould eal a view much more divine. 


I saw thy dusty, dismal stree 
om SA agai church, and fon I went 
e sweetest of thy sweets, 
i  weantataaiory of scent. 


Alas, sweet perfumes of the rose 
r lily I had not to face! 
An diy smell assailed my nose. 
The scent of Grasse is scent of graisse, 


O dusty, evil-smelling town, 

O grassless, graceless Grasse, all graisse, 
I do not want to run thee d 

But thou art not a sleniext + thee ! 


Then, luckless wretch, quite bored by thee, 
I sought thy station to await 
train, which always seems to be 
Pures anes quarters of an hour late. 


One moment’s joy was mine that day ; 
It was when th ted train, 

O Grasse, at last me away ! 
I never shall come back ! 


TurroLoey.—‘* The chance of St. Frus 
winning the Derby is threatened bv 7 
e | Evidently ‘* the Devil a saint would be.’ 
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‘THE HORSE AND THE LOADED ASS.” 


“4 MAN WHO_KEPT A HORSE AND AN ASS WAS WONT IN HIS JOURNEY TO SPARE THE HORSE AND PUT ALL THE BURDEN UPON THE ASS'S BACK,” 
[See Right Hon, H-nry Ch-pl-n's edition of ** Zsop’s Fables”’—to be continued. 
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GOOD CAUSE. 


Lady Member of the Girls’ Friendly Society. ‘‘I WANT TO SEE HARRIET Brown. Is SHE IN? 
Page-boy (pointing to area gate), ‘‘ Vistrors ¥0R Miss BROWN THAT WAY, PLEASF. 








NEW RULES FOR CYCLISTS. 


I.—WHAT SOME OTHER PEOPLE WOULD LIKE. 


Cyciine to be included in the 
so of ms ps — ee re 7 
very cycle-rider to pay a 0 - 
cent, on the total income that he would 
if every mile ridden b ht him in ‘a 
sovereign, and every tinkle of his bell a ten- 
pound note. 

Nobody to cycle without a license, issued 
by the Governor of Newgate, after a fort- 
night's strict examination (on and 

tary mechanics, advanced 

hydrostatics, riding on the head down an in- 

plane, and the obiter dicta of all the 
J adete | on compensation in ent cases. 

Any person found riding without such a 


prohihitory fifty 


license to mene a 

years’ penal servitude, ow ice 

su ion for the rest of his wed. by pli 
cungns 9 on, with, or —_ a cycle within 
miles of _ town of five thousand in- 

habitants, the rit to be fined a hundred 

guineas and bound over in his own recogni- 

ee to abandon cycling and take to golf 


or has 
e chose 
, or other 
» he (or 
she) to instantly dismount, run the machine 
into the nearest ‘iia aad neal in a humble 
and supplicating attitude till the said horse, 
cart, &c., has got at least a mile away. 
Every cyclist to be presumed, in all 
proceedings, to be a reckless idiot and on 


= Whine a cyclist on any road seé 
reason to a, that he might see if 


to look, an car eurenes, 
vehiale, poles ert a " 
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wrong side of the road, unless he can bring 
conclusive evidence to the contrary. 
All tourists on wheels to report ere 


at ev ce station they so. 
vacsineted, they mayb i —— ‘a aa 
and com oculated with any any 


ore lymph or a enol serum” he may 
have pany certificates to be 
carried in the beg or on the person: 

for non-compliance, twenty-five lashes wi 
@ pneumatic cat, well laid on, 


ie —WHAT ALL CYCLISTS WOULD LIKE, 


Cyclists to be given a special track on all 
gad half ied — — the aeons 
fare, and well ee e expense to be 
met by a gene at on vehicle propelled 
otherwise than by foot. 

In case of any accident, coachmen and car- 
drivers be bound over to keep the pieces, 
and d supply | y a brand-new machine. 

cles of every description to at once 
skedaddle up side streets when a lady cyclist 
is descried in the offing on a main mad. 

No bells, horns, or lamps in future to be 
required, Pedestrians to keep to the side- 
walks or take the consequences. Cyclists to 
have the right to use era sidewalks as much 
as they like, and at any 

The City streets to be aeared of traffic and 
left as practising-grounds for new wheelmen 
and wheelwomen. 

Rate-supported stations (with free meals) 
for blowing up burst tyres to be ae on 


roads. 
Cycles (and cyclists) to travel free b 

, finally, any person reasona “ee 
pected ‘of not owning a cycle or being about to 
get one to pay a fine of five thousand pounds 
> the Exchequer, be ed over to the 
Lunacy Commissioners, and detained during 

JESTY’S pleasure, 


GRASSE, 


0 Grasse, | thought that thou wast sweet, 
So sweet to eye and nose alike 
I started, eager for the treat, 
By train much slower than a bike. 


ay train from charming Cannes I see 
meant, by its delay, to call 
ne to the fact that we 


ad better never go at all. 


I a thy hill, as I was told 
view aes marvellously fine 
m frightful to behold,’ 


ould ee a view much more divine. 


I rind ee dusty, dismal streets 
rae graaelone ‘church, and then I went 
e sweetest of thy sweets, 
= asarabs other of scent. 


Alas, sweet perfumes of the rose 
Or lily I had not to face! 
An oily smell assailed my nose. 
The scent of Grasse is scent of graisse. 


O dusty, ve town, 

O graceless Grasse, all graisse, 
I do not ae tot run thee dow 

But thou art not a pleasant place ! 


Then, luckless wretch, quite bored by thee, 
I sought thy station to await 
Thy train, which always seems to be 
quarters of an hour late. 


One moment’s joy ee aod teats that ne : 
It was when th 

O Grasse, at last 
I never shall come ba 


Turrotogy.—‘‘ The chanoe of St. Frus 


winning the Derby is threatened by Teufel,” 


e | Evidently ‘* the Devil a saint would be.’ 
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THE MOUNTED PEDESTRIAN’S 
 VADE MECUM. 
(Compiled by a Prejudiced Pro- 
menader who Objects to Cycles in 
the Park.) 


Question. Is the new manner 
of riding in the Drive attractive? 

Answer, inly not; as the 
up-to-date velocipedist seldom 
possesses grace, and nearly in- 
variably lacks comfort. 

Q. Is there not constantly an 
expression of care upon the 
countenances of cyclists ? 

A, Very frequently ; and this 
aspect would cause mirth, did it 
rd suggest approaching afflic- 

on. 

Q. What is the meaning of 
a ‘spill’ to a votary of the 
wheel P 

A, Any upset; from the first, 
requiring the services of a 
medical student, to the last, 
demanding the recognition of a 
coroner. A 

Q. Does a male rider appear 
toadvantage mounted on wheels? 

A, Never; and when he scales 
fourteen stone or more, the pic- 
ture he presents is pitiable. 

Q. Does a_ lady-rider who 
Lyi dag mane from the ou 
ing-irom and progresres solely 
with the assistance of her feet 
deserve commendation P 

A, Dietinctly not ; as her per- 
formance invites disaster, and 
is merely eaegere ye of the pre- 

iminary antics of an ‘‘extra 
turn”? at a fourth-rate music- 
_Q. Should a general-officer 
ride a cycle? 

A, Not within view of the 
barracks, as no sentry could 
salute him with a feeling of 
sincere respect. 


TOUJOURS 


PLACE, AUNTY Mavp. 





Q. Should a judge or magis- 
trate progress on wheels f 

A, Not when the police are 
about, as the performance would 
dlghtey apuecaciets i talBeasts 

ignity appropria e 

Q. o are the chief bene- 
titers by the craze for cycling ? 

A. The Coventry man 
turers and London doctors, 

Q. Is there any explanation 
for the apparently accident- 
inviting and mirth-provoking 
movement ? 

A, Yes; one that is less a so- 
lution than an excuse—‘‘it’s 
the fashion!” 


- * 
Tc. = re 
OO apg 
eet 


Land Ho! 
(Bya Disappointed Town-Dweller). 
Jor once insisted, in a manner 


handsome, 

That Land should pay the land- 
less heavy ransom ; 

But oe paradoxical of 


a — 

The landless must pay half 
Land’s “‘ local rates.’ 

It once was held as worthy of 


i 

That one should ‘‘ set a thief 
to catch a thief,’’ 

But now I fancy we thould un- 
derstand it: 

‘*The greatest foe 


cf ransom’s 
an ex-bandit ! ” 


PaRADox (as it strikes a Venal 
Voter).— With his cash at least 
ative is sometimes 


PERDRIX! vastly Liberal, and a Liberal 


Jacky (just back from his first day at School), ‘‘On, ScHoo. 13 A souty | tremendously Conservative. 
I WAS NEVER 80 HAPPY IN ALL MY LIFE!” CPL 
‘You "LL LIKE IT EVEN BETTER TO-MORROW, JACKY !”’ 
‘'To-MORROW!? HAVE I GOT TO GO AGAIN TO-MORROW 1” 
‘WHY NOT, SINCE YOU ’RE 80 HAPPY THERE }” growth 
‘‘ AH, YES—BUT I DON’T WANT TO MAKE A HABIT OF IT, you KNow!” | consfield. 


Spring THovucut, BY A FLo- 
Rist. — The finest field for the 
of primroses is—Bea- 








OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 


‘On Jonun Smitu's Platonic Affections, the most resent of the 
‘* Key-Note Series,” published by Joun Lane of Vigo Street, the 
Baron’s opinion is that the story is thoroughly interesting as long as 
we are concerned only in the history of two lovers, a couple of noodles 
old enough to know better, who, not 
be'ieving in themselves as lovers and 
wishing to live together as brother and 
sister, became man and wife in order to 
avoid scandalising Mrs, Grundy. The 
dialect conversations are probably ex- 
cellent, but to the majority of readers 
not up in the Lingo of Lipport, thi 
portion of the book becomes rather 
wearisome. Tosum up, this book is an 
example of excellent material inartis- 
tically made up. 

Briseis, who gives her name to Mr. 
Biack’s last novel, just published by 
Sampson Low, will take her place in 
the front rank of the fair women of 
se Ws whom the novelist has dreamed. She is, 
in quite another way, as charming as the Princess in Thule, Mr. Brack 
has struck a fresh note in bringing his heroine from Greece, though, 
as usual, he plants her out in Scotland, and lends her on long visits 
to London. Besides Briseis, herself a perfect work of art, the story 
is full of human people, beginning with the Greek girl’s old uncle 





the naturalist, including delightful Aunt Jean and detestable | All 


Aunt Clara, The novel is published in a single six-shilling volume ; 
a new departure, my Baronite thinks, for Mr. Brack, The arrange- 
ment will give early Seuuney to tens of thousands to a 
delightful book. The recommends The F.iaw in the Marble 
in Hutcuinson & Co.’s Leisure Library. Well written, interesti 


likewise handy for pocketing honestly. Be 


GOLDIE. 


Mr. John Haviland Dashwood Goldie, the famous Cambridge oarsman, 
who led his University Hight to victory on three several and successive 
occasions, died on April 12, aged 47, 


oar ene, true, ‘‘ gentle Goxpre,’”’ genial man, and glorious 
** stroke, 
Who the nine-year spell of evil fortune for Cam’s champions broke, 
perorios them three times to triumph! Sure the nymphs of sedgy 
am 
hs young Titans of to-day will tolerate poetic flam) 
ourn a later Lycipas! Upon his all too early bier 


this | Many manly hearts at least will drop the fond, regretful tear; 


Followers of the Cambridge fortunes will remember with what 


pride 
They beheld, in Eighteen Seventy, gallant Gotpre turn the tide 
Of the ls Blues’ long defeats; and how the thronged Thames 
reaches rang 
With the shouts of ancient Cantabs. "Worthier hero never sang 
Muscle-praising modern Pinpar. Cambridge needs a GoLpre now, 
And when next her ‘‘ ship,’’ well captained, pushes home a winning 


prow— 
May Be be next year!|—fond memories on her grand old stroke will 


we 
Dreaming that they hear Ais shout amidst the mob’s mellifluous yell. 
Good as gold must b3 that Captain! Echo answers ‘‘ It will do 
Tf he be as good as Gotpre!”’ All survivors of his crew, é 
his friends—and who shall count them?—hive his memory in 
their hearts, 

brave young Briton mourns when such a champion departs, 
Enviable fate, my masters! Loved all round and unforgot, 
With fixed name on a great roll of victors. ’Tis a glorious lot! 
Had we, too, a parsley crown or olive garland for our brave, 
These with honour might be laid most fittingly on Goxpre’s grave | 
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THE MOUNTED PEDESTRIAN’S 
VADE MECUM. 


(Compiled by a Prejudiced Pro- 
menader who Objects to Cycles in 
the Park.) 


Question. Is the new manner 
of riding in the Drive attractive? 

Answer. inly not; as the 
up-to-date velocipedist seldom 
possesses grace, and nearly in- 
variably lacks comfort. 

Q. Is there not constantly an 
expression of care upon the 
countenances of cyc 

A, Very frequently ; and this 
aspect would cause mirth, did it 
- suggest approaching afilic- 

on. 

Q. What is the meaning of 
a ‘*spill” to a votary of the 
wheel P 

A, Any upset; from the first, 
requiring the services of a 
medical student, to the last, 
demanding the recognition of a 
coroner. 

Q. Does a male rider appear 
toadvantage mountedon wheels? 

A, Never; and when he scales 
fourteen stone or more, the pic- 
ture he presents is pitiable. 

Q. Does a_ lady-rider who 
takes her hands from the guid- 
ing-iron and progrestes solely 
with the assistance of her feet 
deserve commendation ? 

A. Distinctly not ; as her per- 
formance invites disaster, and 
is merely suggestive of the pre- 
limin antics of an ‘extra 
turn’”’ at a fourth-rate music- 


TOUJOURS 
Jacky (just back from his first day at School), ‘On, ScHoou 18 A soLuy | tremendously Conservative. 


hall. 
Q. Should a general-oflicer 
rideacycle? 
A, Not within view of the 


PLACE, AUNTY Mavp. 





Q. Should a judge or magis- 
trate progress on wheels ? 

A, Not when the police are 
about, as the performance would 
dleutteapymontiats tothe Benak. 

ignity appropriate e 

Q. Who are the chief bene- 
titers ao craze for cycling P 

A. The Coventry manufac- 
turers and London doctors, 

Q. Is there any explanation 
for the apparently accident- 


inviting and mirth-provoking 
movement ? 
A, Yes; one that is less a s0- 


lution than an excuse—‘‘it’s 


the fashion!” 
Land Ho! 

(Bya Disappointed Town- Dweller). 

JOE cnee insisted, in a manner 


e, 
That Land should pay the land- 
less heavy ransom ; 
But now—most paradoxical of 


fates |— 

The landless must pay half 
Land’s “‘ local rates.’ 

It once was held as worthy of 
belief 

That one should ‘set a thief 
to catch a thief.” 

But now I fancy we thould un- 


me not f f ’ 
‘* The oe cf ransom’s 
<n ax baniit ” 


PARADOX (as tt strikes a Venal 
Voter).—With his cash at least 
a Conservative is sometimes 


PERDRIX! vastly Liberal, and a Liberal 


I WAS NEVER 80 HAPPY IN ALL MY LIFE!” 
‘' You LL LIKE IT EVEN BETTER TO-MORROW, JAcKy !”’ 


Spring THovucut, BY A FLo- 








barracks, as no sentry could} ‘'To-morrow? Have I Gor TO GO AGAIN TO-MORROW }” Rist. — The finest field for the 
salute him with a feeling of| ‘‘ WHY NOT, SINCE YOU ’RE 80 HAPPY THERE }” growth of primroses is—Bea- 
sincere respect. ‘‘ AH, YES—BUT I DON’T WANT TO MAKE A HABIT OF IT, you KNow!” | consfield. 

OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. GOLDIE. 


On Joun Smitn's Platonic Affections, the most re2ent of the 
‘* Key-Note Series,” published by Joun Lane of Vigo Street, the 
Baron’s opinion is that the story is thoroughly interesting as long as 
we are concerned only in the history of two lovers, a couple of noodles 

old enough to know better, who, not 

dieters es be‘ieving in themselves as lovers and 

fda : wishing to live together as brother and 

aX | YG?) Tp, sister, became man and wife in order to 

P= x3 GP “ap avoid scandalising Mrs, ONE: The 
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dialect conversations are prob 

cellent, but to the majority of readers 
not up in the Lingo of Lipport, this 
portion of the book becomes rather 
wearisome. Tosum up, thi k is an 
example of excellent material inartis- 
tically made up. _ 

Briseis, who gives her name to Mr. 
Bracr’s last novel, just published by 
Sampson Low, will take her place in 
the front rank of the fair women of 
ee whom the novelist has dreamed. Shei 
in quite another way, as charming as the Princess in Thule. Mr. BLack 

struck a fresh note in bringing his heroine from Greece, though, 
as usual, he yr her out in Scotland, and lends her on long virits 
to London. Besides Briseis, herself a perfect work of art, the story 
1s full of human people, beginning with the Greek girl’s old uncle 
the ma including delightful Aunt Jean and detestable 
Aunt Clara, e novel is published in a single six-shilling volume ; 
Ser atrial eens tong teal sel 

r give early s ousan a 
delightful book. The Bova retina The F.aw in the Marble 
in HurcHinson & Co,’s Leisure Library. Well written, interesting, 
likewise handy for pocketing honestly. B. 





AST 


Mr. John Haviland Dashwocd Goldie, the famous Cambridge oarsman, 
who led his University Hight to victory on three several and successive 
occasions, died on April 12, aged 47, 


ae some, true, ‘‘gentle Goxpre,’”’ genial man, and glorious 
** stroke, 

Who the nine-year spell of evil fortune for Cam’s champions broke, 
Stroking them three timesto triumph! Sure the nymphs of sedgy 


Cam 
(If young Titans of to-day will tolerate poetic flam) 
Mourn a later Lycrpas! Upon his all too early bier 
Many manly hearts at least will drop the fond, regretful tear; 
Followers of the Cambridge fortunes will remember with what 


pride 
They beheld, in Eighteen Seventy, gallant Gotpre turn the tide 
Of the be Blues’ long defeats; and how the thronged Thames 
reaches rang 
With the shouts of ancient Cantabs. Worthier hero never sang 
Muscle-praising modern Pinpar. Cambridge needs a GoLpIe now, 
And when next her ‘‘ship,’’ well captained, pushes home a winning 


prow— 

May it be next year!—fond memories on her grand old stroke will 
well, 

Dreaming that they hear Ais shout amidst the mob’s mellifluous yell. 
Good as gold must ba that Captain | Echo answers ‘‘ It will do 
Tf he be as good as Gotpre!’’ All survivors of his crew, . 
All his friends—and who shall count them?—hive his memory in 

their hearts, 

brave young Briton mourns when such a oe departs. 

Enviable fate, my masters! Loved all round and unforgot, 
With fixed name on a great roll of victors. Tis a glorious lot! 
Had we, too, a parsley crown or olive garland for our brave, 
These with honour might be laid most fittingly on GoLpre’s grave | 
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THE MOUNTED PEDESTRIAN’S 
VADE MECUM. 


(Compiled by a Prejudiced Pro- 
menader who Objects to Cycles in 
the Park.) 


Question, Is the new manner 
of riding in the Drive attractive? 
newer, Certainly not; as the 
up-to-date velocipedist seldom 
possesses grace, and nearly in- 
variably lacks comfort. 

Q. Is there not constantly an 
expression of care upon the 
countenances of cyclists ? 

A, Very frequently ; and this 
aspect would cause mirth, did it 
- suggest approaching afllic- 

on. 

Q. What is the meaning of 
a ee to a votary of the 
wheel ? 


A, Any upset; from the first, 
requiring the services of a 
medical student, to the last, 
demanding the recognition of a 
coroner. 

Q. Does a male rider appear 
toadvantage mounted on wheels? 

A, Never; and when he scales 
fourteen stone or more, the pic- 
ture he presents is pitiable, 

Q. Does a lady-rider who 
a a from the ee 
ing-iron and progrestes solely 
with the assistance of her feet 
deserve commendation ? 

A. Distinctly not ; as her per- 
formance invites disaster, and 
is merely suggestive of the pre- 
liminary antics of an ‘extra 
hl at a fourth-rate music- 

_Q. Should a general-officer 
rideacycle? — 

A, Not within view of the 
barracks, as no sneer, could 
salute him with a feeling of 
sincere respect. 


TOUJOURS 
Jacky (just back from his first day at School), ‘‘On, Schoo. 18 A souty | tremendously Conservative. 
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Q. Should a judge or magis- 
trate progress on wheels? 

A, Not when the police are 
about, as the performance would 
Havity epprosalats ecko Bench, 

ignity appropria e 

Q. Who are the chief bene- 
fiters by the craze for cycling ? 

A. The Coventry man 
turers and London doctors, 

Q. Is there any explanation 


for the apparently accident- 
inviting and mirth-provoking 
movement ? 


A. Yes; one that is less a s9- 
lution than an excuse—‘‘it’s 
the fashion! ” 


Land Ho! 
(Bya Disappointed Town- Dweller). 
JOE once insisted, in a manner 
handsom 


e, 
That Land should pay the land- 
less heavy ransom ; 
But now—most paradoxical of 
fates |— 
The landless must pay half 
Land’s ‘‘ local rates.” 
It once was held as worthy of 
belief 


i 

That one should ‘set a thief 
to catch a thief.”’ 

But now I fancy we thould un- 
derstand it: 

‘*The greatest foe cf ransom’s 
an ex-bandit ! ”’ 


PaRADox (as tt strikes a Venal 
Voter).—With his cash at least 
a Conservative is sometimes 


PERDRIX! vastly Liberal, and a Liberal 


I WAS NEVER 80 HAPPY IN ALL MY LIFE!” 
‘You ’LL LIKE IT EVEN BETTER TO-MORROW, Jacky!” 
‘'To-moRROW? HAvE I GOT TO GO AGAIN TO-MORROW 1” 

‘*WHY NOT, SINCE YOU ’RE SO HAPPY THERE?” 

‘‘ AH, YES—BUT I DON’T WANT TO MAKE A HABIT OF IT, you KNow!” | consfield. 


Spring THovuGcuHt, BY A FLo- 
Rist. — The finest field for the 


growth of primroses is—Bea- 








OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 


On Jonun Smitu's Platonic Affections, the most resent of the 
** Key-Note Series,” published by Joun Lane of Vigo Street, the 
Baron’s opinion is that the story is thoroughly interesting as long as 
we are concerned only in the history of two lovers, a couple of noodles 

old enough to know better, who, not 
be‘ieving in themselves as lovers and 
wishing to live together as brother and 
sister, became man and wife in crder to 
avoid scandalising Mrs, Grundy. The 
dialect conversations are probably ex- 
cellent, but to the majority of readers 
not up in the Lingo cf Lipport, this 
portion of the book becomes rather 
wearisome. Tosum up, this book is an 
example of excellent material inartis- 
tically made up. _ 

Briseis, who gives her name to Mr. 
Brack’s last novel, just published by 
Sampson Low, will take her place in 
the front rank of the fair women o 
i, Sgr whom the novelist has dreamed. She is, 
in quite another way, as charming as the Princess in Thule. Mr. Buack 
has struck a fresh note in bringing his heroine from Greece, though, 
as usual, he plants her out in and lends her on long visits 
to London. Besides Briseis, herself a perfect work of art, the story 
is fall of human people, beginning with the Greek girl’s old uncle 
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f | And when next her ‘‘ship,’’ well captained 


GOLDIE. 


Mr. John Haviland Dashwocd Goldie, the famous Cambridge oarsman, 
who led his University Hight to victory on three several and successive 
occasions, died on April 12, aged 47, 


sue gone, true, ‘‘ gentle Gotpre,” genial man, and glorious 
** stroke, 

Who the nine-year spell of evil fortune for Cam’s champions broke, 
Stroking them three timesto triumph! Sure the nymphs of sedgy 


Cam 
ts young Titans of to-day will tolerate poetic flam) 
ourn a later Lycrpas! Upon his all too early bier 
Many manly hearts at least will drop the fond, regretful tear; 
Followers of the Cambridge fortunes will remember with what 


ride 
They beheld, in Eighteen Seventy, gallant Gotpre turn the tide 
Of oe ee Blues’ long defeats; and how the thronged Thames 
reaches rang 
With the shouts of ancient Cantabs. Worthier hero never sang 
Muscle-praising modern Prnpar. Cambridge needs a GoLpIe now, 
, pushes home a winning 


prow— 
May it be next year!—fond memories on her grand old stroke will 


well, 
Dreaming that they hear Ais shout amidst the mob’s mellifluous yell. 
Good as gold must b3 that Captain ! Echo answers ‘‘ It will do 


Tf he be as good as Gotpre!” All survivors of his crew, 


the na including delightful Aunt Jean and detestable! All his friends—and who shall count them?—hive his memory in 

Aunt Clara, The nov cod. seg emci in a single six-shilling volume ; their hearts, 

a new departure, my B te thinks, for Mr. Brack. The arrange- | Every brave young Briton mourns when such a oe Senet, 
orgot, 


ment will give early rtunity to tens of thousands to a 
delightful book. The recommends The Fiaw in the Marble 
in Hurcurnson & Co.’s Leisure Library. Well written, interesting, 
likewise handy for pocketing honestly. B. 


Enviable fate, my masters! Loved all round and un 

With fixed name on a great roll of victors. ’Tis a glorious lot! 
Had we, too, a parsley crown or olive garland for our brave, 

These with honour might be laid most fittingly on Goipre’s grave | 
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“GOING INTO ‘SUPPLY’!” | 
OWIXG TO THE PEOSPECTIVE COLLAPSE OF THE KITCHEN ARRANGEMENTS OF THE HovUsE OF COMMONS THERE IS LIKELY TO BE AN OPENING FOR ENTERPRISING INDIVIDUALS OF THE 


LOCALI1Y TO FURNISH Hon, MEMBERS WITH THE MEANS OF SUBSISTENCE AT CHEAP RATES | 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 
EXTRACTED FROM THE DIARY OF TOBY, M.P. 


House of Commons, Monday, April 20.—GRANDOLPH used to say, 
‘* CHAPLIN’S speeches would be first-rate if he would only sit down 
before he his peroration.”” That was, however, merely jealousy. 
No one would like to have missed peroration to-night in speach 
introducing icultural Rating B ' 
after matter-of-fact lucid explanation of details of Bill. But how 
full-toned it was; how rotund ; how reminiscent of Dizzy, just now, 
from his pedestal in Parliament &quare, looking down over the poor 
ed primroses with sardonic smile on the gaping crowd that blocks 

the pavement. To see the Farmer's Friend fling on the table the 
last sheet of the manuscript notes of his speech was most convincing. 
Busk« and his dagger cast on floor of House a puny performance by 
comparison, And then the Jovelike frown on his ey miling 
countenance when he resumed his seat was worth another shilling in 
the pound to the ruined farmer. 

‘*Glad you liked my speech, Tony,” he raid. ‘“* Fancy there is, 
as you siy, a touch of the antique = )jjjjjijiHH! yy: wns tu ! 


about its style. But I wish I could 7 
ae 


do even more for the famishi 

farmer. Often I think, when oe 
os ES 
TLUB oS . 5 oe - 


come out of the Amphitryon, after 

a bread-and-cheese lunch, how 

would it be suppose I were tosit — " ~~); R 

down on the pavement, and, as 939 C OSE 

representative of the agricultural he aa 

class, display a card i oe CRESS ae aS era Bees 
egend ‘I em starving’? Don’t = -~—s ww. OS 
ou think that would fetch ’em? | Ss eR RN MS GES 
’m told there’s a great run just 

now on liviog pic : = 

**Capitalidea,” saidSark,who’s 
always — to answer for cther ssi 
people. *‘You were made forthe = ## = § ##& 

. Your haggard cheek, your =  #  &# 
attenuated form, your curved-in — WOR a 
chest, your general appearance of 

g meat only once a week, and — 
then in the form of bacon, always 
seem to meto mark youout fora —- 
model Minist'r of Agriculture in © | 
times of exceptional depression. If © = : 
added to-night to the pic'ureeque- 
ness of your ch. You’d make 
an immense hit in the character 
you suggest. Be sure you plant 
out your hat brim uppermost, like 
the other fellows who draw land- 
scapes and sea pieces on the pave- 
ment. You'll get more coppers than 
you can conveniently carry home.” =}. 

‘*Hum,” said CHAPLIN, looking - 
dubiously at Sark. 

Business done, — Agricultural 
Rating Bill brought in. Danced 
on by FowreR and &QuiRE OF 

WOOD. 

Thursday.— Dr. TANNER is be- 
ginning to think there ’s something 
uncanny about theSrzakeR. Long 
eee has enabled him to wrestle with Chair, whether it be filled 

y Speaker or Chairman, But he likes business conducted according 
to ordinary rules of the ring. 

‘*I don’t mind being occasionally suspended,” he said. “It 
brings one’s name well to the front, and —— an opportunity of 
spending eight hours at the sea-side. Also, I have grown accustomed 
to being ordered to resume my seat just when, after a quarter of an 
hour’s gabble, I am beginning to approach my subject. Moreover, 
it is quite common for a motion to be declared carried when I have 
for some moments bawled out ‘No!’ Those are ordinary expe- 
riences of a Member of my legislative habits. But when half-a- 
dozen fellows jump up to second an amendment, to have the 















Sesto 


SPEAKER fix upon you in particular as the seconder, and when 
half an hour later, you come in prepared with a that shall 
further block business, for him to say you have already spoken— 


ow the belt.” 

ent e hard upon Member of TanneEn’s indus- 
trious habits. Motion before House was that Grand on 
Law might sit till four o’clock, instead of observing usual practice 
of adjourning in time for meeting of House. Benefices Bill has 
stuck in throat of Grand Committee, Church and Nonconformity 
wrangling round it. Never get t h unless Grand Committee 
works overtime. Nonconformity obj Dr. TANNER, attraction 


well, now, that’s what I call hitting 
Incident inly a Jittl 


ft ( 
: (2 -° CLUB: = 
OOD A <h 


L 
/ 
I, 


: Cas 
1 SOSD YEN AONCL Be 
See QL al Pe 
7 Said : RY Sie + 


AGRICULTURAL DEPRESSION. 


of row irresistible, takes off coat, tumbles in. and whirls shillallegh 
to common danger of friend enemy. JLoyp-GEORGE moves 
overtime shall cease at half-past three instead of four. TANNER 
springs up to second Amendment. Two or three other light hearts 

ow y carol to same tune. SPEAKER lies low and says 
nuffin. Presently Tanner, believing that as so many had 


to 
second Amendment he was free from responsibility, began his speech. 
on. Member has 


** Order ! Order!” said the Speaker; ‘‘ the 


It came a little suddenly | alread 


y spoken. 
** No, Sir,” said TANNER, with air of conviction, for he had only 
been shouting. 

‘* The hon. Member seconded the amendment.” 

‘No, Sir,” insisted the Doctor; ‘‘ it was the hon, Member behind 
me. 

‘*Several Members rose, and I took the seconding of the hon. 
Member ;’’ and the SpEaKek forthwith put the question. 

TANNER temporarily subsided ; House roared with laughter; at 
least a quarter of an hour of precious time saved. 

Business done.—Budget resolutions agreed to. : 

Friday.—Member for Svuth Monaghan consumed with thirst for 

wneieg, Knowledge. Whenever Carrick- 
ye weacross can spare the Chairman of 
"© its Town Commissioners, he c»mes 
-. up to Westminster, and floods 
_-. paper with questions. In the Chief 
~ Secretary's office he is known as 
“\ The Daly Inquirer. Amongst 
-. questions in to-day’s paper stand- 
~: ing in his name is one ‘‘ to ask the 
Chief Secretary to the Lord Lieu- 
~~ tenant of Ireland if he is aware 
-. that national school teachers have, 
) out of their own pockets, to supply 
, maps, tablets, school pictures, and 
- charts.” 

Assuming question is based on 
fact, here is fresh injustice to 
Ireland. Why should national 
school teachers in that country be 
thus inconveniently loaded? Some 
of them, Sanx tells me, live long 
distances frcm ecene of their la- 

have to trudge to and fro 
daily. Why sbould they be re- 
quired to bulge forth their pockets 
with maps, tablets, school pictures, 
and charts ready to meet capri- 
cious demand of school-children ? 

The form of Mr. Daty’s ques- 
tion suggests a way cut cf the 
difficulty. As he puts it, it is 
‘‘out of their own pockets” the 
hapless teachers have to procure 
these articles, some of them (charts 
and school pictures) of considerable 
bul) There might be someone 
else’s pocket out of which they 
might take them; the county 
Member’s or the Chairman of the 
Town Commissioners’, for example, 
But that obviously only modifica- 
tion of a difficulty that mt seems 
arbitrarily created. In Eogland or 
Scotland the schoolrcom would be fitted up with cupboards or drawers 
in which these indispensable articles might be stored, to be drawn 
upon in case of need. The Member for South Mcnaghan has called 
attention toa real grievance, which GeraLp Bairovp, still anxious 
to kill Home Rule by kindnese, will do well to remove. 

Business done.—Scotch Votes in Committee of Supply. 
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In Nuce. 


OnE man’s “‘ noise”’ is oft another’s ‘* music”? ; 
And what oe the many makes the few sick. 
** Relieve the few, and yet not rob the many,” 

Is the lawmaker's aim—if not a zany. 


GrogRAPHiIcaL IreEm.—The town of Grasse is celebrated for its 
floriculture : it is also ‘‘ where the widows come from.” 


THE WAY OF THE WHISKEY-DRINKER. 


THE only ‘‘ Water Question” I will watch, | 
Is—how much should man mix with ‘* Special Scotch ”’ ? 


Frvx-o’ciock ‘* Tges,’’—Suburban golf. 
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AN APRIL SHOWER. 


Swusr Bas and I 
oh tases eens 
ue was the s 
And the wird blew free, 
Our cheeks were elcs3, 
Bat she little heeded ; 
Hers flashed like a rose. 
Mine paled, as I pleaded 
For - maybe you ’ll guess. 
Ah! luck is a bore. 
Had I but said less, 


Or, perhaps, done more 
All had yet leon well, 

But—my chance was gone; 
The free wind fell, 


Such chill showers, too! 

One had sworn it hailed, 
I aa ei 

@ 9 D. 

We aulked. B weet Bas 

For the lack of a gamp, 
I lost that kiss 

And thee, too, alack ! 
The chance we miss 

Comes never more back, 
Rain, soft Spring rain | 

As you wet the leaves, 
With repentance vain 

One broods and grieves. 
And the other? Faith! 








And the rain came on. She is rich and gay, 
She sighed ‘‘ It thunders!’ And she thows scathe; 

I hadn’t a *‘ brolly.” Yet methinks to-day, 
Alas for the blanders When by chance we met 

Of human folly! In the lime-tree walk, 
I huffed, she tiffed ; With the small rain wet, 

How the rain did pelt ! That, though blithe our talk, 
I jones; ehe igsbee a She felt, as I, i 

! she would noé melt. e melignant power 

Her eyes of blue, Of a word awry, 

Like the aky, were veilej. And an April shower. 

AS IT MAY BE. 


“ .. . - a solution of the difficulty might, perhaps, be found in empan- 
ing, at a reasonable rate of remunoration, some of the unemployed 
members of the Junior Bar as special jurors.”—Daily Press.] 


Mr, Justice Jawley (summing up case to jury of Barristers). In 
deciding upon the momentous issues involved in the case now before 
you, oom it will be for you, in the first place, to say—— 

A Juror (rissng tn the box). Pardon me, my Lord, it will be for 
you, in the first place, to say whether you intend to hold that the 
communication made by A. to B. is privileged or not. (Shght 
ere rest of panel. ) 

Mr. Justice Jawley (rather taken aback). I—er—well, you see, 
gentlemen, I—I was coming to that in due course; but if you 
prefer me to deal with it now, I may tell you that there is a case 
which settles the Jaw upon that point conclusively. In Tomkyns v. 
Trout it was laid down by no less an authority than Mr. Justice— 

Foreman of the Jury (interrupting). Your Lordship is evidently 
unaware that Zomkyns v. Trout—which I may mention for your 
Lordship’s guidance is reported in 10 Queen’s Bench Division, 
page 392—has since been over-ruled in the Court of Appeal, see 
2 Appeal Cases, New Series, page 1263. 

r. Justice Jawley (rubbing his spectacles, nervously). Oh 
indeed, indeed—er—yes—thank you very much. I had overlooked 
that, but I dare say the Foreman of the jury is quite right. Well, 
then—let me see—where was I? Oh, yes, I remember. This action 
is one brought for the express purpose—— 

Another Juryman, Pardon the interruption, my Lord, but my ool- 

ues in the box and myself are all agreed that it would be sheer 
waste of time to go into that matter, and travel all over the same 
ground again. We know perfectly well what the action is all about. 
We are only waiting to know if your Lordship has any new light to 
throw upon the eubject. We do not suppose you have. Stil], weare 
willing to wait and see. 

Mr. Justice Jawley. I—I thank you. The question of privilege 
is, of course, one for me to decide, and I have no hesitation in hold- 
ing that, on the authority of Baker v. Johnson —— 

a Teer (from the back of the bor). Then what about Somers 
v. Smart 

His Lordship. Really, really, gentlemen, this is most irregular. 
If you will kindly Sido me to sum up this case in the ordinary 
way—thank you. anes I had better first deal with the papranr f 
given by the witness C. He is a clerk in the employ of the Plaintiff, 
and what he says, in effect is this, that on receipt of the—— 

Foreman of the Jury. We need not trouble your Lordship on that 
point. It would not in any onse be evidence against the Defendant. 

Mr. Justice Jawley (surprised). But if his act was within the 
soope of his authority —— 

oreman (smperturbably). It wasn’t. Ht was ultra vires. Bee 


oe Vidahip (bering tio dasra) Then, perhaps, Gentl 
ts ship (bursting in ré). per ntlem 
you had better take this matter entirely into your own hands; 
seem to be quite su uous here. 

Foreman (in kindly tones), Oh, I don’t know that. Your Lord- 
sbip certainly is a trifle obsolete—a fact to which, I fear, we shall 


aioe 
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have to call attention in a rider to any verdict we may return. 
Per we had better settle the matter without vou. 
retire to consider their verdict, whilst Mr. Justice JAWLEY 
18s removed from the Bench in a state of collapse. 





NOTES OF AN AFTERNOON’S “ AMUSEMENT.” 


_. Winp blowing a hurricane, with oocasional heavy showers. Still, 
it won’t do not to appear at the ‘‘meet”’’ of the bicycle paper-chase 
in which the JongsEs have asked me to take part. Avcoordingly, 
mount my machine and ride through three miles of mud. Vind 
about two dozen riders assembled at the 
meet, including four or five ladies; like- ° 
wise a crowd of rustics, who greet each 
fresh arrival with loud cheers and personal 
remarks, Some delay in starting the 
hares, There were to have been an ’are 
and ’aress, but the latter declines to go 
so a gentleman takes her place. At last f 
the hares ride off amid a whirlwind of ;:’:% 
ecraps of paper. Ten minutes’ “law” to ‘/// 
be given them—great excitement. Forty- .- 
five seconds before we are to start, Miss /: 
Brown asks me kindly to inflate her tyre 
for her. Refuse y. Starter dropsa: 
flag, and a seething mass of bicycles rushes 
headlong downhill. Can only escape col- 
lision by a miracle. Miss Brown charges 
straight for my hind-wheel. Elude her, 
and in so doing nearly knock over several 
others. More bumps from behind. Wish that I had one of the 
insurance-newspapers in my pe expecting every minute to be 
smashed up. However, we all get away somehow. 

Road going uphill now, with gale full in our faces, should like to 
walk up this hil ; bat too proud todo so. Glance at the faces of my 
fellow-** hounds” nearest me. They don’t look as if they were enjoying 
themselves. One unknown gentleman wastes his breath in talking to 
his bike as if it wereahorse. ‘*Come up, you beast. . . Would you, 
then. . . Come up, confound you.” Just in front isa curate, with a 
very high stiff white collar; as we proceed, collar gets gradually limper. 
Still going uphill, Wind worsethan ever. Begin to wish to exchange 
present position for a nice comfortable treadmul. Someone asks me 
if I have ‘‘ seen any soent.’”” Tell him not to bea fool. Afterwards 
discover that the paper dropped by the hares is called ‘‘scent.” .. . 
Still going uphill. Ask a rustic whether he has seen the hares. 
Idiot answers, ‘* Naw, an’ naw rabbuts neither.” Reach cross-roade. 
Which way are we to turn? to ride against this wind an 
longer, and so make off to the right. Presently find that right 
wrong, and have to come back again. Why, everyone has atone 
has anyone been killed? No, the hares have been caught. Fresh 
pair despatched. Stragglers come up from behind. Everyone dis- 
mounts, and says what a delightful ride we are having. Wish I 
knew the way home. : ae 

f again, still uphill. ‘‘ Hounds” go off in every direction, 

intending, I expect, to sneak home. Saddenly the chain of one 
machine breaksin half, with surprising results, Another gentleman 
takes a corner to) sharply. comes down and outs himself badly. In- 
terval for refreshment and bandages. Only four of us together b 
this time, the rest scattered all over the county, trying to tind the 
way home. The hares, as we learn subsequently, almost kill them- 
selves by none. for about twenty miles, laying elaborate false tracks, 
and riding at their utmost speed. As a matter of fact, no one at all 
is now pursuing them. Those of us whore machines haven’t been 
smashed up ride slowly home. The remains of one are left at the 
nearest house, to be forwarded by Parcel Post. Am nearly killed 
by my companion mistaking her right hand for her left on the way 
home. However, we get back at last, and the rest afraggle in at 
intervals. Then we drink to the success cf the glorious sport of 


bicycle paper-chasing. 


o ? s 


ff 
‘ 





Pity a Poor (Liberal) Leader. 
(By one who, if not the Rose (bery), has been near it.) 
Drak me! I had thought that the public was quite 
In love with Arnoldian ‘* Sweetness and Light ” ; 


But J seem to put the quidnunes in a twitter, 
Unless~—as a speaker—I’m ‘‘ Heavy and Bitter.” 


THe New Campus Marrivs.— Judging by the Datly Telegraph, 
“our War Correspondent” stops at home to report on the troops 
starting for the battle-field. It may therefore be laid down that 
snspection is the better part of valour. 


A Srrine Exursirion.—A cat jumping over a wall. 
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HISTORY AT THE ROYAL 
ACADE 


ScENE— Burlington House. 
Two Critics before the 
Picture of the Year. 


Male Critic. Now, this is 
quite the best thing in the 
show, in my opinion. 

Female Critic. Ob, yes; 
very good indeed. But I have 
lost ~ catalogue—what is it 
about 

M. Cri. Scarcely wants any 
description, as it tells its own 
story. Don’t you see RicHaRD 
THE THIRD is wooing the late 


Queen P Al 
Fem, Cri. Oh, yes. And AWA 
who was the late King? 


Wasn’t it Henry THE Fiera? 

M. Cri. Was it? I almost 
forget. But didn’t he win the 
Battle of Agincourt ? VA 

Fem, Cri. Yes, and that’s h (\ aM 
where he killed RichHaRD THE i, | | i) j i 
THIRD. Don’t you remember, Vy |] | \ it i 
he cried out for a horse ? wad { / IN 
u 





44. 
ae 

















M. Cri. To be sure, 
if RicHARD THE THIRD was 
killed by Henny THE Firra, 
how d he be attending his 
conqueror’s funeral? That 
sounds wrong somehow. 

Fem. Cri. Not if the subject 
is taken from SHAKSPEARE. 
Wouldn’t that be called 
** poetic licence ”’ ? 

M. Cri. When one comes to 
think of it, I supp2seit would. 
ane ee you Fn they Chesed IF I MAY MAKE 80 BOLD !” 

pecirnal aiecehegh tt nedibteaaces Grigson. ‘‘ AND THE SON OF GariG! 
at Westmins‘er Abbey. COME UP TO THE Son oF 7'swyY!” 


= 
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SONS OF THE POETICAL MUSE. 


Robinson, ‘‘O# YES, WE'VE GOT PLENTY OF PROMISING YOUNG Barns, | AD important member of the 
WHY, THERE ’s THE SON oF DAVID, AND THE SON oF Wm, AND THE Son | Burmese troupe at ee stal 
oF TaoMP, AND THE Son oF DOB; NOT TO MENTION THE SON OF Rosin, ; 
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Fem. Cri. HEwrRY THE 
SEVENTH you mean, Of course, 
how silly we have been! It is 
HENRY THE SEVENTH'S fune- 
ral—not HENRY THE FIFTH's! 
And I suppose the lady to whom 
RICHARD is ing must be 
one of HEnRy’s Queens. 

M, Cri. His widow, of course 
—CATHERINE Parr. You re- 
member she survived him. But 
what is Richarp THE THIRD 
doing with her ? 

Fem, Cri. He was Duke of 
GLoucesTER then, because 
surely Many cameafter Henry 
THE ErentH. Didn't she? 
And wasn’t HENRY THE 
E1entu the Royal Bluebeard ? 

M. Cri. Ah, to be 


; sure, £0 
Then it wouldn’t 


he was! 
have been Ars funeral. 

Fem. Cri. No, perhaps not. 
But, whoever it is, the pic- 


ture is, as you say, capital. 

M, Cri. No doubt about 
that. And it doesn’t matter 
which King it is, considering 
he is dead. 

Fem, Cri. Yes. And it is 
better he should be dead, when 
his widow so soon commences a 
flirtation! [Zhe Critics pass 
on, and the scene closes in 
with a chorus of approval, 


FRENCH INFLUENCE AGAIN. 


alace is a caster of horo- 
copes, His name is Moune 
Grr. Surely it should be 


BUT NONE OF US WILL EVER QUITE 
. Moune SEER. 








CONDENSED CONFIDENCE. 
(For Ladies only.) 
DEAREST ETHELINDA,— Your reproaches are not wholly reasonable. 
I have been silent because I flatter myself that I am not an idle 
tittle-tattler. Mon rerre n’est pas grand, mais je bois dans mon 
verre. Ina word, I am not chiffonniere to the extent of some of my 
colleagues, who think nothing of intrudiog themselves unbidden 
into circles with which they have neither scot nor lot. There is Mrs, 
Frovurrou-Dass, for instance, of Zhe Grand Duchess (her nom de 


lume is ‘‘ Sweet Seventeen,”’ though to my certain knowledge she 
as worn a toupet for a quarter of a century), she presented herself 
at the Countess of CocKALEEKIE’s reception the other night without 


having received the necessary card of invitation, and by her Fouché- 
like proceedings was enabled to give a tolerably correct account of 
the ‘oilettes which foregathered. But how she could have been 
deceived by Lady SHuttLrcock’s tiara cf false diemonds passes my 
understanding! It is well known that the real stones have for long 
been in the custody of that eminent judge of gems Mr. Mepicr 
Konk, most of whose unredeemed pledges of misplaced confidence 
are well worth the attention of artistic connaisseurs. On my last 
visit to his establishment (I, of course, did not wish to consult him 
professionally) I was especially attracted by——* However, to 
revert to Mrs, Frourrovu-Gasps, I can only suppose that sooner or 
later she will reap the reward of her outrecuidance, and be forcibly 
removed from some fashionable assembly by one of those chasseurs 
(dear Lord AnTuurR calls them in his quaint old patois ‘‘ chuckers- 
out”) who guard the Sey of the stately homes of England. 
‘*BiaBeTtTEe,” of Zhe Peri—her real name is Mary ANNE 
WINKLE-is, to my mind, quite as impertinently obtrusive as is 
Mrs. Dass, only her method is quite different. Mrs, F. D. (quelle 
décadence nom!) is a sort of female Prince Rupsrrt, and 
charges into the ranks of Society on the slightest provocation ; Miss 
WINKLE subdues opposition by the feigned artlessness of the in- 


génue. She manages, by her time-serving humility, to scrape|d 


acquaintance with the great and omnipotent. She began by in- 
triguing at charity bazaars, where she would work for the Duchesses 

* Mr. Mzeprcrt Konx is an old and valued friend of ours, and we are sure 
that he would be the first to protest against the disclosing of the secrets of 
his jewel house. We have therefore eee our correspondent’s sub- 
eequent reference to his stock-in-trade.— ED. 


and other eminent stall-holders like a slave born and bred, and 
never tired of going about with sofa cushions and sm king-caps for 
the (illegal) purpose of a raffle. Papa, who is rather myope, says 
that she is pretty, with a Greuze expression. I suggested that he 
was an excellent judge of painting, as applied to the fair sex. 
could see that he quailed beneath my repartee, though he answered 
‘Charity begins at home,’’ one of those pitiful thrusts which only a 
father, and that father an Englishman, could direct against his own 
flesh and bl I sarcastically recommended him to get a new 
lorgnon from the eminent Mr. SEEBRIGHT,* and so the matter ended. 
Meanwhile Miss WINKLE pursues her career of sycophant prying 
with a success which may be accounted for by her too frequent praise 
of the doings and raiment of certain grandes dames, whose good 
nature has been exploited at the expense of good grammar. I could 
give you a dozen instances, mamie, of the way in which an honour- 
able profession is degraded to the level of a self-assertive trade, 
which is brought before the public by a ravenous meute of female 
Paul Prys. For myself, I am conscious that, when I am privileged 
to record the exquisite taste of this or that chdtelaine of our fin- 
de-siecle maurs, i am as impartial as when I am devoting my time 
my pen, my paper and my brains to the judicious exaltation of 
some hard-working sister, whose name is not, and cannot be, as- 
sociated with the Court Circular. ; : 
Ever, dear, Your loving Cousin, Kans. 

* We have substituted the name of our own oculist, as in duty bound, for 

that of the optician recommended by Kaps.—Eb. 


Tae Hare UN-APPARENT.—4 meee of the Wyndham celebration 
last week, there appeared in the Westminster Gazette for Saturday, 
May 2, a portrait of the actor ‘‘ in the uniform of the U. 8. Army,” 
which was described as ‘‘an early photograph.” The photo was so 
early and so rapid, that the likeness was produced with only half a 
Sg fy are 
e operation. This deficiency allows the comedian 
exhibit more cheek than would have been otherwise shown ; and this, 


perhaps, may be characteristic. 


Exxction InTELLIGENCE.—Mr, Baxtow is standing for Frome. It 
is to be hoped that Mesare. SanpForD and Merron will enable their 


old friend to obtain a seat. 
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AN APRIL SHOWER. 


Swaer Bas and I Such chill showers, too! 








Sat under a tree. One had sworn it hailed, 
Oh, blue was the sky I hailed—a cab. 

And the wird blew free, Dull, dreary, damp, 
Oar cheeks were elcss. We sulked. Sweet Bas! 

Bat she little heeded ; For the lack of a gamp, 
Hers flashed like a rose. I lost that kiss 

Mine paled, as I pleaded And thee, too, alack ! 
For - maybe you ’ll guess. The chance we miss 

Ah! luck is a bore. Comes never more back. 
Had I but said less, Rain, soft Spring rain | 

Or, perbape, done more, As you wet the leaves, 
All yet been well. With repentance vain 

But—my chance was gone; One broods and grieves, 
The free wind fell, And the other? Faith! 

And the rain came on. She is rich and gay, 
She sighed ‘*‘ It thunders! ’’ And she shows small soathe; 

I hadn’t a ‘' brolly.” Yet methinks to-day, 
Alas for the blanders When by chance we met 

Of human folly! In the lime-tree walk, 
I huffed, she { : With the small rain wet, 

How the rain did pelt ! That, though blithe our talk, 
I frowned, ehe sniffed, She felt, as I, 

she would noé melt, e mali t power 

Her eyes of blue, Of a word awry, 

Like the aky, were veilej. And an April shower. 

AS IT MAY BE. 


hi - + « » a solution of the difficulty might, perhaps, be found in empan- 
nelling, at a reasonable rate of remunoration, some of the unemployed 
members of the Junior Bar as spocial jurors.”—Daily Press.] 


Mr, Justice Jawley (summing up case to jury of Barristers). In 
deciding upon the momentous issues involved in the case now before 
you, pene. it will be for you, in the first place, to say —— 

A Juror (rising tn the box). Pardon me, my Lord, it will be for 
you, in the first place, to say whether you intend to hold that the 
communication made by A. to B. is privileged or not. (Shght 
applause from rest of panel. ) 

Mr. Justice Jawley (rather taken aback), I—er—well, you see, 
gentlemen, I—I was coming to that in due course; but if you 
prefer me to deal with it now, I may tell you that there is a case 
which settles the law upon that point conclusively. In Zomkyns v. 
Trout it was laid down by no less an authority than Mr. Justice—— 

Foreman of the Jury (interrupting). Your Lordship is evidently 
unaware that Zomkyns v. Trout—which I may mention for your 
Lordship’s guidance is reported in 10 Queen’s Bench Division, 
page 392—has since been over-ruled in the Court of Appeal, see 
2 Appeal Cases, New Series, page 1263. 

r. Justice Jawley (rubbing his spectacles, nerrousiy). O 
indeed, indeed—er—yes—thank you very much. I had overlook 
that, but I dare say the Foreman of the jury is quite right. Well, 
then—let me see—where was I? Oh, yes, I remember. This action 
is one brought for the express purpose——_ 

Another Juryman, Pardon the interruption, my Lord, but my ool- 

ues in the box and myself are all agreed that it would be sheer 
waste of time to go into that matter, and travel all over the same 
ground again. MWe know perfectly well what the action is all about. 
We are only waiting to know if your Lordship has any new light to 
throw upon the subject. We do not suppose you have. Still, weare 
willing to wait and see. 

Mr. Justice Jawley. I—I thank you. The question of privilege 
is, of course, one for me to decide, and I have no hesitation in hold- 
ing that, on the authority of Baker v. Johnson—— 

a nine (from the back of the box), Then what about Somers 
v. Smareé 

His Lordship. Really, really, gentlemen, this is most irregular. 
If you will kindly permit me to sum u this case in the ordinary 
way—thank you. ane I had better first deal with the un 
given by the witness C. He is a clerk in the employ of the Plaintiff, 
and what he says, in effect is this, that on receipt of the—— 

Foreman of the Jury. We need not trouble your Lordship on that 
point. It would not in any oase be evidence against the Defendant. 

Mr. Justice Jawley (surprised). But if his act was within the 
soope of his authority —— 

oreman (simperturbably). It wasn’t. H+ was ultra vires. See 


a ere ee cahip (b ting into tears), Then, perhaps, Gentl 

$8 3 urs in re). ntlem 

you had better take this matter entirely into your own hands; f 

seem to be quite su uous here. 
eman (in kindly tones), Oh, I don’t know that. Your Lord- 

ship certainly is a trifle obsolete—a fact to which, I fear, we shall 
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have to call attention in a rider to any verdict we may return. 
Perhaps we had better settle the matter without vou. 
retire to consider their verdict, whilst Mr. Justice JAWLEY 
ts removed from the Bench in a state of collapse. 





NOTES OF AN AFTERNOON’S “ AMUSEMENT.” 


,. Wann blowing a hurricane, with oocasional heavy showers. Still, 
it won’t do not to appear at the ‘‘ meet” of the bicycle paper-chase 


Accordingly, 
Ree” Find 


in which the JongsEs have asked me to take 
mount my machine and ride through three 
about two dozen riders assembled at the 
meet, including four or five ladies; like- 
wise a crowd of rustics, who greet each 
fresh arrival with loud cheers and personal 
remarks. Some delay in starting the 
hares. There were to have been an ’are 
and ’aress, but the latter declines to go 


miles of mud. 






so a gentleman takes her place. At last ..# 
the es ride off amid a whirlwind of /.’'} 
scraps of paper. Ten minutes’ “law” to ‘ Wh 


be given them—great excitement, Forty- .-<. 
five seconds before we are to start, Miss /xV/7 
Brown asks me kindly to inflate her tyre |“‘/ 


for her. Refuse y. Starter dropsa-: 
flag, and a seething mass of bicycles rushes 
headlong downhill, Can only escape col - 


lision by a miracle. Miss Brown charges 
straight for my hind-wheel. Elude her, a WS 
and in so doing nearly knock over several 
others. More bumps from behind. Wish that I had one of the 
insurance-newspapers in my pocket, expecting every minute to be 
smashed up. However, we all get away somehow. : 

Road going oe now, with gale full in our faces, should like to 
walk up this hil , bat too proud todoso. Glance at the faces of my 
fellow-** hounds” nearest me. They don’t look asif they were enjoying 
themselves. One unknown gentleman wastes his breath in talking to 
his bike as if it wereahorse. ‘‘ Come up, you beast. . . Would you, 
then. . . Come up, confound you.” Just in front is a curate, with a 
ay high stiff white collar; as we proceed, collar gets gradually limper. 
Still going uphill. Wind worsethan ever. Begin to wish to exchange 
present position for a nice comfortable treadmul. Someone asks me 
if I have ‘‘ seen any scent.” Tell him not to bea fool. Afterwards 
discover that the paper dropped by the hares is called ‘‘ scent.” ... 
Still going uphill. a rustic whether he has seen the hares. 
Idiot answers, ‘* Naw, an’ naw rabbuts neither.” Reach cross-roade. 
Which way are we to turnP Refuse to ride against this wind any 
longer, and so make off to the right. Presently find that right is 
wrong, and have to come back again. Why, everyone has sore 
has anyone been killed? No, the hares have been caught. Fresh 
pair despatched. Stragglers come up from behind. Everyone dis- 
mounts, and says what a delightful ride we are having. Wish I 
knew the way home. ; be te 

ff again, still uphill. ‘‘ Hounds” go off in every direction, 

intending, I expect, to sneak home. Suddenly the chain of one 
machine breaksin half, with surprising results, Another gentleman 
takes a corner to) sharply. comes down and cuts himself badly. In- 
terval for refreshment and bandages. Only four of us together b 
this time, the rest scattered all over the county, trying to tind the 
way home. The hares, as we learn aecee. almost kill them- 
selves by ane for about twenty miles, laying e borate false tracks, 
and riding at their utmost speed. As a matter of fact, no one at all 
is now pursuing them. Those of us whore machines haven’t been 
smashed up ride slowly home. The remains of one are left at the 
nearest house, to be forwarded by Parcel Post. Am nearly killed 
by my companion mistaking her ee hand for her left on the way 

ome. However, we get back at last, and the rest atraggle in at 
intervals. Then we drink to the success cf the glorious sport of 
bicycle paper-chasing. 


Pity a Poor (Liberal) Leader. 
(By one who, if not the Rose (bery), has been near it.) 
Deak me! I had thought that the public was quite 
In love with Arnoldian ‘‘ Sweetness and Light” ; 


But J seem to put the quidnunes in a twitter, 
Unless—as a speaker—I’m ‘‘ Heavy and Bitter.” 


Tae New Campus Manrrrus.—Judging by the Datly Telegraph, 
‘‘our War Correspondent” stops at home to report on the troops 
starting for the battle-field. It may therefore be laid down that 
inspection is the better part of valour. 


A Srrine Exursition.—A cat jumping over a wall. 





i 
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HISTORY AT THE ROYAL 
ACADEM 


ScENE— Burlington House, 
Two Critics before the 
Picture of the Year. 


Male Critic. Now, this is 
quite the best thing in the 
show, in my opinion. 

Female Critic. Ob, 
very good indeed. But I have 


PASS. 


mas * 
At 


~ 


a 
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CS 
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Fem, Cri. HENRY THE 
SEVENTH you mean, Of course, 
how silly we have been! It is 
HENRY THE SEVENTH'S fune- 
ral—not HENRY THE FiFTH's! 
And I suppose the lady to whom 
RICHARD is speaking must be 
one of Henry’s Queens. 

M. Cri. His widow, of course 
—CATHERINE Parr. You re- 
member she survived him. But 
what is Richarp THE THIRD 


lost = catalogue—what is it doing with her ? 
aber Cri, Scarcely wants any G ee gicheg jbo - 
description, as it tells its own alte Mary sinasatior eaer 


story. Don’t you see RicHaRp 
THE THIRD is wooing the late 


Hi aN ’ fH il 


u 
t. : a 4. 
Se . St 
— > 
—- - — 


Seren | Sl Ef) | THE EieutH. Didn't she? 
EL ie And wasn’t HENRY THE 


Ms . 


Queen ? ie \' y 
. Yk 1 gi TL Erentu the Royal Bluebeard ? 
whe wen he lee Ming) Te M. Cri, Ab, to be sure, #0 
Wasn’tit Henwny THE Preven? NY i} pe he was! Then it wouldn’t 
. : I ——————- have been Ais funeral 
M, Crt. Was it? I almost ; — ———. Fem Ori No perhaps not 


forget. But didn’t he win the 
Battle of Agincourt ? 

Fem, Cri. Yes, and that’s 
where he killed RichHarp THE 
TxHrrD. Don’t you remember, 
he cried out for a horse ? 

Crt. To be sure, But 
if RicHARD THE THIRD was 
killed by Henny THE Firra, 
how d he be attending his 
conqueror’s funeral? That 
sounds eee 
_ Fem. Cri. Not if the subject 
is taken from SHAKSPEARE. 
Wouldn’t that be called 
EE Crt. When. to 

. Cre. en one comes 
think of it, I supposeit would. | (oye 
And then you see they are off 
to Henry THE Firtu's Ch 
at Westminster Abbey. 


bh Alt vie. 
// || ae 


| 


Wy 
> — Ate 
Ahi th 


1 IF I MAY MAKE 80 BOLD!” 
ape Grigson. ‘‘ AND THE Son oF Gric! 
COME UP TO THE Son or 7'swny!”’ 


he - 
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SONS OF THE POETICAL MUSE. 


Robinson, ‘‘OH YES, WE'VE GOT PLENTY OF PROMISING YOUNG BARDs. —An important member of the 
8S THE SON OF DAVID, AND THE SON OF WAT, AND THE SON 
TaOMP, AND THE SON oF DOB; NOT TO MENTION THE SON OF Rosin, , 


But, whoever it is, the pic- 
ture is, as you say, capital. 

M. Cri. No doubt about 
that, And it doesn’t matter 
which King it is, considering 
he is dead. 

Fem, Cri. Yes. And it is 
better he should be dead, when 
his widow so soon commences a 
flirtation! [Zhe Critics pass 
on, and the scene closes in 
with a chorus of approval, 





FRENCH INFLUENCE AGAIN, 


Burmese troupe at the Crystal 
alace is a caster of horo- 
copes, His name is Moune 
Gyre. Surely it should be 


BuT NONE OF US WILL EVER QUITE 
a Movune SEER. 





CONDENSED CONFIDENCE. 
(For Ladies only.) 
Drakest ETHELINDA,— Your reproaches are not wholly reasonable, 
I have been silent because I flatter myself that I am not an idle 
tittle-tattler. Mon verre n’est pas grand, mais je bois dans mon 
verre. Ina word, I am not chiffonniere to the extent of some of my 
colleagues, who think nothing of intrudiog themselves unbidden 
into circles with which they have neither scot nor lot. 
Frovurrovu-Dass, for instance, of Zhe Grand Duchess (her nom de 
lume is ‘*‘ Sweet Seventeen,”’ though to my certain knowledge she 
as worn a toupet for a quarter of a century), she presented herself 
at the Countess of CocKALEEKIE’S reception the other night without 
having received the necessary card of invitation, and by her Fouché- 
like proceedings was enabled to give a tolerably correct account of 
the foilettes which foregathered. But how she could have been 
deceived by Lady SHuTTLFcock’s tiara cf false dismonds passes my 
understanding | 
been in the custody of that eminent judge of gems Mr. Mepici 
Konx, most of whose unredeemed pledges of misplaced confidence 
are well worth the attention of artistic connaisseurs. On my last 
visit to his establishment (I, of course, did not wish to consult him 
professionally) I was especially attracted by——* However, to 
revert to Mra, Frourrovu-Gass, I can only suppose that sooner or 
later she will reap the reward of her outrecuidance, and be forcibly 
removed from some fashionable arsembly by one of those chasseurs 
(dear Lord AnTuuR calls them in his quaint old patois ‘‘ chuckers- 
out”) who guard the ae of the stately homes of Se Fo ° 
‘*BiapeTte,” of The Peri—her name is Mary ANNE 
WINKLE-is, to my mind, quite as impertinently obtrusive as is 
Mrs. Dass, only her method is quite different. Mrs. F. D. (quelle 
décadence nom!) is a sort of female Prince Rupert, an 
charges into the ranks of Society on the slightest provocation; Miss 
WINKLE subdues opposition by the feigned artlessness of the in- 
génue. She manages, by her time-serving humility, to scrape 
acquaintance with the great and omnipotent. She began by in- 
triguing at charity bazaars, where she would work for the Duchesses 
* Mr. Mepicr Kownx is an old and valued friend of ours, and we are sure 
that he would be the first to protest against the disclosing of the secrets of 
his jewel house. We have therefore mapeceeene our correspondent’s sub- 
eequent reference to his stock-in-trade.— Ep. 





There is Mrs, | flesh 


It is well known that the real stones have for long | Paul 


and other eminent stall-holdera like a slave born and bred, and 
never tired of going about with sofa cushions and sm king-caps for 
the (illegal) purpose of a raffle. Papa, who is rather myope, says 
that she is pretty, with a Greuze expression. I suggested that he 
was an excellent judge of painting, as applied to the fair sex. I[ 
could see that he quailed beneath my repartee, though he answered 
‘* Charity begins at home,’’ one of those pitiful thrusts which only a 
father, and that father an Englishman, could direct against his own 

esh and blood. I sarcastically recommended him to get a new 
lorgnon from the eminent Mr. SEEBRIGHT,* and so the matter ended. 
Meanwhile Miss WINKLE pursues her career of sycophant prying 
with a success which may be accounted for by her too frequent praise 
of the oan and raiment of certain grandes dames, whose good 
nature has been exploited at the expense of good grammar. I could 
give you a dozen instances, mamie, of the way in which an honour- 
able profession is degraded to the level of a self-assertive trade, 
which is brought before the public by a ravenous meute of female 

aul Prys. For myself, I am conscious that, when I am privileged 
to sea0es the exquisite taste of this or that chdtelaine ot our fin- 
de-siecle meurs, t am as impartial as when I am devoting my time 
my pen, my paper and my brains to the judicious exaltation o 
some hard-working sister, whose name is not, and cannot be, as- 
sociated with the Court Circular. ; : 

Ever, dear, Your loving Cousin, Kans. 

* We have substituted the name of our own oculist, as in duty bound, for 

that of the optician recommended by Kaps.—Ep. 


Tae Hare Un-aPPaRENT.—4 ore of the Wyndham celebration 
last week, there appeared in the Westminster Gazette for Saturday, 
May 2, a portrait of the actor ‘‘in the uniform of the U. 8. Army,” 


d| which was described as ‘‘ an early photograph.’”’ The photo was so 


early and so rapid, that the likeness was 


roduced with only half a 
moustache ; the other half probably not nesink h 


ad time to grow 


during the operation. This deficiency allows the future comedian to 
exhibit more cheek than would have otherwise shown ; and this, 
perhaps, may be characteristic. 


Exxction InTELLIGENCE.—Mre, Baxztow is standing for Frome. It 
is to be hoped that Messrs. SanDFoRD and Merron will enable their 
old friend to obtain a seat. 
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GREAT SELF-AESTRAINT. 


Lady in Pony-cart (who has made several unsuccessful attempts to pass persevering begi 
SOON FALL OFF, Sis, I’m AFRAID I SHALL MISS MY 


LATEST STYLE IN MUSICAL CRITICISM.* 


My readers will doubtless expect from me a full account of Herr 
THUMPOFFSEI's opening concert. It took place on Tuesday last, and 
on that evening { had dined at the house of an hospitable friend, 
who insisted, however, on my eating supréme de volaille—a dish 
which never did agree with me. Why is it that an ordinary English 
cook P &e., &e. ... (A lengthy gastronomic paragraph ws omitted 
here.) ... So it was in rather an unamiable frame of mind that I 
betook myself about nine o’clock to St. James’s Hall, intending to 
hear the Jast half of the programme, The cab in which I made 
my journey almost ran over a passing bicyclist. In my opinion, 
bicyclis's, &. . . . (The question is discussed here at some length.) 
. +» But to resume my account of the concert. I worked my way 
carefully to my stall, and began to look around me. In front was an 
old lady with a om Yo ly hideous red dress, That particular shade 
always makes me quiteill, Just ind me two young: ladies dis- 

between the pieces the ethics cf flirtation with charming 
candour... (A full report of their conversation follows.) ... Then 
I betook myselt to the study of my programme. Before I had 
arrived someone had sung, ‘* Waft Her, Angels.” Now, although 
I hate digressions, I must be allowed to quote a'charming story I 
heard lately in connection with that aria. ... (Twenty lines of 
vapid anecdote are here omitted.) ... The British Public likes 
HanpDkEt, which is only another proof of the British Public's folly. 
~ « « (The superior merits of the Wagner school are here demon- 
strated at some length.) .. . But all ny the evening I felt 
displeased with my environment. Was I influenced by the supréme 
volaille? Suddenly I seemed to see ... (Thirty lines are here 
deleted.) ... Anyhow, when I awoke, &o,, &c, ... (Twenty lines 
of reflections on dreams omitted, Still musing upon it, I lit my 

garette; and, squetzing my way with some difliculty 

crowd of Philistines, left the Hall, and went home to bed. 

Such was Professor THuMPOFFSK!’s first concert; and, if I hay 
seemed to describe it at unrearonable length, it is only because 


* We have found it necessary to make a few excisions in this article. 
The nature of the omissions is noted in the course of it.— Ep, 


through the | }, 


occupying the whole road), ‘‘ UNLEsSs YOU 
TRAIN !” 





I wish it to be clearly understood that it 
artistic event of the first magnitude. Prolixity 
when its cause is the advancement of Art. 

I almost forgot to mention that some people, whose names I forget, 
played the piano, and sang, in the course of the evening. 


was momentous—an 
well may be forgiven 


“ 


JOURNALISM MADE EASY. 
Advice to Novices.—Always have on hand “‘ paragraphs”’; thus :— 


(1) ** Loseereay, were the (here fill in number) anniversary of the 
natal day of H.R.H, (insert name of Personage), a Royal Salute 
was in the Long Walk of Windsor Park, and the bells of St. 
George’s Chapel rang out a merry Ps : 

Mem.—Vary with *‘The Ro borough was en /féte,” and 
describe weather, 

2) **The noblemen and gentlemen who are students at Eton 
College have broken up for the (Christmas, Easter, or Midsummer) 
vacation, The collegians reassemble on (give date).” 

Mem,—Vary with, ‘‘ The school list now includes a roll-call of 
(give number) Oppidans and King’s Scholars,”’ 

(3) ** According to ancient custom the Queen’s Bounty was yester- 
day (Maunday Thursday) distributed to a number of deserving poor 

rsons by (gire name of almoner) at the Chapel Royal, St. 

ios The little silver coins commanded a ready sale outside the 
sacre oe, 

Mem.—Occasionally describe purchasers of coins as ‘‘ travelled 
Americans,’’ and ‘‘ ardent numismatists,”’ 

(4) ‘* As usual, Lord Mayor’s Day and the Prince of Watezs’s 
Birthday were celebrated together ; me in honour of the latter 
event, many cf the leading tradesmen of the West-End displayed 

rilliant illuminations to the thousands who thronged the streets. 
We espesially noticed the decorations presented by (here give selected 
names). 

Mem.—The devices being always the same, it is as well not to give 
too minute a description of the designs; but a great deal may be left 
to the imagination. 
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Milkmaid, ‘‘Nosopy ax’p you S1r! sHE SAID.” 
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THE MILKMAID OF COWES. 
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[The German Emperor has decided not to attend the Cowes meeting. 
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GREAT SELF-AESTRAINT. 
Lady in Pony-cart (who has made several unsuccessful atlempts to pass ee beginner ere the whole road), ‘‘ UNLESS YOU 


SOON FALL OFF, SiB, I’M AFRAID 





LATEST STYLE IN MUSICAL CRITICISM.* 
My readers will doubtless expect from me a full account of Herr 


THUMPOFFSKI'S opening concert. It took place on eee last, and 
on that evening { had dined at the house of an hospitable friend, 


who insisted, however, on my eating supréme de volaille—a dish 


which never did agree with me. Why is it that an ordinary English 
cook P &e., &o.... (A lengthy gastronomic paragraph is omitted 
here.) ... So it was in rather an unamiable trame of mind that I 
betook myself about nine o’clock to St. James’s Hall, intending to 


hear the last half of the programme, The cab in which I made 


my journey almost ran over a passing bicyclist. In my opinion, 
bicyclis's, &. . . . (The eusition 18 aehised here at some tr 


But to resume my account of the concert. I worked my way 

carefully to my 8 and began to look me, In front was an 

old lady with a pecu a soe red dress, That particular shade 

always makes me quite Just behind me two young. ladies dis- 
C 


between the pieces the ethics cf flirtation harming 
eandour... (A full report of their conversation follows.) ... Then 
I betook Before I had 


myselt to the study of my programme. 
: Waft ‘Her 


arrived someone had sung, ‘‘ , Angels.”’ Now, although 


I hate digressions, I must be allowed to quote a‘charming story I 
heard lately in connection with that aria. ... enty lines of 
vapid anecdote are here omitted.) ... The Bri Public likes 


HanvEt, which is only another proof of the Britieh Public's folly. 
. « « (The superior merits of the Wagner school are here demon- 
strated at some length.) ... Butall through the evening I felt 
displeased with = environment. Was I influenced by the supréme 
volaille? Suddenly I seemed to see ... (Thirty lines are here 
deleted.) ,.. Anyhow, when I awoke, &o., &c. ... (Twenty lines 
of reflections on dreams omitted, Still musing upon it, I lit my 

garette; and, equetzing my way with some difficulty through the 
crowd of Philistines, left the Hall, and went home to bed. 

Such was Professor TaumMPorFskl’s first concert; and, if I hav 
seemed to describe it at unreasonable length, it is only because 


* We have found it necessary to make a few excisions in this article. 
The nature of the omiesions is noted in the course of it.— Ep, 


SHALL MISS MY 





I wish it to be clearly understood that it was momentous—an 
artistic event of the first magnitude. Prolixity well may be forgiven 
when its cause is the advancement of Art. 

I almost forgot to mention that some people, whose names I forget, 
played the piano, and sang, in the course of the evening. 


“ 


JOURNALISM MADE EASY. 
Advice to Novices.—Always have on hand ‘‘ paragraphs”; thus :— 


(1) ‘* Yesterday being the (here fill in number) Sore reet of the 
natal “7 of H.R.H. (insert name of Personage), a Royal Salute 
was fired in the Long Walk of Windsor Park, and the bells of St. 
George’s Chapel rang out a merry ee 

Mem.—Vary with ‘*‘The Royal borough was en féte,” and 
describe weather. 

2) **The noblemen and gentlemen who are students at Eton 
College have broken up for the (Christmas, Easter, or Midsummer) 
vacation, The collegians reassemble on (give date).” 

Mem.—Vary with, ‘‘ The school list now includes a roll-call of 
(give number) Oppidans and King’s Scholars,’ 

(3) ** According to ancient custom the Queen’s Bounty was yester- 
day (Maunday Thursday) distributed to a number of deserving poor 
rsons by (gire name of almoner) at the Chapel Royal, St. 

ame;’s. The little silver coins commanded a ready sale outside the 
sacred edifice,” 

Mem.— Occasionally describe purchasers of coins as ‘* travelled 
Americans,’ and ‘*‘ ardent numismatists.”’ 

(4) ** As usual, Lord Mayor’s Day and the Prince of WaLers's 
Birthday were celebrated together; and, in honour of the latter 
event, many cf the leading tradesmen of the West-End displayed 
brilliant illuminations to the thousands who nged the 
We especially noticed the decorations presented by (here give selected 
mames). 

Mem.—The devices being always the same, it is as well not to give 
too minute a description of the designs; but a great deal may be left 
to the imagination. 
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illumination, and upon her cheeks was a bloom brighter than many 
JOTTINGS AND TITTLINGS. geraniume, "Bat this compliment she unhappily mistook. as an in- 
sinuation that her complexion was of m cious composition, an 
(By Basoo Hurry Bunesno Jansensax, B.A.) seeing that I had put a foot into a cul-de-sac, I became once more 
No. XII. = et > = —— sighs eae yee bce aan 
oe . resently she declared once more e saw, from the dullness 
Mr. Jabberjee is taken by surprise. of my e salon, th that I was longing for the luxurious magnificence 
DizigENt perusers of my lucubrations to Punch will remember | of my Indian palace. 
that I have Revoted sundry jots and tittles to the a ect of Miss} Now my domestic abode, though a respectable s ere sort of 


JESSIMINA MANKLETOW, an sinanay may have concluded that I was 
long since up to the hilt in the tender passion. In this ee: 
however, they would have manufactured a stentorian cry from 
extreme paucity of wool; the actual fact being that, sicbtast 

recipient of the ee portionate symmetry of her person and the 
fadvlike liveliness of deportment, I did never aes her except 
with eyes of strictly anne philandering and calf love. 

It is true that, at certain 
seasons, the ostentatious 
favours she would squander 
upon other young masculine 

in my presence did 
reduce me to the dolefal 
dump of despair, so that | 
even A he birds and beasts of 
—— shed tears at my | 

and frequentl 
meet ties I have sought ri 
move her to compassion by 
neighing like horse, or by 
the incessant rolling of my 
visual organs; though she 
did only attribute such ad 
pel, to 4 


misericordiam ap 


excessive ity 
cheere, or me) Nniteeily va 
pie. 






A th 
iH Y La 
. 
i 
i 


L) 


- Jee Bd 


/ 


the rhubarb 

But I was then a labourer 
under the impression that I 
was the odd man out of her — BB 
affections, and it is well /“)>% Vay 
known that, to a sensitive ye °, Fe 
it is intolerable to feel that 
on is not the object of 
adoration, even to one to 
whom we may entertain but 
a mediocre attraction. 

On a recent evening we 
had a téte-d-téte which cul- 
minated in the utter sanpelee: 
It was the occasion of our 
hebdomadal dancing - 
at Porticobello House, an 
had solicited her to bosses 
a co-partner with myself in 
the maziness of a waltz; 
but, not being the carpet- 
knight, and sonnerneney 
renee i measure ye 

great frequency upon the 
toes of my fair auxiliary, 
she suggested a temporary 
withdrawal from circulation. 

To which I aeons she 
conducted me to a landin g 
whereon was a small glaze 
apartment, pee ene 
ings and furnished with a 
styled the conservatory, and here 
chairs, and for a while were mutuall 


her appearance, and the su ous indifference ot her demeanour, 
_— made it seem totally improbable that she should ever, like 

a, seriously incline to treat me as an Othello, commenced 
to hanes the sighs of a aoe ers causing Miss JEssIMOINA to accuse 
me of desiring myself in India, 

I denied this with native eno, saying that I was content : 
to remain in statu quo until the doom crack waned, al d that the con- 
servatory was for me the equivalent of Paradise. 

shactiide 1 5 Snopes Veomietion oF ths pola bad anuiotoed plantic aaa 

if a er proportion of the con 8, an 
if euch lants as there were had not fallen into such a lean and 
stage of decrepitude, adding that she did perpetually urge 
ao mamma to incur the expense of some geranium-blooms and a few | 


wee but she had refused to run for such adornments. 
; with th spontaneous gallantry, retorted that she was justified | 
in aoe ‘parsimony, since her daughter’s eyes supplied such fairy 






it 


aaa 


6s : ” 

I became once more the silent tomb. ventured to embrace her, 
usion of unproductive pots, which is | assuring her that she was the cynosure of my neighbourin eyes, 
os did sit upon two wicker-worked ~_ an lied the vacuum and long-felt want of my soul, an ile 

y sotto voce. in imprinting a chaste s ae upon her rosebud tenets ’d 
Presently I, remarking with corner of eye the sumptuousness of 





residence, and containing my father, mother, brothers, &c., 
with a few antique unmarried aunts, is not at all of a 
al architecture; but it is a ~ bird that blackens own 
noah. and so I merely answered that I was now so saturated with 
Western Sa jon, that T had lost all taste for Oriental splendours. 
Next she inquired whether I did not miss the tiger-shooting and 
pig-sticking; and I replied (with veraciousness, since I am not ve 
au fait in such sports) tha 
not deny a ability’ ‘s 
miss both tigers and pigs, 
and, indeed, all animals that 
were fere nature, and she 
condemned the hazardous- 
ness of these jungle sports, 
me to promise 
that I would abstain from 
them on my return to India, 
To this I replied that be- 
fore I agreed to such a self- 
denying ordinance, I desired 
to be more convinced of the 
sincerity of her iaterest in 
the preservation of my 
humble existence. 
Miss JESSIMINA asked 
what had she done that I 


sof aT al 





Wi Yy Wy 
/ 4 
a Ay Yj 

UM 


gi 1% 

1h aa Laks 
4 WA ath ie a 
Hu Na % 









Wit " 
eo Twa? 
rey Blt’ in 


” 
ry ' 
| , ' 


AY BI anh should be in dubitation as 


to her bona fides ? 

Then I did meekly remind 
her of her tious pref- 
erences for the young 
witted London chaps, and 
her incertitude and disdain- 
ful capriciousness towards 
myself, who was not a beetle- 
h or an obtuse, but a 
cultivated native gentleman 
with high -class werent 
degrea, and an oratori 
flow of language which was 
ee to ae me upon 

he pinnacle of some tip-top 
judicial preferment in the 
Calcutta High Court of 
Justice. 

She made the excuse that 
she was compelled by finan- 
cial reasons to be pleasant to 
the male boarders, and that 
I could not expect any marked 
favouritism so long as I ke 
my eee concealed inside 
my ask cheek like a 
eee 

pon w 
by une mtrollable emotion, I 


paren in through the 
ond and at popped in did ain 


ded, seeing that I had 
feminine encouragement, 


pry thought tt! her severe matro 
curtains surveying me with a 
my intentions 


or can I tell what I should have 
acted from momentary impulsiveness an 
had not Miss JEssmmina, with ready-made female wit, answered for 
me that it was all right, and that we were the couple. 

Bat her mother expressed an ardent desire to hear my vird voce 
corroboration of this statement, ee that she was but a 
poor weak widow-wo bat that, if it appear that I was 
merely the giddy trifl her daughter’s young, artless affections, 
it would be her las yme duty to summon instantaneously every 
male able-bodied inmate of her establishment, and seats them to 
— deserved comerel chastisement upon my 

So, although of a twitter with amazement at Mise JESSIMINA’S 
announcement, I considered it the better part of valour to corrobo- 
| rate it with promptitude, rather than incur the shocking punches 
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and kicks of numerous athletic 
eee ; and, upon hearing iece of 
goed news, KLETOW anu ed into 
chrymation, saying that she was divested 
of narrow-minded r colour prejudices, 
and had from the first regarded me as a 
nota a d calling me h 
en, blessing me, an me her 
Boy, she clasped me her bosom, 
where, owing to the exuberant redundancy 
her ornamental jetwork, my nose and chin 
received severe laceration and disfigurement, 
which I endured courageously, without a 
whimper. 

When I have frome se more accustomed to 
being the neky oom, I shall commence cocka- 
meeeenss oat me merry as a grig. At 

resent moment I am only oe le of 
we erment at the unpremeditated rapidi 
with which such solemn concerns as 8 
are knocked off in this country. 

But if, as Macbeth says, such jobs are to 
be done at all, then it is well they were done 
quickly, 


ete com- 


SPORTIVE SONGS. 


A LAWN Tennis MARTYR WITH REFERENCE 
to “THat MAN.” 


THE net is ene the fray, 
tone — of all the year,) 
a pts cry of ‘* Play”’ 
25 ‘take ” the bounding sphere. 
Yet why is it you won’t begin ? 
Have you some other plan ?. 
Does it amuse you there to s 
Your racquet round That Hea P 


The lazy looseness of your dress 
Belies your active wrist ; 
Not Atalanta’s suppleness | 
Could serve your cunning “‘ twist.”’ 
And still without a <_< of you 
That empty co 
It’s not a apes sight to view 
When bounded by That Man, 


I pat the ball aloft for fun, 
A cut or two I 
But “* single dummy ” soon is done 
When “* double mie "5 nigh, 
Will you that conference not end f— 
Your bat is not a fan :— 
Now speaking to you as a friend, 
I should distrust That Man! 


A little loon with curl’d moustache, 
OF no athletic type! 

The sort of cad, = talks of ‘* mash,”’ 
And dare not smoke a — 

At last you ’ve finished | Sites ee ee 
Make music, great god Pan !|— 

Not goin ting oe Lave & came ot t all! 
Tripp’d off! And with That Man! 


‘““Waat’s In A Name?” — Sometimes 
there 7s something ina name. For instance, 
the picturesque and apparently harmless one 
of Pentremoch, a village in Flintshire, con- 
tains more than meets the eye of mortal man 
unversed in the Welsh tongue; for in this 
language ‘“ Pentremoch ” signifies nothing 
le3s ore ‘* Pig’s Village.” Weare not sur- 
hes to ae: therefore, from the Liverpool 

atly Press, that the inhabitants of the 








‘* ExcusE ME, Mum, BUT DO YOU BELIEVE IN Womans 


Passenger (rising politely), 
RieHTs ?” 


New Woman, ‘‘ Most ckxTarnty I po,” 
Passenger _ Passenger (reswming seat), “‘OH WELL, THEN SranD UP FOR SMI” seat), ‘‘OH WELL, THEN SranpD UP FOR ’sM |” 


TIPS FOR CRITICS. | 


Tr you want a great casus belli. 
If you would bs thumped to a jelly, 


CHARLES OUR FRIEND ! 


Mr. PoncH ts his congratulations to 
Mr. CHARLES WYN DHAM on the successful 


Just dare to suggest celebration of his tercentenary—no, that was 
That the greatest and best WILLIE SHAKSPEARE—of his twentieth year 
In the world is not Marre CoREr1I! of good management. He should have waited 


just another twelvemonths and madeit twenty- 


If you would be blown from a cannon, 
one years completed. But atall events Master 


Or drowned in the Thames or the Shannon, 


Jast venture to hint CHARLEY is nowin his twenty- Bor atl de i 
ae in all British print is the age of discretion. Hencef will be 
There’s s Dre er than Rospert Bucnanan! | aresponaible person. ** Ttead astra,” CHARLES, 
But if ranked with old buffers, d take your place among the theatrical 


And #0 ae a Public which suffers 


| stars: a first-class place of which you ma 
From egotists’ ‘‘ blow,” 


well be proud though never let it be sai 
Wain 





Just successfully show ‘* CHARLES ’s 1” and may the day be 
pe ive ee its us They ’re a couple of quarrelsome duffers | long distant when CHARLES is on the wane 
app tion. Yet “* Pig’s Village ”” would Then Ros be-rate and be-yelp ou, Prost, Magister Carolus ! 
seem a sovfficiently appropriate nan name for a Then Marte ree paola’ one -sae skelp you ; —_—_——SSS 
rane} ai ee still find a 18 With compassion imm ense Epitaph on an Artistic Failure.; 


and “pan out well” on the shores 
Michigan— as a synonym for ‘‘ Porkopolis” | 





UNLICENSED PEpALLERS,—Cyclists, 





ing piace Most devoutly will pray “* heaven! } help you!” | Mew taid of him ‘‘ The ball was at his feet,” 


The xe (of Art) he thought in sigh 


FortHcomine Work on Drama OF THE| Yet in ife? s match he mostly met defeat 
Day.—The Gusher by The Geisha, And ended early in ‘‘ a pointless draw.’ 
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illumination, and upon her cheeks was a bloom brighter than man 
Bazoo Hunay Buwasu sinuation that her complexion was of meretricious composition, an 
(Br H 0 JassansE, B.A.) oon that I had put my foot into a cul-de-sac, I once more 
No. XII. ~ ver age ~~ oe sighs ng berg) be meee 
aap ee . resently she declared once more e saw, from the dullness 
Ur. Jabberjec is by surprise. of my a eg that I was longing for the luxurious magnificence 
DrmicEntT perusers of my lucubrations to Punch will remember | of my Indian palace. 
that I have devoted sundry jots and tittles to the subject of Miss} Now my domestic abode, though a respectable spacious sort of 
JESSIMINA MANKLETOW, ina already may have concluded that I was | residence, and containing my father, mother, married brothers, &c., 


long since up to the hilt in the tender passion. In this deduction, 
however, they would have manufactured a stentorian cry from an 
extreme paucity of wool; the actual fact being that, although 
ake of the well-proportionate symmetry of her person and the 

dvlike liveliness of her deportment, I did never regard her except 
with eyes of strictly platonic philandering and calf love. 

It is true that, at certain 
seasons, the ostentatious 
favours she would squander | 
upon other young masculine | | 

ers in my presence did 
reduce me to the doleful 
dump of despair, so that 
even the birds and beasts of 
ies a icicle a | 
equently a 
meal-times I have sought to i | 
move her to compassion by 
neighing like horse, or by 
Sree eee 
Vv organs; thoug e 
did only attribute such ad 
misericordiam & to the 
excessive vity of the 
cheere, or the immaturity of 
the rhubarb pie. 

But I was then a labourer 
under the impression that I 
was the odd man out of her 
affections, and it is well 
known that, to a sensitive 
it is intolerable to feel that 
oneself is not the object of 
adoration, even to one to 
whom we may entertain but 
a mediocre attraction. 

On a recent evening we 
had a ¢éte-a-téte which cul- 

ated in the utter e. 
It was the occasion our 
hebdomadal dancing - party 
at Porticobello House, and 
had solicited her to become 
a co-partner with myself in 
the maziness of a waltz; 
but, not being the carpet- 
knight, and consequentl 
treading the measure wi 
too great frequency upon the 
toes of my fair auxiliary, 
she suggested a temporary 
withdrawal from circulation. 

To which I assenting, she 
conducted me to a landin 
whereon was a small glaze 
apartment, screened by hang- ; 
ings and furnished with a sion of unproductive pots, which is 
styled the conservatory, and here we did sit upon two wicker-worked 

and for a while were mu y sotto voce. 
king with corner of eye the sumptuousness of 
su ous indifference ot her demeanour, 

y improbable that she should ever, like 
cline to treat me as an Othello, commenced 


at my 


ie 


Wi} 
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Des a, ly in 


to heave the sighs of a fire-stove, causing Miss JEssrmuna to accuse | acted vt momentary 


me of desiring myself in India, 
I denied this with native hyperbolism, ay that I was content 
to remain in statu quo until the doom and that the con- 
servatory was for me the equivalent of Paradise. 
pa eT tl ea 
gif a er propo e con an 
if such plants as there were had not fallen into such a lean and 
sli mee of decrepitude, adding that she did lly urge 
her mamma to incur the expense of some geranium-blooms and a few 
fairy-lamps, but she had refused 


r such adornments. 
And I, with spontaneous gallantry, 


to run 


retorted that she was justified 





' 
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“‘T became once more the silent tomb.” 








| 
' 


together with a few antique unmarried aunts, is not at all of a 
palatial architecture; but it is a bad bird that blackens his own 
nest, and so I merely answered that I was now so saturated with 
Western civilisa that I had lost all taste for Oriental splendours. 
_Next she inquired wh I did not miss the tiger-shooting and 

pig-sticking; and I replied (with usness, since I am not 
au og in such sports) that I 


not deny a liability to 
miss both tigers and nes 
and, indeed, all animals tha 


were fere nature, and she 
condemned the hazardous- 
ness of these jungle sports, 
and wished me to promise 
that I would abs from 
them on m India, 
To this I replied that be- 

fore I agreed to such a self- 
denying ordinance, I desired 
to be more convinced of the 
sincerity of her interest in 
the eee of my 
humble existence. 

iss JESSIMINA asked 
what had she done that I 
should be in dubitation as 

her sf 

Then I did meekly remind 
her of her flirtatious pref- 
erences for the young - 
witted London chaps, and 
her incertitude and disdain- 

capriciousness towards 
myself, who was not a beetle- 
head or an obtuse, but a 
cultivated native gentleman 
with high-class universit 
ceeree, and an oratori 
flow of language which was 
infallibly to land me upon 
the e of some tip- 
jadicial preferment in the 
ponents High Court of 


ustice. 

She made the excuse that 
she was compelled by finan- 
cial reasons to be pleasant to 
the male boarders, and that 
I could notexpectany marked 
favouritism so long as I ke 
my tongue concealed inside 
cheek like a 


Upon which, transported 
by une ontrollable emotion, I 
St aad a Moor garb A oe her, 
assuring her e was the cynosure of my neighbouring eyes, 
and nae the vacuum and lon -felt want of my seal, and w 
occupied in imprinting a chaste salute upon her rosebud lips—who’d 
have thought it! her severe matronly parent popped in through the 
cu a echo surveying me with a oad and basilican eye, did demand 
m ns, 
or can I tell what I should have re seeing that I had 
im veness feminine encouragement, 

not JESSIMINA, with ready-made female wit, answ for 
me that it was all right, and that we were the couple. 

But her mother expressed an ardent desire to hear my vivd voce 
corroboration of this statement, informing me that she was buta 
poor weak widow-woman, but that, if it appear that I was 
merely the giddy trifler of her daughter’s young, artless affections, 
it would be her doles»me duty to summon instantaneously every 
male able-bodied inmate of her establishment, and request them to 
inflict deserved ceper™s chastisement upon my n | 

So, although still of a twitter with amazement at Miss Jzssimina’s 


. | announcement, I considered it the better part of valour to corrobo- 
in such parsimony, since her daughter’s eyes supplied such fairy | rate it with promptitude, rather than incur the shocking punches 
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and kicks of numerous athletic young com- 
mercials; and, upon hearing the piece of 
ood news, Mrs, KLETOW exploded into 
chrymation, saying that she was divested 
of narrow-minded racial colour  reueies, 
and had from the first regarded me as a 
ae d calling me h 
en, blessing me, an me her 
Boy, she clasped me i her bosom, 
where, owing to the exu ¢ redundancy 
of her ornamental jetwork, my nose and chin 
received severe laceration and disfigurement, 
which I endured courageously, without a 
whimper. 


When I have grown more accustomed to 
being the lucky dog, I commence cocka- 
hooping, and me merry as a grig. At 


the present moment I am only capable of 
wonderment at the unpremeditated rapidit 
with which such solemn concerns as betrothals 
are knocked off in this country. 

But if, as Macbeth says, such jobs are to 
be done at all, then it is well they were done 
quickly. 


SPORTIVE SONGS. 


A LAWN Tennis MARTYR WITH REFERENCE 
ro “THat Man.,”’ 


THE net is ready for the fray, 
(The first of all the year,) 

I wait to hear your cry of ** Play”’ 
To ‘“‘take”’ the bounding sphere. 

Yet why is it you won’t begin ? 
Have you some other plan ? 

Does it amuse you there to spin 
Your racquet round That Man P 


The lazy looseness of your dress 
Belies your active wrist ; 
Not Atalanta’s suppleness b 
Could serve your cunning “‘ twist.’’ 
And still without a sign of you 
That empty court I scan; _— 
It’s not a pleasant sight to view 
When bounded by That Man, 


I pat the ball aloft for fun, 
A cut or two I try, 
But “* single dummy ’”’ soon is done 
en “double dummy” ’s nigh. 
Will you that conference not end f— 
Your bat is not a fan :— 
Now speaking to you as a friend, 
I should distrust That Man! 


A little loon with curl’d moustache, 
Of no athletic type! 

The sort of cad, who talks of ‘* mash,” 
And dare not smoke a pipe! 

At last you ’ve finished | Boy! the ball! 

e music, great Pan !|— 

Not going to have a game at all! 

Tripp’d off! And with That Man! 


‘““Waat’s In A Name?” — Sometimes 
there is something ina name. For instance, 
the picturesque and apparently harmless one 
of Pentremoch, a village in Flintshire, con- 
tains more than meets the eye of mortal man 
uny in the Welsh tongue; for in this 
language ‘‘Pentremoch” signifies nothing 
less than ‘‘ Pig’s Village.” We are not sur- 
ete to learn, therefore, from the Liverpool 

atly Press, that the inhabitants of the 
mene are clamouring at their Parish Council 

o “‘ give it a name” other than its present 

appellation. Yet “* Pig’s Village” would 
seem a svfiiciently eppeopenie name for a 
hamlet. Perhaps, when *' Pentremoch”’ is 
discarded, it may still find a i oe 
and ‘‘ pan out well” on the shores e 
Michigan— as a synonym for ‘“* Porkopolis”’ | 


UNLICENSED PEDALLERS,—Cyclists, 











. Passenger (rising politely), ‘‘ Excuse ME, Mum, BUT DO YOU BELIRVE IN Womans 
IGHTs ?” 

New Woman, ‘‘ Most certainty I po,” 

Passenger (resuming seat), ‘‘'OH WELL, THEN SraAND UP FOR ’8M!” 


TIPS FOR CRITICS, | CHARLES OUR FRIEND! 


Ir you want a great casus belli. Mr. Ponce ts his congratulations to 
If you would be thumped to a jelly, Mr. CHARLES WYNDHAM on the successful 
Just dare to suggest celebration of his tercentenary—no, that was 
That the greatest and best WILLIE SHAKSPEARE—of his twentieth year 
In the world is not CoREx11 | of good management. He should have waited 
If you would be blown from a cannon, just another twelvemonths and madeittwenty- 


Or drowned in the Thames or the Shannon, _ one yearscompleted. But at all events Master 


Jast venture to hint — CHARLEYis nowin his twenty- eee 
That in all British print is the age of discretion. Henceforth he will be 
There’s a bigger than Ropert Bucnanan! = aresponsibleperson. ‘‘ Jteadastra,” CHARLES, 





But if you’d be ranked with old buffers, ‘and take your place among the theatrical 
And solace a Public which suffers stars; a first-class place of which you may 
From egotists’ ‘‘ blow,” well be proud, though never let it be said, 


Just succe y show ‘* CHaRLEs ’s Wain!” and may the day be 
They ’re a couple of quarrelsome duffers | long distant when CHARLES is on the wane 
Then Ros will be-rate and be-y ee Prosit, Magister Carolus ! 
Then Marre will scout, scold, an elp you ; — 

Whils of sense, Epitaph on an Artistic Failure.% 


Most d outly will pray *'h en hel (e id of him ‘‘ The ball was at his feet,” 
** heaven ou Men taid of him ‘‘ 2 
i die Dtacaite ae The goal (of Art) he thought in sigh he 


ge saw; 
FortHcomine Work on Drama oF THE | Yet in life’s match he mostly met defeat 
Day.—The Gusher by The Geisha. And ended early in ‘‘ a pointless draw.’ 
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‘ CHANCE PLAYMATES. 
(75° in the Shade.) 


Efi (to Right Reverend Stranger, who has been very good-natwredly playing at ball with her 
Sor the last ha!f-howr). ‘‘ AND Now I’vE GOT To Go IN, I’m soRRY TO say. So I’M AFRAID 
YOU ’LL HAVE TO GO ON PLAYING ALL BY YOURSELF!” 


LONDON LACKPENNY ; “Pi the poor!” men say, indeed, 


or lack of money I may not speed ! 
On, THe Birrer Cry or THE RATE-CRUSHED | 


CocKNEY. | I am thrust aside the press among, 
(Avery tng way ofter Jon ydgate) yf am no formar af renga 
(“The Bill would be a class measure, pure and | And the e bumpkin ’3 good at the big bow- 


simple, contoes to er eh pert peculiar be of | 
roperty at the expense o others, transferrin 
the wardens of ong alae to the shoulders of ens | | B a half his rates gfe relieve Aim x DOW. 
general eommmnrartty, and appre ropeisting national | ut my ** depression ” they do not heed ; 
a now enjoyed b y the e community.”— And for lack of money I may not speed 
Mr. eo) hiteley on the Agricultural Land Of the Rural Ratepaver they raise great rout 
Rating Bul | But the Rural Landlord must raise his rent | 
In Sada sf my life is spent, I more money must fain fork out 
os beioys is bad, and my — doth faint. To help ratepayers in Surrey and Kent. 
up by my rates and rent, I must pay my rates and appear content, 
‘And i in vain doth a rary y bees complaint, | And it seems a hantle of theirs, indeed, 
A poor shopkeeper should be a saint, Though for lack of money I may not speed ! 











Rhymes’ in 
"Gooseberri to a = rage —_ * Pairs’ come in, 
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cae Stores ae mys lists play it aes 
On me, till ie is but pean gO 
Yet J must yey every penny I 


= (By the livi Ji T wich T could! 
Keen competition and trade aay 
Grind me ’twixt cut and co-operate greed, 
Till for lack of money I may not speed! 


Now Mr. CHar.in, with cheek immense 
Wants me to plump further the Chancelleri 

Though my coo is at present cent 

pence 

But none of the bigwigs regard poor me, 
For I do not kick up a shine, you see. 

If I do not holloa, they do not heed, 

Though for lack of money I may not speed | 


At Westminster there is hardly one 

Who gives the poor cockney of hope a ray. 
To help the farmers and squires ie 

Whilst I, poor pilgarlic, must up and pay | 

Or the rate-collector will have his way 
And my last half-crown, or my goods, indeed. 
Though for lack of money I may not speed ! 


Within that House neither Rad nor Tory 
Will do for me aught, although I should die, 
With the rural lot ’tis another story, 
For Caap.in heedeth the country cry ; 
And I— a townsman—must help them | 


My back j is well-niph broken, indeed, 
And for lack of money I may not speed I 


NOT ON VIEW AT THE BERLIN 
EXHIBITION. 


CoLLEcTIoN of British Comic oe on the 
subject of the Emprror’s tel to KnUGcEr, 

Press cuttings of ee journals com- 
menting on the peaneys,, 

Answer to the p pate reine on Pro- 
fessor Max MiLieRr on the success of Oxford 
Original mala a letter supposed to have b 

e D ve been 
written byone Illustrious Personage to another 
Illustrious Personage in reply to an alleged 
essay on ‘‘ The Extraction of the Yoke of 
Eggs by Suction.” 

List of engagements of H.I.M. for the day 
after to-morrow. 

ote-of thanks to H.I M. from all the 
University Prof Bandmasters, Theatri- 
cal Managers. Ecclesiastical Authorities 
Artists, and Experts in other branches of 
a: Noone Beience, Theology, and Commerce living 
in 

Letters of cordial goodwill from Illustrious 
pacman to the Head of the Family, thank- 
ing H.I.M. for giving them an opportunity 
of leaving Berlin with a view to a lengthy 
mw co € Seow hs 

“ current number of Punch, or 
thet we harivars. 


REAL RECIPROCITY. 
A Suggestion to Mr, Chaplin. 


Some islanders ’{is understood 

(Wit’s freakish fancy why be quashing ?) 
Earned a precarious livelihood 

By taking in each other’s washing ! 
O CHAPLIN mine, financier fine, 

Friend of the interest tooralooral, 
Here is a hint as plain as print 

Whereby our votes you may secure all, 
It must commend itself, and will, 

aan urban and bucolic pates, 

arrange, by a new Bill, 

1h all shall pay each other’s rates ! 


From a CounTRY CoRRESPONDENT. —Sm, 
—A propos of your ‘Common or Garden 
last week’s number, may I 


va Duc pE BErai,”’ 
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NEW REGULATION FOR THE SAFETY OF BICYCLISTS. 


A Maw with Rep FLAG MUST PRECEDE ALL HORSEMEN, 


AUTHOR BAITING AND ITS REMEDY. 
(Perorations of the Press—Past and Prophetic.) 


.... Theourtaio fell amidst thunders of 
applause, and the approbation was repeated 
as each ormer walked in turn in front of 
the footlighte. At length there was a cry for 
‘* Author.” For a quarter of au hour that 

entleman was conspicuous by his absence. 
hen, however, he did appear, the yells of 
derision of a small minority were suflicient to 
overwhelm the more favourable demonstra- 
tion of the vast majority. But disorderly as 
the audience were, they were no worse than 
many a first — gathering in a West Ead 
temple of the rama. s 

»... The judge having retired to his 
private room after delivering sentence, thera 
was a demonstration in court, which lasted 
for some minutes. The jury cheered to the 
echo, and, fancying that they might require 
further assistance, his lordship returned to 
the bench. Then several persons at the back 
of the court commenced ‘‘ bo-hooing,”’ and 
only desisted when the judge had made his 
final disappearance. For that, his lord- 
ship had nobly done his daty. 


» ++. To the vast majority of the congre- 
gation the address of the eloquent ecclesiastic 
was entirely satisfactory. However, the reve- 
rend gentleman had scarcely retired to the 
vestry before there was a clamour for his 
reappearance. Two prominent persons in a 
ie pew led the Senne The ey 
C an, upon hearing the noice, looke 
out oa behind the ecg? d door, when imme- 
diately there was heard the sound of hissing. 
And such is the portion of an orator at the 
close of the nineteenth century | 


. . «+ In conclusion, much may be said in 
favour of the new ‘‘ Bill to Prevent Insults 
to Authors in Theatres, &c.” On the other 
hand, it is ony, proper to point out that had 
the British Public sufficient self-respect, the 
coming statute would be unnecessary. With 
a right understanding on the subject, the 


truculent pitite and the less gallery bo 
would, on such oceasion, both dnd on apnete 


priate bath in the horse-pond. 


Fark WEATHER Prorits,—Those attached 
to the show at Earl’s Court. 


A HAUNTED HOUSE. 


[Lord Lerauton’s house, pervaded by the 
spirit of a man and an artist, whose whole life 
was noble, dignified, and beautiful, filled with 
some of the most precious artistic treasures in the 
country, would make an ideal centre of interest. 

Westminster Budget.] 


A HaustED house! Yet not by spooks and 


sprites, 
Like Hoop’s grim mansion, is this great 
_ house haunted. B 

‘Tis a House Beautifal, home of delights, 
Ennobling memories, and charmsenc 

Here LeienTon lived, and garnered what he 


loved, 
All shapes of splendour, and all forms of 


beauty. 
Its master an to loftier realms removed, 
rane bis loved home, and to his land 
a duty. 
We miss, this May, his presence bland, 


nign, 
Gone from the home he reared, the halls 
__ he dowered 
With daintiest decoration, high design ; 
d now another London May hath 
flowered, 
His halls are desolate ; the fountain sprays 
Its mounting silver, but his voice is mute. 
Must it fade out, the light of brighter days, 
The loss of Lz1cuTon’s home be absolute ? 
Were it not gracious work, and generous 


To sive tila shrine of Art from desecration, 
The huckster and the hammer P It were 


To sea it lost to our Art-lacking nation. 
Enough hath Babylon of the drear’and dull, 


Ugliness lays grim hands our civic state 


on. 
The purchase of this new House Beautiful 
Vere honour both to London and to 
LEIGHTON. 


‘* Pikes and Bikes.”’ 
(By a “‘ Riding” Poet.) 


In years gone by our sires would try 
To abrogate the highway ‘‘ pikes.’’ 
No tolls to-day, can € way, 
But freeing of the road brought ‘‘ bikes” ; 
And there are many Northern Tykes, 
Who would prefer the ‘‘pikes’’ to “* bikes,” 


MORE DEPRESSION ! 


Deak Mr, Poncu,—I want, with your per- 
mission, to ventilate (odious word!) a real 
roral grievance. In all large towns “‘ lifts” 
are coming in; but have you ever noticed 
how they are going out in the country? I 
am an old pedestrian hand, and very often 
should be only too thankful for a lift in some 
kind of conveyance on the last few miles of 
my road; yet, you will hardly credit it, never 
am I offered one ! , 

Now why is this? In old novels one is 
always reading of somebody—usually the 
fair heroine—getting a ‘‘ cast in a waggon.”’ 
Where is dat waggon now? Of course, I 
don’t mean that a comfortable dog-cart 
would not be infinitely preferable to any 
waggon ever invented; bat neither the one 
nor the other thinks of offering a ‘‘ cast.”’ 

Somebody may argue that it’s due to there 
being so few traps on country s; but no, 
there are heaps, and the drivers all seem in 
such a hurry they don’t even give a glance 
at a poor wayfarer. Talk of rural quiet! 
The ruth and tear along country roads is 
worse in town. 

I don’t ask that everybody walking along 
a lane should be offered a friendly seat; only 
the obviously respectable, and as obviously 
tired, traveller has a claim. Even in this 

e of tramps, cycles, high rates, “c., the 

old rural civility need not be allowed to die 


out. Mr, Cuapiin has given the farmer a 
lift. Let the farmer do the same for the poor 
toiler of the roads ! Lore LANE. 


A Nursery Grace. 


(‘The Dowager Duchess of ABERCORN has now 
120 descendants.’’] 


Mr. Poncu understands that yout Grace 
Of descendants can reckon six score. 
Gentle lady, he hopes that your race 
May continue to give you yet more. 
And that they in their turn and in fulness of 


Time 
May consistently score in a nursery rhyme. 


INEXPLICABLE Mopgsty.—Lord DUrrenkin 
claims to have the ‘“‘ smallest volume in the 
world.” Nevycrtheless, we shall continue to 
look upon him as a very big man. 
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AT THE ROYAL ACADEMY. ; 
No. 2. ‘* With a song” probably. By GREIFFENHAGEN after 


WHISTLER, 
No. 27. “‘A Legal Fiction.” (John) Doe and (Richard) Re 
nibbling at an apple tree. Ropert W. Macsera, A. 

No. 33. ‘* Clouds o’er the Sea.” Remarkable picture of High 
Tide by WaTERK-Low. See— Waterlow. ° 

No, 47. ‘' The Widower.” By J. B. Burcxss, R.A. But for 
title should have described it as “‘.4 Ticklish Situation,” showing 
how & poor man in church held his nose to prevent himself from 
disturbing the con egation by a violent sneeze. 

No. 48, A vals ‘ Dish of Prawns,” taken by a Hook, R.A. 
Odd this. Prawns generally taken by a net. 

The Sancent, A., whois a General Portrait Painter of the First 
Order of Merit, gives us ‘' Right Hon, Joseph Chamberlain, 
M.P.,” 641 But Josep can’t be that! somewhere about 50 would be 
nearer the mark. Of course he has an orchid in his buttonhole, and 
is probably reading President, KuUane’s reply, and saying to him- 
self, ‘‘ This is rather an orchid position forme!” Above his head 
Miss ExizaneTH WHITEHEAD has hung (65) ‘* Chrysanthemums,” 
which, if she had only thought of it, ought to have been orchids. 

The ‘* Reflections’’ of W. Q. OncHaRDSON. R.A., (71) are charming. 
The ‘*‘Empire” style has Jong ago proved, for him at least, the 
truth of the saying, ‘‘ Z’Empire c’est la paix!” or, translated, 
**It is the Empire style that pays.’ 

No. 83, Mr, SHannon’s Mrs. Baird is char . Another and 
equally, correct title would be, ‘‘ Missis Clothed,’”’ not ‘* Missis 


AIRD, 

Mr. G. F. Warts, R.A., has given us an excellent likeness of 
Alfred Gilbert, R.A., Sculptor. Only Wartrts’s colours ran; 80 
the dye has come off Mr. GitzeRt's tie and has stained his collar, 
which has therefore the appearance of having been made out of a 

uction, in linen, of the willow-pattern-plate tint. 

0.99. Portrait of Mrs. Frank Bibby. By Luxe Fivpgs, R.A. 
Decidedly ‘“‘One of the Best.” Motto, words of popular song 
adavted—‘‘ Jolly! O mv! and the Bibby {» 
No. 105. ‘* Golden October.” By J. MacWurmter, R.A. To be 
classed not among ‘‘ the Sorrows” but the ‘' Joys of WHIRTER.”’ 

No. 111, Stanle rat apo M.P., apparently considerably asto- 
nished at finding himself so admirably reproduced by our own Sir 
JoHn Mrixats, Bart., P.R.A. , 

No, 121. Touching picture, by Huszrt Herxomer, k.A., of 
purse ta out invalid child just convalescent. ‘ HUBERT’ was 
slways kindly towards children. Witness his treatment of little 
Prince Arthur, Vide SHAKSPEARE'S King John. 

No. 138. Monsieur de Blowitz. By Brenszamin Constant. Is 
this a gift of the painter's to Oar Leading Journal, which M. pz 
Biowi1z has so long and so admirably served? If so, the insorip- 
tion should be ** Constant to the Times.” 

With these few notes must end our first visit. We are delighted to 
see the veteran. Sipnzy Coopsn, R.A., at his best in 171, ‘* Among the 
Mountains in Skye,” but of course not ‘‘skye’d.’”’ Also FREDERICK 
GoopaLl, R.A.. getting away from Eevpt, an unsafe place just now, 
to give us an English scene in ‘* The Shepherdess and her Flock.” 
It is difficult for a Good-all to ‘‘ go one better,” but he has done it. 
We call attention to President Mruiars’ “* Marchioness of Tweed- 
dale’’ (280), which, as a speaking likeness, is not ‘‘ Tweeddale-dumb.”’ 

Seymour Lucas makes ‘* Spanish Main” tell ite own Spanish 
tale. See more Lrcas in our next. 

No, 616. “* Richard Duke of Gloucester and the Lady Anne.” 
Another title, ‘‘ Dick and Anne; or, the Double Gloucester who 
thinks himself oe the Cheese, and the Lady who has just lost a 
Sovereign. Had the artist needed a line of pular verse. he would 
have used ‘‘ Dick awry! Dick awry! Dock!” For; if ever villai 
ought to have ended in a dock, and been found guilty, it was that 
accomplished ecoundrel, ‘afterwards RIcHARD THE THIkD.’”’ A mar- 
vellous work by Epwin A, Anpry, A. This will be the talk of the 
public. The scene is in London, pees in the vicinity of West- 
minster, the‘situation being from Richard the Third, Act L., scene 1, 
and will entitle the American artist to be remembered ever after as 
** Westminster Abbey.” This is the picture of the year. Most cer- 
tainly it is the very Abbeyest of ‘‘ Abbey Thoughts.’ 


The Blush of Spring. 
[“* As a whole, I believe Spring blushes for warmth.”—Mr. Grant Allen.] 


‘* Tre blush of § ” doth sound a pleasant thing. 
But if for ‘‘ warmth ’’ she blushes, proof is ample, 
That unto some who write and some who sing 
Spring sets a good example. 
_ CoNnTRIBUTED BY THE “‘ Sxc.”—‘‘ The Pop of a Champagne Cork 
is, to a thirsty soul, the best practical illustration of Fizzical Force,’’ 


Dernier mot de Pommery a son Gré—No ?—st. 


FALL UPON 
CHEMICALS, NAMELY, SULPHIDE OF CALCIUM, AND—AND PENTA 
—ER—PENT—A—DE—ER——- PERHAPS IT WILL BE MORE SATISFACTORY 
IF THE GENTLEMAN IN CHARGE OF THE LIMELIGHT WILL KINDLY 
THROW THE WORD UPON THE SCREEN!” 


CAL ft 7, 
VAs 





THE BETTER PART OF VALOUR. 


Lecturer (at our Penny Reading). ‘'Taxsz Rays, WHEN ALLOWED TO 
PAPER THAT HAS BEEN SATURATED WITH CERTAIN 


[V.B.—He had provided the Slide in case of need, 
THE MILLIONS TO THE MILLIONAIRES, 


(The men of Walworth have “improved the occasion” of the death of 
Baron Hrrscu by addressing an appeal to the millionaires of England.] 


YE millionaires of England, how ajab apg Zn ye stand, 

(Whilst CHarxin of the glittering glass laments about the land !) 
We working men of Walworth are pining for a park, 

And Baron Hrnscn has set ye all a lesson ye should mark, 

The ** elevation of the poor”’—by other means than drink— 

Were worthy work for millions like your own. What do you think ? 
Your “‘ public spirit, looking out for means to help,” might use 
The moral yielded by the tale of the Baron and the Jews! 


Ye millionaires of England, we number millions too, 
But ours are h mouths to fill upon a paltry screw! 
We working men of Walworth are o short of grub, 
Oar only home is in a slum, our only joy, the yen 
difference between us, gents—as he may know who cares,— 
Is—that we are the Millions, whilst you ’re the Millionaires |! 
That difference looks slight enough, 0 men big millions all worth, 
But if you ’d know its full extent—just come and visit Walworth ! 


Compensation. 


** THERE is nae luck aboot the House!” 
Pipes ‘* Auld lang” Lzcxy, sour and pecky. 
Cheer up! ’Twill not lack luck or nous, 
Till men must sing ‘‘ There is nae Lecxy!” 


ae Se ee: LEcKY, ay 
enius grea e talent, cleverness, cranky 

But for a blend of moni and sly reiley 

Nought equalled the ‘‘ New Gal” at the New Gallery ! 
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A ROYAL ACADEMY SOIREE. 
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AT THE ROYAL ACADEMY. _. 


No. 2. ‘* With a song” probably. By GREIFFENHAGEN after 
WHISTLER, ; 

No. 27. ‘*.4 Legal Fiction,” (John) Doe and (Richard) Re 
nibbling at an apple tree. Ropert W. MacserH, A, | ; 

No. 33. ‘* Clouds o’er the Sea.” Remarkable picture of High 
Tide by WATER-LOwW. See— Waterlow. - 

No. 47. ‘* The Widower.” By J. B. Burexrss, R.A. But for 
title should have described it as “‘.4 Ticklish Situation,” showing 
how a poor man in church held his nose to prevent himself from 
disturbing the eee by a violent sneeze. 

No. 48. A lov ‘ Dish of Prawns,” taken by a Hook, R.A. 
is, Prawns generally taken by a net. : 

The SaxcENt, A., who is a General Portrait Painter of the First 
Order of Merit, gives us ‘' The Right Hon. Joseph Chamberlain, 
M.P.,” 641 But Joszrx can’t be that! somewhere about 50 would be 
nearer the mark. Of course he has an orchid in his buttonhole, and 
is eee reading President Kriexe’s reply, and eaying to him- 
self, ‘‘ This is rather an orchid position for me!” Above his head 
Miss ExizABETH WHITEHEAD has hung (65) ‘‘ Chrysanthemums,” 
which, if she had only thought of it, ought to have been orchids, 

The ‘‘ Reflections’ of W. Q. ORcHARDSON, R.A., (71) are charming. 
The ‘‘Empire” style has long ago proved, for him at least, the 
truth of the saying, ‘‘ LZ’ Empire c'est la paix!” or, translated, 
**Tt is the Empire style that pays.” 

No. 83, Mr, Saannon’s Mrs. Baird is charming. Another and 
oraalty, correct title would be, ‘‘ Missis Clothed,’”’ not ‘* Missis 

AIRD. 

Mr. G. F. Warts, R.A., has given us an excellent likeness of 
Alfred Gilbert, R.A., Sculptor. Only Wartrts’s colours ran; 80 
the dye has come off Mr. GrBErt's tie and has stained his collar, 
which has therefore the appearance of ha been made out of a 

duction, in linen, of the cheer a ate tint. 

0. 99. Portrait of Mrs. Frank Bibby. By Luxe Fivpgs, R.A. 
Decidedly ‘‘One of the Best.” Motto, words of popular song 
adapted—"‘ Jolly! O mv! and the Bibby!” 

No. 105. ‘* Golden October.” By J. MacWurerer, R.A. To be 
classed not among ‘‘ the Sorrows” but the ‘' Joys of WHIRTER.” 

No, 111, Stanley Leighton, M.P., apparently considerably asto- 
nished at finding himself so i bly reproduced by our own Sir 
JoHn Mrrxats, Bart., P.R.A. 

No, 121. Touching picture, by Hupent Herkomer, R.A., of 
purse taking out invalid child just convalescent. ‘‘ HusERT’ was 
slways kindly towards children. Witness his treatment of little 
Prince Arthur. Vide SHaxspeaRE's King John. 

No. 138, Monsieur de Blowitz. By Bensamin Constant. Is 
this a gift of the painter's to Our Leading Journal, which M. DE 
Browz has so long and so admirably served? If so, the insorip- 
tion should be ‘* Constant to the Times.” 2 

With these few notes must end our first visit. We are delighted to 
see the veteran. Sipney Cooper, R.A., at his best in 171, ‘* Among the 
Mountains in Skye,” but of course not ‘‘skye’d.” Also FREDERICK 
Goopa.t, R.A.. getting away from Egypt, an unsafe place just now, 
to give us an English scene in ‘‘ The Shepherdess and her Flock.” 
It is difficult for a Good-all to ‘‘ go one better,” but he has done it. 
We call attention to President Mritais’ “* Marchioness of Tweed- 
dale’’ (280), which, as a speaking likeness, is not ‘‘ Tweeddale-dumb.” 

Seymour Lucas makes ‘‘ Spanish Main” tell its own Spanish 
tale. See more Lrcas in our next. 

No, 616. “* Richard Duke of Gloucester and the Lady Anne.” 
Another title, ‘‘ Dick and Anne: or, the Double Gloucester who 
thinks himself quite the Cheese, and the Lady who has just lost a 
Sovereign. Had the artist needed a line of pular verse. he would 
have used “‘ Dick awry! Dick awry: Dock!”’ For; if ever villain 
ought to have ended in a dock, and been found guilty, it was that 
accomplished scoundrel, ‘‘afterwards RicHaRD THE THIKD.”’ A mar- 
vellous work by Epwin A. AsBEY, A. This will be the talk of the 
public. The scene is in London, proheny in the vicinity of West- 
minster, the'situation being from Kichard the Third, Act I., scene 1, 
and will entitle the American artist to be remembered ever after as 
** Westminster Abbey.” This is the picture of the year. Most cer- 
tainly it is the very Abbeyest of ‘‘ Abbey Thoughts,’ 


The Blush of Spring. 
[** As a whole, I believe Spring blushes for warmth.”—Mr. Grant Allen.) 
** Tre blush of Spring ” doth sound a pleasant thing. 
But if for ‘‘ warmth ” she blushes, proof is ample, 
That unto some who write and some who sing 
Spring sets a good example. 


_ ConTRIBUTED BY THE “‘ Sxc.”—‘‘ The Pop of a Champagne Cork 
is, to a thirsty soul, the best practical illustration of Fizzical Force,” 
Dernier mot de Pommery a son Gré—No ?—st. 
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THE BETTER PART OF VALOUR. 


Lecturer (at our Penny Reading). ‘' Task Rays, WHEN ALLOWED TO 
FALL UPON PAPER THAT HAS BEEN SATURATED WITH CERTAIN 
CHEMICALS, NAMELY, SULPHIDE OF CALCIUM, AND—AND PENTA 
—ER—PENT—A—DE—ER——PERHAPS IT WILL BE MORE SATISFACTORY 
IF THE GENTLEMAN IN CHARGE OF THE LIMELIGHT WILL KINDLY 
THROW THE WORD UPON THE SCREEN!” 

[V.B.—He had provided the Slide in case of need, 


THE MILLIONS TO THE MILLIONAIRES. 


(The men of Walworth have “improved the occasion” of the death of 
Baron Hirscu by addressing an appeal to the millionaires of England.] 


YE millionaires of Eaplad how erellingly ye stand, 

(Whilst CHAr.in of the glittering glass laments about the land !) 
We working men of Walworth are pining for a park, 

And Baron Hrescu has set ye all a esson ye should mark. 

The * elevation of the poor””—by other means than drink— 

Were worthy work for millions like your own. What do you think P 
Your ‘*‘ public spirit, looking out for means to help,” might use 
The moral yielded by the tale of the Baron and the Jews! 


Ye millionaires of England, we number millions too, 
But ours are hungry mouths to fill upon a paltry screw! 
We working men of Walworth are often short of grub, 
Oar only home is in a slum, our only joy, the pub. 
he difference between us, gents—as he ma ow who cares,— 
Is—that we are the Millions, whilst you ’re the Millionaires ! 
That difference looks slight enough, 0 men big millions all worth, 
But if you ’d know its full extent—just come and visit Walworth ! 


Compensation. 


** THERE is nae luck aboot the House!” 
Pipes “* Auld lang” Lxcxy, sour and pecky. 
Cheer up! Twill not lack luck or nous, 
Till men must sing ‘* There is nae Lecky!”’ 


pear waa ae BASES, Lxcxy, lanky! 

enius e talent, cleverness, 

But fea than of coos and aly : 

Nought equalled the ‘‘ New Gal”’ at the New Gallery! 








228 


ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 
EXTRACTED FROM THE DIARY OF TOBY, M.P. 


House of Commons, Monday, April 27,—House met to-day as 
usual at three o’clock ; adjournment of basiness automatic at clang 


of midnight. House being model business assembly, divided its 
opportunity into two parte. Up to nine o’clock it ed about how 
it would its business. At the end of sixth hour it got to 


work upon one of most important bills of Session; a measure 
€qurrE oF Matwoop describes as revolutionising system of local 
taxation, and Henry Fow er denounces as the alternative iniqui- 
tously selected by Ministers, in place of taking off a penny from 
burden of long-suffering income-tex payer! ; 

However this be, there is involved in measure subvention of a 
million and a half a year, drawn from po:ket of taxpayer paid into 
pocket of agricultural ratepayer. To vurdinary intelligence seems 
more useful to discuss this than to question whether private Members’ 
time is or is not being taken earlier than usual this Session. House, 
of course, is far above e of average intelligence. It knows best, 
and it gave six freshest hours of sitting to animated dicussion of 
order 0 peopecane leaving dregs of sitting to discussion of Agricul- 
tural Rating Bill. 

Nor is this all calculated to dumbfounder Average Intelligence, 
represented by Man in Strangers’ Gallery. Whilst procedure under 
discussion benches crowded. In one division 463 voted. Laughter 
and cheers from time to time rang through Houses, When the 
second reading Rating Bill came on, beggarly array of empty benches 
fronted SqurrE oF BLANKNEY, as he frizzled up SHAW-LEFEV&E 
vainly trying to hide himself in a top-coat under Gallery. TANNER 
so touched by this lamentable condition of affairs that, in midst of 
one of SqurRE’s towering sentences, he moved a Count. Members 
trooped in ia numbers suflicient to make a House, but fled from the 
wrath yet to come from BLANKNEY. It was all meant for SHaw- 
LEFEVRE ;- but spluttering sparks are not discriminating in their 
fall, and Members were safer outside. 

SHAw-LEFEVRE not a Member of the House now, or of course 
wouldn’t be under the Gallery. Is President of Royal Commis- 
sion on Agriculture still sitting. Under Caariin’s lead it muti- 
nied; put the Captain under hatches; then marooned him and 
alt»red the log-book. Castaway rescued by passing whaler; worked 
his way home; wrote letter to newspapers attacking CHAPLIN and 
his Bill. The SqureE now rejoins with terrific force. 

Doesn’t-seem to have much to do with second reading of Agricul- 
toral Rating Bill, but is quite in keeping with the genus of the 
sitting. Business done,—Talkee-talkee, 

Tuesday.—No mcre morning sittings. The Assyrian of Treasury 
Bench has come dowa like a wolf on the fold of the private Member; 
eaten up his last ewe lamb, floffy tail and all. Bitter complseiats 
more particularly of earliness of raid. Private Member, accustomed 
to being bullied, argues that at least he might have been left alone 
a Jittle longer. 

‘‘Never knew such thing done before Whitsuntide,” says 
OsBORNE MorGAN, 

**Thank your stars it isn’t befure Easter,” says the SquikE OF 
MALwoop, who is in ominously cheerful mood. ‘* Remiads meof a 
story ONritt Daunt used to tell, Politically a dreadful man 
Daont. Worse than Davitt; but great friend of Lecky’s, Must 
therefore be respec‘able man. ony, about widow of Irish 
farmer oe home from her husband's funeral on crupper of a 
neighbour’s horae, When they had trotted about quarter of 
mile from last resting-place of first husband, the farmer asked the 
widow to marry him. f course I will,’ she said. ‘ Why didn’t 
you speak sooner?’ That’s what I say to Parnce AnTuor. He 
comes down on 27th of April and takes last vestige of Private 
Members’ time. ‘ Why didn’t you speak sooner,’ I ask him.” 

This, the first appropriated day, used to push forward second 
reading Agricultural Rating Bill. Great interests touched. As 
Don Jos&, whilst still in state of sin, described situation, Ministers 
are robbing PetrR to pay Paut—Prrer being the landless millions, 
Pavt the many-acred landlord. In such circumstance might ¢xpect 
benches crowded; House seething with excitement. On contrary, 
benches empty, save for Members who had proptres short essays, 
and sup up en masse in effort to catch SpEAKeER’s eye when 
another, having finished ne his paper, drops the envied orb. 

Only one man rises above level of depressing circumstances, 
Rosson, Q.C., stirs slaggish pool with breezy speech. Admirable 
in matter, delivered straight out from the shoulder. Best thing yet 
done by new Member. SakkK, nothing if not precise, says Rosson 
not new Member, but second-hand. Been in before. That is trifling. 
He is new with this Parliament, and if he spares time to its debates 
will make his mark in it. But no man can serve two masters, 

ally when one is the insatiable House of Commons, 
BSON spoke without a note, 
they buried him in their abundance. It was the dawn that did it. 


In quietude of study, Frvcn had born to him quite new idea about 
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Finca-Harron had a sheaf, and 


[May 9, 1896. 


‘*dawn of better times’? heralded by Saurre or BranKney’'s Bill, 
This, of course, to be introduced at end of speech. Somehow or 
other notes got mixed. The dawn turned up in the middle of night, 
as it were, just at the time where Finca meant to be telling the 
House a few.quite proper stories about life in Australia, One mis- 
fortune led to another. There was Tyre and Sidon, with the close 
bearing of their history on 
our system of agricultural 
rating; would have made 
admirable point; but one 
sheet having got wrong, all 
the rest were out of gear; 
Tyre and Sidon came in in 
the wrong century. Then the 
dawn, with quite uncanny 
abruptness, turned up again, 
and Fincu, ‘‘ welcoming it 
with open arms,” as he said, 
sat down. 

** All very well to laugh at 
FincHeEy,” said Sark; ** but 
he ’s quife right. In old 
times of all-night sittings 
often seen a man stretching 
himself to welcome dawa 
with open arms; and open 
mouth too. We used to call 
it yawning. But Fovcuey is 
too poetic to put it that way.” 

Business e.—Debate on 
Agricultural Rating Bill. 

May Day, 2 4,m.—Seoond 
reading Agricultural Hating 
Bill, carried by swingin 
majority. Had been big 
of all-night sitting. Members 
hurrying home or out to din- 
rer froze the social circle with 
, gloomy countenance. ‘‘ Not 
Briony cad Deitiant a pleasant thing, you know,” 

On ee they said, ‘‘ to be kept out of 

R-be-n, Q.C. your bed all night listening to 

reiterated argument, or walking round and round the lobby as if it 

were a lap in a ten-mile heel-and-toe match, but it must be done. 
Country expects it, and no man should shirk his ay 

So they moodily sipped an extra glass of port and went off, ready 
to suffer all things, even grilled bones and devilled kidneys between 
two and three in the morning. a 

But present House isn’t up to all-night sittings. By one o’clock, 
when Joxim resumed seat after livelyround with Squrrk or Matwoop, 
there were hungry cries for the division. LovgH moved adjournment. 
Paince ArTHuR pounced, Where there is amendment to original 

uestion, Closure involves three divisions, ach division takes 

rom fifteen to twenty minutes. So, early on this May moraing, 
round and round the division lobbies we went, as our forefathers 
footed it round the maypole. By putting on spurt. got through thie 
process of legislation just inside fifty minutes; and so home to bed 
with proud consciousness of having literally walked the Agricultural 
Rating Bill past a second reading. ; ; td : 

Sark has given AkERS-DovetLas private notice cf his intention to 
atk whether, in view of saving public time, there would be an 
objection to laying down cycle tracks in division lobbies, Has, wit 
his usual thoroughness, eee into figures; finds that, without 
putting on dangerous speed, at least eight minutes would be saved on 
every division ; equal in Session of ordinary duration to nine days. 

Business done. — Agricultural Rating Bill read second time, 
by 333 votes against 156, f 

tday night.— There was a Member of the 1874 Parliament who 
made a reputation 4 concluding his epeech with the remark, ‘* And 
now Mr. SpkaKER, I will sit down by saying.”’ To-night, CALDWELL 
beat him hollow. As usual in Committee of Supply, he was well to 
front, saying nothing in speeches of prodigious length. Sruarr- 
Wort ey, in Chair, kept tight grip upon him, 

‘*I must remind the hon. Member,” he said, after Catpwait hed 
been rambling round for twenty minutes, ‘‘ of the standing order 
against tedious repetition.” 

**T was only just finishing up,” CALDWELL pleaded. 

‘** Yes, but you’ve long since finished up youraudience,” responded 
Sruart-Wort.ey. This, of course, sotto voce. . 

An hour later, he aan came in contact with the inexorable Chair. 
Called to order, he shewed disposition to argue point. Rebuked 
with increased sternness, he said, ‘‘ Of course, Mr. StuaRT-WoRTLEY, 
I am perfectly willing to sit down upon the point.” 

‘* Such sinful , lavish, extravagance,” eaid Sark, really affected. 
** Tt was the only point in his remarks, and he sat upon it!” 

Business done.—Votes in Supply. 
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OUR BOOKING-OFFICE, 


The Yellow Book has reached 
its ninth volume, and a pears - 
the merry, merry 
with a new peers cover and title- 
page by Mrs, Percy DEARMER; 
which name I would re - write 
baci Per se [ee “vn the 

esigns are o at grotesque, 
fantastic stuff that dreams are 
made of. Inability to admire them 
is m ot, loss — nn E. H. 

s ‘* Stanstea d Abbots” is 

delightfal. Weknow — typical 
old-fashioned village, be oT 
by any other name. E 
SouTHaty’s ‘‘ Night” (dated Ta04 
is as hard in drawing as it is to 
understand, Why should a female 
with classically bound hair and 
white classic drapery, surrounded 
by signs of the zodiac, all ee 
on a grey ground, be the 
sentative o Ni ht” P Union 
the artist intended us to under- 
stand that, though he was showing 
a drawing ee = he was 
yet ‘* keeping it dark.’ 

‘*Oh where are the pipas of 
Pan?” asks Mr. Ricnarp LE 
G , in his *‘ Four Prose 
Fancies,” ‘At certain corners of 
certain streets, at certain times, 
Mr. Le GALLIENNE may hear the 
pipes of Pan with drum accom- 
paniment, and may witness the 

rformance of the 

rama of Signor PuNcINELLO and 
his Grorra translated into right 
good English of the ‘‘ Stratford- 
-atte-Bow kind.’”? Then shall eaecas | 
(Lt GaLLIENE) a ena again, anes s 
returaing to his home, shall he wri 
his own inimitable gat. the true ane of | 
Panch and Judy. 

What has the] Baron to say of The Saveloy | 
—no = rdon, The Savoy—No. 2, for . 
April, fed d by AnTHur Symons, and | 
illustrated by one AUBREY BEARDSLEY - | 
WErRpstEy ? Wonderfal — most won- , 
derful! ‘* But as it takes my breath | 
away,” ane the gage BM ‘and paralyzes 
my writing hand, I am compelled to reserve 
my criticism.” 

o wise collector will fail to seoure for — . 
his library Mr. TuER’s most complete, ex- = 
haustive, and exhausting History of the | a. 


AMY 

| li 
ay, Uf iy) 
Py) the} 


> — 


a een ais 


uP?” 


MENDING AN OLD UMBRELLA!” 








CHARITY COVERS A MULTITUDE OF-—CUPIDS. 


ScenzE—A Conservatory. Trwe—The Ballin Aid of the Disabled 
Dustmen at the commencement of the London season. EDWIN 
and ANGELINA discovered in earnest conversation, 


Seen Nepits It is so sudden! I really cannot give an 


tea But this is the only opportanity we have 
y some lucky chance you and your people 
sce ts to a peor 8 for the O O Grinders. 
Angelina veer aw die be there. But then at an 
amateur performance it is so cult to be confidential. 

. Tun oll. th shall we not meet at the 
dance for the caine of the Convalescent C men ? 

Angelina. I suppose s0. We 


year after year. But I should 
rather have a little more time. You are so impatient. 
win (earnestly), Yes, for m ae d — upon ee tS reply. 
wath then, there i - ~ Bereaved esday w 
Angelina, Yes, but again we ae be disturbed ; and it is 
possible we may not come. Papa says ike charity was 


Veracity. 
Well, are you going to the ‘‘ At Home”? of the Poor Piano 


maoner 
Fad aia dati: A does: a alall, aes a busier 


oxpored, s0 my father told me, Tn that most excellent musical journal, 
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‘*No; soT I saw A MAN SITIING AT THE BITTOM OF THE HILL 








Horn-book, in two volumes, 
édition de luxe, The account 
is most interesting, illustrating 
» and ing the reader 
in touch with new - 

ferag for ‘* something 
ar to read,” and for 7’ at 
craving for news of the dav which 
has been devel ping in England 


evelo 
since the fourteen 
per lees 


is not likely to be = 

centuries themselves ve passed 
‘Toa 
. TUER 


out of all record of time. 
hint in Punch,” sa 
in a prefatial note, * 
real horn-books, &c., stowed away 
in the cover of this work.” 

Mr. Punch is delighted to have 


been thus taken at word, and 
hereby heartily co oragratalates Mr. 
TuER on the 


tisfactory 
result of his ehly as exhibited 
in the present volumes issued by 
the Leadenhall Press. 
Tne BaRon. 


**Lappy” Reriectl—Mr. La- 
BOUCHERE, M.P., desires that the 
Chartered South African Com- 
pany — have ae — power 

an Se 
Wheel Associ i wad he a 
insists on the extinction of 
Ruopgs. Now of what possible 
use would a bicycle enterprise be 


‘-OH, DID YOU SEE A GENTLEMAN ON A BICYCLE AS YOU CAME | without roads? 


HieHty Propasie.—There is 
a strong monarchical and impe- 


rial feeling against bicyclists. It 
is not unlikely that from the Most Exalted 
Quarter will be issued a manifesto denounc- 


ing all practical bicyclists, without excep- 
tion, as causing so many revo 8 


Way Bar any P—Mr. Duncomsg, M.P., 
is introducing a Barmaid’s Bill to the House 
of Commons. Without any trouble he could 
also collect a soars Dicx, Tom, Hazey, 
Jim, Bos, and even CY. 
mens on view rai over the country. 


PaRrapDoxicaL.—There were no fireworks 
during the North Aberdonian election con- 
a et the result was, in the main, due 

irie-technics. 


Edwin (wounded), I believe you are laughing at me! You are 
making excuses because you do not wish to save me from d ! 

Angelina (seriously). You wrong me! And to show you that oe 
not deserve your Pihareday fortaigh I give you a fixture, What 


7 doing . Th 
Edwin, N ‘at it if you keep me longer in suspense, I 


will not answer eae 
Angelina (smiling). * Foolich. fello fellow! But you shall have my 
answer then. We are g to a function appropriate to the 
Melancholy Monom But see, we 


occasion—the Festival of 
are separated. [Enter AnGELINA’s People, and Curtain. 


SORTES SHAKSPEARIANZ AGAIN, 


‘* PaRTING is such sweet sorrow ! ’—This forebodes 
Butu’s sorrow at the Parting of the Ruopss ! 


IpkA oF SHAREHOLDERS IN COMPANY STARTING -TO RENOVATE 


in | Btcycie Trres,—That they will re-tire with a fortune. 


Sire Fok Home FoR UNMUZZLED Does.—Muzzle (i.e. Muswell) | 


An ‘‘ Exprostve’”’ Casrnet.—The Melinite Ministry. 
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“A MOTHER OF THREE.” 
[“* Unless prevented by unforeseen circumstances, Mr. BALFouR will take the ae Relief Bill, the Education Bill, and the I ish Land Bi'l, 


in succession, It is hoped that all three measures may be read a second time before 


eS 


* seee® 
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ROUNDABOUT READINGS. 
= Tom}Hoop as A PoeET. 


THERE has lately been issued a new edition 
of the poems of THomas Hoop, and here and 
there a reviewer has thought it worth his 
while to devote a cursory line to the revived 
memory of the dead t. Some of these 
notices were sympathetic; some hinted that 
Hoop’s fame, such as it was, rather 
on his skits, his word-contortions, and his 
pla fooling, than on his serious efforts : 

one went so far as to quote a beautiful 
verse from the ‘‘ The Haunted House,” with 
senage Tae teh, rena: Gay”: Veer Sav, 
8 e at the presen y: ery few, 
however, seemed to think that the compilers 
of his poems (my edition bears date 1857) 
were j ed in the belief, which they ex- 
pressed in their and touching preface. 
‘“*that in any future recital of the names of 
writers who have contributed to the stock of 
genuine English poetry, Thomas Hoop will 
honourable mention.” 


Bot surely the belief ts justified. Noman, 
it was said of Gray, ever passed over to the 
immortals with a smaller bundle under his 
arm. Hoon’s bundle is almost as small as 
Gray’s, but, such as it is, it has passed him 
through into the green fields and happy 
regions just as surely as if he had stagger 
in with a huge load upon his shoulders, He 
has thought and feeling, he has music, he 
has time’s great antiseptic, style; there is in 
his verse the sense of tears in mortal things, 
there is elevation, there is a deep and sincere 
piety, and there is the refinement which goes 


and-in-hand with power and insight. 
Where shall you find a better equipment for 
an immortal 


To write indifferent sonnets is as easy as 
throwing pebbles into the sea; to write good 
sonnets is a tremendous task, and few are 

who have eee it, and have been 
able to fix a sbining truth or a genuine 
emotion in a perfect setting of fourteen 
musical lines. Hvon’s efforts in this direc- 
tion were all good, and two of them are, to 
my mind, supreme. Take, for example, this 
sonnet on Death :— 


It is not death, that sometime in a sigh 

This eloquent breath shall take its semen flight ; 
That sometime these bright stars, that now reply 
In Sunlight to the Sun, shall set in night ; 

That this warm conscious flesh shall perish quite, 
And all life’s ruddy springs forget to flow ; 

That thoughts shall cease, and the immortal spright 
Be lapp’d in alien clay and laid below ; 

It is not death to know this, but to know 

That pious thoughts, which visit at new graves 

In tender pilgrimage, will cease to go 

So duly and so oft,—and when grass waves 

Over the past-away, there may be then 

No resurrection in the minds of men, 


Anp here is my second example, a sonnet 
in the same sad vein of submission to fate 
and circumstance and obliterating forzetful- 
ness :— 

SILENCE. 


There is a silence where hath been no sound, 

There is a silence where no sound may be, ’ 

In the cold grave, under the deep, deep sea, 

Or in wide desert where no life is found, 

re —_ been mute, and still must sleep pro- 
ound ; 3 

No voice is hush’d —no life treads silently, 

But clouds and cloudy shadows wander free, 

That never spoke over the idle ground : 

But in green ruins, in the desolate walls 

Of antique palaces, where Man hath been, 

Though the dun fox, or wild hywna, calls, 

And owls that flit continually between 

Shriek to the echo, and the low winds moan, 

There the true Silence is self-conscious and alone, 
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a) at) r | ‘ 


Mother of Amateur Photographer, ‘‘ WHAT AN IDIOTIO GUY YOU ’VE MADE YOUR Papa LOOK |” 


Amateur Photographer, ‘‘ Ys, MAMMA DEAR, 


Bout isn’? If LIKE HIM?” 





This kind of thing, no doubt, ‘‘ sounds 
strange at the present day,” but its strange- 
ness is due to the fact that our ears have 
grown unus¢d to the sound of so a note, 
struck with so certain a hand. y it may 
be said of Hoop in the words of another of 
his own sonnets :— 


Yet few there be who pipe so sweet and loud, 
Their voices reach us through the lapse of space : 
The noisy day is deafened by a crowd 

Of undistinguished birds, a twittering race ; 

But only lark and nightingale forlorn 

Fill up the silences of night and morn. 


Bot read, also, ‘‘The Haunted House,” 
which our critic found so strange. Is 
there in all poetry a finer example of mys- 
tery. of eeriness, of midnight feeling in that 
troubled half-sleep, in which strange sounds 
strike upon the startled 
portent, and the shadows grow and grow 
until they assume ghostly and terrific shapes. 


ear with a sense of | d 


venue the iron gates half open hung, 
Jarred by the gusty of many winters, 
That from its crumbled pedestal had flung 

One marble globe in splinters. 
* * * ” * 

But awfully the truant shunned the ground, 

The vagrant kept aloof and daring poacher ; 

In spite of gaps that through the fences round 

Invited the encroacher. 

For over all there hung a cloud of fear, 

A sense of mystery the spirit daunted, 

And said as oe as whisper to the ear, 

The place is Haunted. 

Bat space fails me, and I must resume the 
consideration of Hoop’s poems on another 
occasion, 

Bakren } Honour VInpEEp'!—‘‘ The Svut- 
TaNn’s” honour (the Grand Cordon of the 
Medjidieh) for M, Camson, French Ambassa- 





or. ‘ 
Here is a riddle it were hard to guess ! 
How can one give what he does not possess ? 
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OUT OF DATE. 


A DraLocuE or THE DzEap. 
Scenr—A cobwebby corner tn Time’s Lumber Room. Leaning 


seca against the wall is a tall pyramidal form covered | take 
wit 


withered foliage, with a square aperture in the centre, 


through which a spectral face is dimly visible, On the shelf 


close by ts seated a 
somewhat carelessly 
lost in me won, its 
dangling. 


Apes in a mask and a paper cocked-hat, 
ressed in other respects, and apparently 
head sunk on its breast and its legs limply 


The Pyramid (to itself). Shall I speak to him or not? He’s not! not sure; 


quite the sort of person I should care to b2 intimate with. But, 
after all, we ’ve both been 
here some years now, and a 
civil remark doesn’t commit 
one to an . (Aloud.) 
Ahem |! you tell me 
what month this is, Sir 
thing, but I’ve 
quite f 
The 


tten. 

ask. Eh? What 

month? Why, let me see— 

one count here, but I 

Cd we ’re g near 
ovember. 

The Pyramid (disap- 
pointed), November! Surely 
you mean May? I—I’ve a 
motive in asking, because I— 
well, I’ve some idea of get- 
ting a company together on 
the First, to go on tour with 
me in my celebrated character 
of ‘*‘ Jack in the Green, or the 
Tree Spirit.” I don’t know 
if you’re in the profession 
yourself, by the a P ; 

The Mask, Is it possible 
that you have never heard of 
my famous impersonation of 
*““Gurpo Fawkes,” in ‘* the 
Gunpowder Plot that shall = 
never be forgot”? I am 
immense in it, my boy, im- 
mense! Time was when I 
drove my own donkey- barrow, 
though even in a kitchen chair, 
with the bottom out, there was 
a fire about my rendering «f 
the part that——_ But I dare- 
say you ’ve seen ma. 

The Pyramid, I-I 
colittle now. I’m afraid I’ve 
never had the advantage of 
seeing you. Whendo you—er 
—give your performance ? 

The Mask. You must ba 
more verdant you look, 
dear boy, or you would 'e 
aware that I make = aaa 
reappearance every 
November—by particular de- 
sire, Sir, by particular desire, I rather think I’ve some press- 
cuttings about me now which——_ Ha, this seems like it. No, I’m 
wrong. It’s only a shaving, 

z* yramid, we May _ ae First. ae you'll nen 
m sure, e must have been here for sev ears, and you 
soe Macht dog that wet : 
e¢ Mask (with dignity). I have been resting, dear boy, resting. 
And, by the way, you don’t seem to have sean eae show— 
what do you call it? ‘‘ Jack up a Tree, or the Green Spirit””—lately, 
if it comes to that, — 

The Pyramid (with some confusion), I’ve been—er—resting, too. 
And then, you see, a part like Jack in the Green—well, you must be 
properly apart’, or the thing won’t go. I can’t go on the road 
without a cing lord in kneebreeches, and a oe lady with a 
brass ladle, a clown for the comic relief, and a band so on, and J 
don't know where I’m to get them! People seem to have left off 
caring to symbolise the revival of vegetation and the birth of Sprin 


som nek re me if there ’s a chimney-sweep left with any re 
The Mask, I find the same in my line, Sir. The ce of the 


Pablic on the leading event in the 
deplorable. It is 


D of our country is somethin 
owing to those confounded Schools, Sir, 









*‘T am immense in it, my boy, immense! ”’ 


Why, if you’ll believe me, the last time I appeared in public (whic 
between ourselves, is more years ago than I care to mention). I wasn’ 
reangntea Sir, nobody knew who I was! They took me for some 
e beck politician—I always hated Parliament—or the Sultan of 
key, or a low murderer, I’m hanged if I know whom they didn’t 
ce me for! It annoyed me so much that I made up my mind to 
retire, I often think now I was too hasty, and I don't say that if 
they were to come and offer me a starring engagement on my own 
at, pire me my fill of fireworks, a new rig out from top to toe— 
I’ve always been rather a stickler for accuracy in costume—one of 
these automotor cars to take me round, and an escort of Horse Guards, 
I don’t say I mightn’t think twice before I said no. But there, I’m 
I never was fond of publicity, and being stared at and 
shouted after, and then, the late hours, and the heat and the glare—— 
teepeid heap know a — should 
up i again... 
seccne 
ets are ge up a May 

Day Demonstration, or some- 

thing. If they were to ask 

me to join, I might. That is, 
if I don’t hear from the chim- 

ney-sweeps m e 

near the end of April. My 

twigs are shooting, as they 
sai do in Spring. 

Mask. Spring! You 
mean Autumn, I can’t be 
mistaken; I feel it in every 
squib in my body. 

Here TIME enters, carrying 
an armful of miscellane- 
ous litter ; problem plays, 
sex rovels, reminiscences, 
&§c., which he shoots un- 
ceremunitously upon the 


Jloor. 
The oe. I say it’s 
Spring. But look here—let’s 
ask him; Ae ought to know. 

The Mask. right; ask 
him, then. 

The Pyramid, No; 1’d 
rather vou did. 

The Mask. You're the oldest 
He hasn’t got his 


c 8, 
sire So 
. 
; ; 3 
\¥ S 
si) ° 5 oh 
fl At a 
i | | SL Maan 





Ul ee 
i} Ps 


—go on. 
scythe, 

The Pyramid, I—I1 beg 
ye ||, your pardon, Mr. Tome, but 
ry! /), /, could you oblige us with the 

if // exact date? 

Time. Wednesday, May the 
Thirteenth. Why, what do 
you want to kaow for? 

Pyramid, The Thir- 
teenth! Then May Day is 
over! It’s of no conssquence. 
I only thought— I-—I 
rather expected—— I sup- 
~. pose there have been no in- 
= quiries for me? 

Mask, Oc for me? 
Nothing — er —settled about 
the Fifth ? November will be 
on us soon now, you know, and I like to be bef d, dear hes 
should say Mr. True, Always like to make my arrangements before- 


han 
Time (not unkindly), I haven’t heard of any inquiries for either of 
you at t. And, it you’ll take my advice, you won’t bother 


presen 
yourselves about dates and anniversaries up here; you’re out of all 


that now, you know. He leaves the Lumber Room, 
Pyramid. After all, it g y used to rain on the Firat. 
Just as well I didn’t 80, perhaps. 


The Mask, If there’s any fog on the Fifth, I’d just as soon stay 
at home, In fact, I’m not sure I shall venture out in any case. 
What are you snivelling about inside there ? 

The Pyramid, I’m not snivelling—any more than you are, And = 
may say what you like, but it’s not pleasant to feel we’re forgotten. 

he Mask, We’re not forgotten. It’s a plot, Sir, a deliberate 
underhand conspi to keep the Public in ignorance of our exist- 
ence. Now if there’s one I despise and abominate, it’s a 

plot! But I’ll unmask ’em, Sir, I—I’11—— 
[He explodes with wrath as scene closes in, 


A VERY DAMPING DreLtomaTist,—Sir Jacosus pk Wert. 


Mar 16, 1896,] 


[COMMON OR GARDEN RHYMES. 
IlL.—Tue FALuen Asn. 


Wuen the summer breeze goes More fragrant than lime, more 


whispering by, straight than fir— 
When thewintry tempestscrash,| I make no assertion rash ; 
Be it ae to light on so fair a| I have wares it grow, 80 I ought 
i ow 
As the grey-stemmed mighty} The points of the mighty ash. 
aah | But all in a moment the Fates 
As I loll in my hammock I banish conspire 
care, Man's dearest hopes to dash ; 
I forget the want of cash, You = scarce look round, when 
And naught I lack, as I lie right ong the ground 
back a‘ Low lies the mighty ash ! 
And gaze on the mighty ash. It is not the hurricane’s tearing 
Far down in the valley the zephyrs blas 


t, 
Nor the deadly lightning 
But an ill-timed jar to a good 
cigar 
That fells the mighty ash! 


ay 
Over the leafy woodJand plash, 
Yet I may not see any woodland 


tree 
To compare with the mighty ash. 


PLEASURES FOR PRISONERS. 


‘‘Iw order to carry out certain recommendations of the recent 
Committee on Prisons, the directors of convict prisons have decided 
that Jectures on ecientific and interesting subjects shall be periodi- 
cally given.” Such is the announcement in the Press. Mr. Punch, 
always ready to assist in furthering the wishes of the Public, begs to 
set an examination paper that may be answered by the criminals to 
whom the first series of studies will beaddressed. 
He assumes that the lecturer will select topics 
appro riate to the tastes of his hearers, 

. Give a short account of any two of the 
following heroes of romance. Jack appa, 
e Duval, the Marchioness de n= 
villiers, Colonel Blood, Richard Turpin, and 
“* Three-fingered Jack.” © . 

2. Supposing that you wished to enter a 
dwelling-house when all the occupants were 
fast asleep and all the doors and windows were 
securely closed, what scientific method would 
you adopt ? 

3 Whatisa ‘“‘jemmy’’? Explain its use. 
sas Was ep etch a real person, or only a 

cram 

5. Write all 7S know of Jonathan Wild, 
Blueskin, Bill Sykes, and Titus Oates, 

. . 6. In what novels (gi the names of 
y “& their authors) do the following characters 

</” figure. Paul Clifford, ‘‘ the Artful Dodger,” 
Barry Lyndon, and Fagin? 

7. Givea a of the costumes worn during the last three 
ne Wh> are the polica called “suppers” P_ When did they chang 

: y are the polica ca ** coppers en did they c e 
their ‘‘ toppers”’ for a helmet ? What had the first Sir RopERT PEEL 
to do with the force ? 

9, What are the advan and disadvantages of a ticket-cf- 
leave, a pair of handeouffs, and an alibi ? 

10. Describe Portland, Portamouth, Dartmoor, and Holloway. 

11. Write out the menu of the regulation dinner of a first-class 
miedemeanant, a felon undergoing penal servitude in his third year, 
and a em sentenced to seven days’ imprisonment with hard labour. 

12, Supposing (as most oe will be the case) that football and 
cricket are soon permitted in prisons “to relieve the monotony of 
the life of convicts undergoing | eentences”’ (see Committee on 
Prisons’ Report), how will you, when the happy time arrives, pit 
establishment agaiost establishment? For instance, should an eleven 
from Newgate meet the First Sixteen frim Springfield Gaol, Chelms- 
ford? If not, why not? 

13. How should a prisoner desiring speedy release comport himself 
in the presence of the governor, the head gaoler, and the chaplain ? 

14. Give an amusing description of ‘‘skilly,” ‘‘ three months’ 
hard,” and “‘ the crank,” 

15. What is meart by ‘‘the march of civilisation’? Show how 
civilisation has paid less attention to the pauper than the thief. 

16. When the lecturer asked you at the close of his paper to 
**kindly testify your satisfaction in the customary manner,” did you 
regret the absence of brickbats P 

17. Do you think the “* scientific and interesting ” series to which 
you have just listened has *‘ raised your moral tone,” or do you con- 
sider it ‘* all tommy rot” ? 
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man of business ‘‘ unnecessary evils.” 
a means whereby the aristocratic renter of a mansion is made to 
sink below the financial level of an artisan residing in lodgings. 





not compensated by 
idea of posturing in 
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THE LONDON RATEPAYER’S VADE MECUM. 
Question, Can you define rates P 

Answer. A good citizen may call them ‘‘ proper expenditure,” a 
They are considered by many 


Q. By whom are rates controlled ? 
A, By the Vestry, with the assistance of the School Board and the 


County Council. 


Q. Does an average London ratepayer belong to any or all of these 


bodies P 


the prestige 


and the 
leret renters e first is 
conside 8. 

Q. And yet, does not the com- 
fort g the See tener 
payer depend upon the Ves Os 

A, Undoubtedly; but for all 
that, he refuses to sit in it, - RY We 

Q. Why does the average Lon- @ ays’ 
don ratepayer pursue this appa- i” 
rently suicidal course? 

A. Because he is under the 
impression that, even were he 
elected, he would be outvoted in 
the Council Chamber and the 
Committee room. 

Q. Is this impression justified 
by facts P 

A, Toa large extent; as, taking 
the average London ratepayer as a professional man, who pays on a 
reer of £100 a year and upwards, such a man’s vote, if recorded, 
would be swamped in the votes of the scores of husbands of small 
lodging-house keepers. 

. What has been the result of this strange apathy ? 

A, That the rates «f the metropolis have risen during the last few 
years by leaps and bounds. : 2 
_ Q, But has not this increase been accompanied by proportional 
improvement ? : 

A, A few streets have been widened, and a number of children 
have acquired an educational standard unsuitable to their station. 
Pr Ty not the widening of the streets been the feat of the County 

une 

A, It has, and the performance has been accompanied by the 
mulcting of the ratepayers to an extent entirely unknown to the 
London Board of Works, 

Q. But is not the London County Council an improvement upon 
= — abused and rightly obselete body to which you have just 
referre 

A, It is not so considered by the clearest-headed of Londoners. 

Q. Surely the London County Council has highideals? 

A, The loftiest. But, fortunately for Londoners, those ideals are 
restrained by the sobering influence of a matter-of-fact Parliament. 

Q. With the London County Council in power, is it not probable 
that some day the streets of the metropolis may be paved with gold ? 

A, Such a scheme would, no doubt, obtain the hearty support of 
an influential section of that autocratic body. 

Q. And how would the plan be carried into effect ? 
A, Like every other ‘‘improvement,” at the expense of the rate- 
payers ; 

Q. Then, under all the circumstances of the case, what advice 
would ne tender to the London householder? _ 

A, To give up his residence in town, and live in the country. 

Q, And why would you tender this counsel ? 
A, That he might avoid the rates, and thus escape bankruptcy. 


A, No, he does not, as the expenze of entering the two last is 


A 


secured by 





Noble Six Hundred! 
Or, Wisdom Between Wickets, 


Trwk’s a mere mental figment, sages say, 
That sounds a paradoxical position ; 

But half-a-dozen ‘‘ centuries” in one day, 
Seems evidence for the metaphysician. 
So if they ’d pierce the psychologic thicket, 

Philosophers had better study Cricket! 


Fisuine IntTEtiicEence.—'* Crab” catching is now in full swing 
on the Thames. Between Hampton Court and Teddington Lock on 
Sunday afternoons the sport was never brisker. 


Rear ‘* Fert Want.”’—A hat of felt that does not make a man 
look either a ‘* bounder” or a *‘ buffer.”’ 
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TOO MUCH CULTURE. 


Simpkinson (an enthusiast about the old Italian Masters), ‘‘ By THE way, Stn RopeRt,7DID 
YOU EVER SEE CaIARO OscURO’S MASTER-PIEOB, THE JUDGMENT OF SOLOMON ?”” 

Royal Academician, ‘I THINK NOT,’ ARB YOU QUITE SURE ABOUT THE PAINTER’s Name }” 

Sumpkinson, ‘‘On y3s, I SAW THE PICTURE AT CHRISTIE’s, YOU KNOW. IT was Dt- 
SCRIBED IN THE CATALOGUE AS ‘THE JUDGMENT OF SOLOMON, A SPLENDID EXAMPLE OF 
Csraro Oscuro’!” 





es Pretoria, May 11, 1896. 
DUTCH-RUM-MUN LAW. ‘There is a general belief that Brow 


(By Telegraph from our Special Correspondent.) |JoNxs, and Ropinson will escape capital 
Pretoria, May 9, 1896, ent, but be condemned to four 


‘‘THIs morning three of the leading citi- 
zens of Johannesburg, Messrs. Joun Brown, 
Davip Jongs, and DonaLp Rosinson, were 
found of lese-majesté towards Presi- 
dent P-t Oriven CromwetL Kr-e-R, and gregnes to President P. O. C. Knr-e-r, 
sentenced to death. Great excitement pre- imploring him to spare the lives of Brown, 
vails, and a petition, signed by all the Uit- | Jonns, and Rosinson, offering ample indem- 
landers, has been sent to the G-rm-n| nity. The President is the situa- 
_ aT, prayiog him to intercede for the | tion, and has drawn extensively on his coffee 

men. 


of all their property.” 
Pretoria, May 12, 1896, 
‘*The British Colonial Secretary has tele- 
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years’ imprisonment in lager, and confiscation | coun 





[May 16, 1896, 


their friends at the rate of £5 a minute during 


each interview.” ; 
Pretoria, May 13, 1896. 


“*To-day President P-1 OLIvER Crom- 
WELL Kr-a-k gave his decision re Messrs. 
Brown, Jonzgs, and Roprovson. Each of the 
condemned men was fined a dollar, but I 
believe I am correct in saying that the private 
indemnity amounts to There was 


000. 
ga rejoicing among the ‘Uitlanders when 

€ sewalt became known, and the President's 
clemency is universally extolled. The Colo- 
nial Secretary immediately cabled his grati- 
tude, and the Grand Cordon of the Victorian 
arr bes les sont tis ecb ostataions, aia ta 

r-r sen congra and is 
forwarding his own thesis of Dutch-Roman 
law to the High Court of Pretoria. The High 
Commissioner has despatched autograph 
a ies for the conduct of Brown, JonEs. 
_— )BINEON, and the incident is considered 





SPORTIVE SONGS. 


A Poor, WALKER TO A LADY WHO DRIVES 
A CoacH. 


I NEVRE could quite understand 
The pleasure of a four-in-hand 
Until I saw you leave the ‘‘ Grand,” 

A fearless, peerless driver. ; 
You gathered up your reins with skill, 
You curled your whip with such a will, 
You left the traffic ‘** standing still,” 

And took the road to Iver. 


I hailed a hansom then and there, 
And followed you across the square ; 
You made St. James's gape and stare, 
And also Piccadilly. 
The’bus men, most obliging crew, _ 
Sheered off whene’er you came in view ; 
The railway vans gave way to you, 
The cabbies ‘* willy-nilly.” 


And yet my ‘‘ London Gondolier”’ 
Had great duress your course to steer, 
And brought us perilously near 
A case for compensation. 
And all the while you seem’d to be 
Exulting in your passage free, 
I saw your shoulders shake with glee, 
And envied your elation. 


St. Mary Abbott's! Now your “‘ load” 
Goes northward to the Uxbridge Road ; 
And surely urged by cowboy’s goad 

Your team could not go faster ! 
Always the same politeness shown 

y charioteers —your sway they own, 
And leave the path for you alon 

Your drag their ‘* Yellow Aster.’ 


Bat oh! there comes that horrid hill! 
- Your horses break—my senses thri 
I feel that there must bea a spill, 
And seem to scent disaster |— 
A careless cyclist caused the smash. 
How could he such running resi? 
Here’s brandy! Come now, sip a dash! 
And here’s some sticking-plaster | 


MisnaMED.—There is a town in Kansas 
where a *‘ lady mayor ” is assisted by ‘‘ lady 
cillors,”’ a ‘*lady city clerk,” and a 
“lady judge.” The name of this Adamless 
Eden is, however, Gaylord. Surely, as 
ArTEeMus Warp would have said, ‘‘A goak 
is here intended.”’ 


APPROPRIATE, AT THE BooOKsELEERS’ 
Dinner —‘‘ The toast of ‘The Trade’ was 
acknowledged by Mr. Bompus.” Of course 


allowance. The prisoners are allowed to see! ‘‘ Bumpers round!” 
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“THE PITY OF IT!” 


OTHELLO (South Africa), ‘‘ CASSIO, I LOVE THEE; BUT NEVER MORE BE OFFICER OF MINE.” 
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TOO MUCH CULTURE. 


Simpkinson (an enthusiast about the old Italian Masters), ‘‘ By THE way, SIR Rozert,7DID 
YOU EV&R SEE CalIARo OscuRO’S MASTER-PIECE, THE JUDGMENT OF Solomon gm 

Royal Academician, ‘‘T THINK NOT. ARE YOU QUITE SURE ABOUT THE PAINTER’S Name?” 

Simpkinson, ‘‘On y3s, I sw THE PiCruRE AT CHRISTIEZ’s, YOU KNOW. IT was Dé&- 
SCRIBED IN THE CATALOGUE AS ‘THE JUDGMENT OF SOLOMON, A SPLENDID EXAMPLE OF 
Csraro Oscuro’!”’ 





Pretoria, May 11, 1896. 
DUTCH-RUM-MUN LAW. : **There . | general — that Baws, 
By T h 0 dent,) | JON an BINSON will escape ca 
OF AOEER FO ON ER COMIN punishment ent, but be condemned € fourteen 
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their friends at the rate of £5 a minute during 


each intervi 
Pretoria, May 13, 1896. 


ew.” 

‘*To-day President P-1 OxivER Crom- 
WELL Kr-G-R gave his decision re Messrs, 
Brown, Jonzs, and Rosrnson. of the 
condemned men ‘was fined a dollar, but I 
believe I am oorrect in mre that the private 
een, amounts to £30 There was 

joicing among the ‘Vitlanders when 
fre result became known, and the President's 
ey is universally extolled. The Colo- 
nial immediately cabled his 
tude, and the Grand of the Vic 
Order to the President. The Te S eye 

r-r has also sent his ee ibe igor 
orwarding his own thesis of D Dutch. "Ror 
law to the | High Court of Pretoria. The High 


iti- 


sioner has despatched autograph 
apologies for the conduct tae Brown, JonEs. 
and )BINEON, and the incident is considered 








SPORTIVE SONGS. 


A Pook, WALKER TO A LADY WHO DRIVES 
A CoacH. 


I NEVRE could quite understand 
The pleasure of a four-in-hand 
Until I saw you leave the ** Grand,” 
A fearless, peerless driver. 
You gathered up your reins with skill, 
You curled your whip with such a will, 
You left the traffic ‘* standing still,” 
And took the road to Iver. 


I hailed a hansom then and there, 
And followed you across the square ; 
You made St. James's gape and stare, 
And also Piccadilly. 
The ’bus men, most obliging crew, 
Sheered off whene’er you came in view ; 
The railway vans gave way to you, 
The cabbies ‘* willy-nilly. 


ne yet my ** London Gondolier ”’ 


uress your course to steer, 
And ad frocgat us perilously near 


A case for compensation. 

ei all the while you ee ’d to be 
xulting in sta§ a fm 

I saw your eee with glee, 
And avid mae elation. 


‘St. Mary Abbott's! Now your “‘ load” 
Goes northward to the Uxbridge Road ; 
And surely eeeed by our. 8 goad 

Your could not go faster ! 
Always the same politeness shown 
By charioteers —your sway ey = 
ket leave the path for Tae 
Your drag their ‘* Yellow hao: 2? 


Bat oh! there comes that horrid hill! 
- Your horses break—my senses thrill ! 

I feel that there must be a spill, 
And seem to escent disaster |— 

A careless cyclist caused the smash. 

How could he dare such running res? 

Here’s brandy ! Come now, sip a dash! 
And here’s some sticking-plaster | 


Misn amen. —There is a town in Kansas 
ve & ‘lady may ” ™ assisted by ‘' lady 


Pretoria, May 9, 1896, a ty clerk,” and a 
‘* THs morning three of the leading citi- of all are ei lager, and confiscation | foam “lady ode.” mon 7 < y this ‘Adamless 
zens of Johannesburg, Messrs. JoHN seem : Eden is, however, Gayl Surely, 
Davip Jongs, and Donatp Rosrnson, w Pretoria, May 12, 1896. | 4 peewus Warp would have said, ry eae 
found guilty of Zése-majesté towards Presi- = ee British Colonial Secretary has tele- is here intended.’’ 
dent P-~ Oriver CromwELL Kr-@-r, and | to President P. 0. C. Kr-G-pr, 
sentenced to death. Great excitement pre- =< aos him to spare the lives of Brown, 
vails, and a petition, signed by all the Uit- | Jonzs, and Rosinson, offering ample indem- APPROPRIATE, AT THE BooKsELLERS’ 
landers, been sent to the G-rm-n/ nity. The President is the situa- | Dinner —'' The toast of ‘The Trade’ was 
Emp-r-r, prayiog him to intercede for the tion, and has drawn extensively on his coffee acknowledged b Mr. Bompvus.” Of course 
emned men.’ allowance. The prisoners are allowed to see! ‘* Bumpers round !”’ 
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“THE PITY OF IT!” 


OTHELLO (South Africa). ‘‘ CASSIO, I LOVE THEE; BUT NEVER MORE BE OFFICER OF MINE.” 


ty in the company’s territory is in the 


Othello, Act II., Scene 3, 
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TOO MUCH CULTURE. 


Simpkinson (an enthusiast about the old Italian Masters), ‘‘ By THE way, SIR Rozert, {DID 
YOU EV&R SEE CalIARO OscURO’S MASTER-PIECE, THE JUDGMENT OF SoLomon lg 

Royal Academician, ‘‘I THINK NOT.’ ARE YOU QUITE SURE ABOUT THE PAINTER’S Name!” 

Simpkinson, ‘‘On y3s, I sdw THE PicruRE aT CHRISTIE’s, YOU KNOW. IT was DE&- 
SCRIBED IN TRAE CATALOGUE AS ‘THE JUDGMENT OF SOLOMON, A SPLENDID BXAMPLE OF 
Csr1aro Oscuro’!” 





Pretoria, May 11, 1896. 
DUTCH-RUM-MUN LAW. “There is a general belief that "Brown 
(By Telegraph from our Special Correspondent.) | Jou, and Honinson willl escape capital 
‘'Tms morning ihies of the leading citi- youre imp isoumont fn lager, and confiscation 
zens of Johannesburg, Messrs. Joun Brown, ees 
Davip Jonzs, and DonaLp Rosrinson, w Pretoria, May 12, 1896, 


were. 
found ot of lése-majesté towards Presi- ! ‘The British Colonial Secretary has tele- | is here intended.” 


LIVER CROMWELL Ker-@-R, and 
sentenced a petition, signed by all the Uit 
vails, and a petitio e Ui 
landers, ae ‘been’ sen : e G-rm-n 
Emp-r-r, prayiog iat to Setebend for the 
condemned men 


eta to President P. O. C. Kr-e-z, 
him to spare the lives of Brown, 

Er ONES, and Rosinson, offering ample indem- 
nity. The President is 
tion, and has drawn extensively on his coffee 
allowance. The prisoners are allowed to see 
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[May 16, 1896, 


their friends at the rate of £5 a minute during 


each interview.” 
Pretoria, May 13, 1896. 


‘*To-day President P-1 OxLivER Crom- 
WELL Kr-@-R gave his decision re Messrs, 
Brown, Jonzs, and Rosrnson. the 
condemned men ‘was fined a dollar, but I 
believe I am correct in mee that the private 
indemnity amounts to £30,000 There was 


t the ‘Uitlanders when 
the 2 seal f tstce Sacra, and the President's 


clemency is universally ener The Colo- 
nial Secretary immediatel cabled his grati- 
tude, and the Grand on of the Vic 


Order to the President. The G-rm-n Em- 
pa has also sent his omngreraeees, and is 


sioner has 
a ies for the conduct of Brown, JonEs. 
and )BINEON, and the incident is considered 








SPORTIVE SONGS. 


A Poor, WALKER TO A LADY WHO DRIVES 
A CoacH. 


I NEVER could quite understand 
rt leasure of a four-in-hand 
‘I saw you leave the *‘ Grand,” 
bs fearless, peerless driver. 
You gathered up your reins with skill, 
You curled your whip with such a will, 
You left the traffic ** standing still,”’ 
And took the road to Iver. 


I hailed a hansom then and there, 
And followed you across the square ; 
You made St. James's gape and atare, 
And also Piccadilly. 
The ’bus men, most obliging crew, 
Sheered off whene’er you came in view ; 
The railway Melia way to you, 
The cabbies ‘* 


And yet my ‘‘ London as “¢ 
Had great duress your course to steer, 
And brought us perilously near 
A case for compensation. 
And all the while you ee to be 
Exulting in your passage 
I saw your shoulders “eer with glee, 
And envied your elation. 


St. Mary Abbott's! Now our ** load ”” 
Goes northward to the Uxbridge Road ; 
And surely urged by cowboy’s goad 

Your team could not go r! 
Always the same politeness ave 
By charioteers —your sway they own, 
kad leave the = for you alone,— 

our drag their ‘* Yellow Aster.” 


Bat oh! there comes that horrid hill! 
- Your horses break—my senses 
I feel that there must be a spill, 
And seem to scent disaster |— 
A careless cyclist caused the smash. 
How could he dare such running res? 
Here’s brandy 1 Come now, sip a dash! 
And here’s some sticking-plaster 


MisnaMED.—There is a town in Kansas 
where a ‘lady mayor ” is assisted by ‘‘ lady 
councillors,” a ‘lady city clerk,” and a 
“lady judge.” The name of this A 
Eden is, however, Gaylord. Surely, as 
ARTEMUS WakD would have said, ‘'A A goak 


APPROPRIATE, AT THE BooxkeELLERSs’ 

INNER —'‘ The toast of ‘The Trade’ was 
acknowledged Mr Mr, Bompvs,.” Of course 
** Bumpers round !”’ 
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“THE PITY OF IT!” 


OTHELLO (South Africa). “‘ CASSIO, I LOVE THEE; BUT NEVER MORE BE OFFICER OF MINE.” 
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PESSIMISM. 
Artist (irritated by the preliminaries of composition and the too close proximity of an unin- 
teresting native), ‘‘l THINK YOU NEEDN'T WAIT ANY LONGER, TAERE’S REALLY NOTHING TO 


LOOK AT JUST NOW,” 
Native, ‘‘ Ay, AN’ I DOOT THERE ’LL NEVER BE MUCKLE TO LOOK AT THERE!” 


| Like bricks in a box. Wy, 1’ve wore out my 
cocks many times wiv the longing to 


em, 
Bat this Mister Grapstine ’e seems for to 


TOMMY HARTFUL ON HAPPY EVENINGS. 


[** Some people rather favoured the goody-goody 
sort of philanthropy, which aimed at giving a child 
a bun, making it sing a hymn, and sending it to know more erbout hus por kiddies than 
a oe week 7 which mer a — ae some on ’em. 

t of a bun-and-hymn society.”—AMr. Her i Iain’t ? air’ 
Gatos ate dal Met ofthe res | S05 inks wo iat enpy, lon our sh 
Happy Evening Association.} it ram on ’em P 
I am only a kid wot must do as I’m bid, asthe |I likes mine best towsley, I tell yer. Yer 
spe ’ book sez, or tis wuss for me ; strite away, up-an’-down style ain’t my 
But I do know this, goody-goody is dull ! motter, 
Some as plays up the parson and nuss | Yer don’t want no brushing to play at Ho 
for me Scotch or at Please t:r remember 
Means well, I’ve no doubt, but lor! when 
yer carn’t shout. nor yet clomp yer poor 
feet, nor yet scufile, 
e stitch, mykes yer feel quisby 


Grotter. 
Pray! That’s where this ’ere Mister HEr- 
BERT ’as’it it inonce. ’Appy Evenings 


It gives yer is proper, 
snitch, and the little ’uns sets on the | If they don’t mean school outer school, dont- 
snufile, cher ven But they did ought to put a 
cop- r 





Yer = we ve got legs, and notoldtimber pegs, 6 
n 


e the sailor-man down in our any 
dies, 


savin’ bollet as its larks when its 
And legs, when they ’re live ’uns on ki 


€ lessons! I do call that ’umbuggin’ 
er see, ain’t a mite like the post of Aunt hartful ; 
i And if they amg they diddle us kiddies 
They not keep still, and it mykes yer in that wars ey ’re hout —by a cart-full. 
feel ill when yer knows as yer’ve got to | We dunno a deal, but we’re fly, I can tell 
arrange ’em yer, espeshul to jam as ’ides j 


We’re all Tommy Hartfuls in that; you 
—_* a hus wiv sugared pills, not by a 
ollup 
The projam of these ’Appy Evenings, th 
sy, is amucement, and that ‘‘ pure an 
simple,” 
No teaching—’cept ’ow to ermuse ourselves! 
! you may wyser St. Paul’s to a pimple 
That ’s on the right lay. Wherefore bully for 
HERBERT, and likeways for Lord Lon- 
DONDERRY, 
And them pepe sorts, Lydies Jersky and 
JEUNE march-round, all so scramp- 
oe merry, Wisc 
“* Begun the perceedings,”’ as penny-gafi tou 
putit. Pickter books, paints, scales and 
weightses 
For plying at shop! Ah! I tell yer it’s 
better than stooping for hours over 
slateses, 
Though that ’s all serene in its wy, I serpose, 
as yer cara’t get on fur wivout ing, 
Not these times, yer carn’t, and I’ll ’ave ter 
brush up at the Board School afore I goes | 
arning, 
Leastways Muvver sez so, ani she’s mostly 
right. : I ’ave got to larn figgers and 


spe 
And do a fair ‘‘Standard” afore I turn ten 
yon and then, Muvver sez, there’s no 

in’ 


"Ow igh [ mayrise, Bea Gcapstine myself 
_or @ Batrour, she sez, if 1’m steddy. 
Heigho! I must sy Mister Hessert 's my 

mark, ’cos ’e hunderstands hus. Sol’m 


ready 
To ’ave a fair shy at it—arter a bit. But 


oh! study’s a grind and no herror, 

And grammar or ’rithmetick, when you ’ve 
grubbed short or got Yeadache, ’s a fair 
oly tsrror. 

Bat playing at ‘‘ Snap,” ‘‘’Appy Family,” 
**Shop,”—when you’ve ’ad a long rest 
and good stuffin’,— 

At these’Appy Eveniags, is prime, ani there ’s 
larks in a cocoa-nut eockehy for nuffia! 

They t20k hus to Osterley Park this last sam- 
mer, ’underedon hus! It’sa mercy 

For kiddies like hus as there ’s gents like that 
GLApSsTING, and swells l‘ke that kyind 
Lydy JERSEY. 

The ‘' bun-hymn-and-bed” biznees, thanks 
be! is done. Oh! it’s dull, I can tell 
yer, and dutfia’, 

To sit on a form, like tired’enson a roost, ani 
jest go in for psalm-toons and stuffin’ 
"Ard buns, jest like ’aporths o’ stale, and 

ed down wiv wot Grapstine called 
weak goody-goody, 

As coffee-sho ee gunpowder tea to. 

Ah! well, t> be bumphus and broody, 

My Mavver sez, isn’t becoming the poor. But 
if on’y topsawyers and teachers 

Jest knowed tot a cuss Duiness is to the poor, 
the philanterpistsmightn’t turn preachers 

Too much of the book-bun-and- sort o’ 
gospel, but, like that O.K. kind o’ chappy, 

H. Giapstine, M.P., would try fust for to 
see kids at least knowed the meaning of 


6 ’Appy ”? I 


The ‘‘ Unholy Alliance.” 


(New Scholastie Nursery Rhyme, by the “ Bird 
of Passage.”’) 

[‘* Here was an awful example—Mr. LyvuLpx 
StanLey lying down with Mr. DiGGuz, and the 
two consulting how far they might go in condemna- 
tion of the Bill.’—Mr. Athelstan Riley, on the 
New Education Biil.] 


Hey! Dieete! Dicere! 

What? You on the wriggle ? 
With Sranzey (Progressive) in tune ? 

How the Rad dogs will laugh 


To see this sport,— 
DieeiE (Rad-)dished and playing the spoon ! 
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PESSIMISM. 
Artist (irritated by the preliminaries of composition and the too close proximity of an unin- 


teresting native), ‘‘1 THINK YOU NEEDN’T WAIT ANY LONGER, TAERE’S REALLY NOTHING TO 
LOOK AT JUST NOW.” 


Native, ‘' Ay, AN’ I DOOT THERE ’LL NEVER BE MUCKLE TO LOOK AT THERE!” 


Like bricks in a box. Wy, 1’ve wore out my 
rocks many times wiv the longing to 
change ’em. 

Bat this Mister Gurapstine ’e seems for to 
know more erbout hus poor kiddies than 
some on ’em. 

Some thinks we ’ain’t ’appy onless our ’air's 
iled and brushed up to the nines, Ain't 
it rum on ’em ? 

[ likes mine best towsley, I tell yer. Yer 
strite away, up-an’-down style ain’t my 
motter. 

Yer don’t want no brushing to play at Ho 
Scotch or at Please t:r remember the 
Grotter. 

| Play! That’s where this ’ere Mister HEr- 

BERT ’as’it it inonce, ’Appy Evenings 


TOMMY HARTFUL ON HAPPY EVENINGS. 


‘* Some le rather favoured the goody- 
me of philant ropy, which aimed at sivis Pehl 
a bun, making it sing a hymn, and sending it to | 
bed. The work for which they pleaded was not 
that of a bun-and-hymn society.”—Mr. Herbert 
Gladstone at the Annual Meeting of the Children’s 
Happy Evening Association.) 
I am only a kid wot must do as I’m bid, as the 
spe in’ book s¢z, or ’tis wuss for me; 
But I do know this, goody-goody is dull! 
— as plays up the parson and nuss 
or me 

Means well, I’ve no doubt, but lor! when 
yer carn’t shout. nor yet clomp yer poor 
feet, nor ¥ is scufile, 

It gives yer the stitch, mykes yer feel quisby is proper, 
snitch, and the little ’uns sets on the | If they don’t mean school outer school, dont- 
snufile, cher see, But they did ought to put a 


Yer see we ’ve got /ege, and notoldtimber pegs, cop-stopper 

like the sailor-man down in our ar: On myking belief as its larks when its 
And legs, when they ’re live ’uns on kiddies, oeeree I do call that ’umbuggin’ 
artful ; 
And if they ine they diddle us kiddies 
a fh 


er see, ain’t a mite like the post of Aunt 


They will not keep still, and it mykes yer in that ways, they ’re hout —by a cart-fall. 
feel ill when yer knows as yer’ve got to | We dunno a eal but we’re fly, I can tell 
arrange ’em yer, espeshul to jam as ’ides jollop. 


We’re all Tommy Hartfuls in that; you 

—*s - hus wiv sugared pills, not by a 
ollup 

The projam of these ’Appy Evenings, th 
sy, is amucement, and that “‘ pure an 
simple,’’ 

No teaching—’cept ’ow to ermuse ourselves! 
Ah! you ma ger St. Paul’s toa —_ 

That ’s on the right ay Wherefore bully for 
HERBERT, and likeways for Lord Lon- 


DONDERRY, 

And them er sorts, Lydies Jersey and 
JEUNE march-round, all so scramp- 

heen merry, eis 

‘* Begun the perceedings,” as penny-gaff tou 
put it. Dickter books, paints, scales and 
weightses 

For plying at shop! Ah! I tell yer it’s 
better than stooping for hours over 
slateses, 

Though that ’s all serene in its wy, I serpose, 
as yer cara’t get on fur wivout larning, 

Not these times, yer carn’t, and I’ll ’ave ter 
brush up at the Board School afore I goes | 
arning, 

Leastways Muvver sez so, ani she’s mostly 
snc I ’ave got to larn figgers and 


spe 
And do a fair “‘Standard” afore I turn ten 
year, and then, Mavver sez, there’s no 
in’ 
’Ow’igh I mayrise. Bea Gcapstine myself 
_or & BaLroour, she sez, it 1’m steddy. 
Heigho! I must sy Mister Hessert's my 


Sa ’cos ’e hunderstands hus. Sol’m 
ready 
To ’ave a fair shy at it—arter a bit. But 


oh! study’s a grind and no herror, 

And grammar or ’rithmetick, when you ’ve 
grabbed short or got Yeadache, ’s a fair 
oly tsrror. 

Bat playing at ‘‘ Snap,” *‘’Appy Family,” 
**Shop,’”—when you’ve ’ad a long rest 
and gvod stuffin’,— 

At these ’Appy Eveniags, is prime, ani there ’s 
larks in a cocoa-nut enckehy for nuffia! 

They tok hus to Osterley Park this last sam- 
mer, t ’underedon hus! It’sa mercy 

For kiddies like hus as there ’s gents like that 
GLADSTING, and swells l‘ke that kyind 
Lydy JERSEY. 

The ‘* bun-hymn-and-bed” biznees, thanks 
be! is done. Oh! it’s dull, I can tell 

er, and duttfia’, 

To sit on a form, like tired’enson a roost, and 
jest go in for psalm-toons and stuffin’ 
’Ard buns, jest like ’aporths o’ stale, and 
ae wot GLapsTine called 

we e Y> 

As coffee-sho rong Hea gunpowder tea to. 
Ah! well, t> be bumphus and broody, 

My Mavver sez, isn’t becoming the poor. But 
if on’y topsawyers and teachers 

Jest knowed wot a cuss Duiness is to the poor, 
the philanterpistsmightn’t turn preachers 

Too much of the book-bun-and- sort o’ 
gospel, but, like that O.K. kind o’ chappy, 

H. Guapstine, M.P., would try fust for to 
see kids at least knowed the meaning of 
““Appy” | 


The ‘‘Unholy Alliance.” 
(New Scholastie Nursery Rhyme, by the “ Bird 
of Passage.’’) 


(‘Here was an awful example—Mr. LyvuLPx 
StanLeyY lying down with Mr. DiaG zx, and the 
two consulting how far they might goin condemna- 
tion of the Bill.’—Mr. Athelstan Riley, on the 
New Education Bill.] 


Hey! Dieere! Dicere! 

What? You on the wriggle? 
With Stan .ey (Progressive) in tune ? 

How the Rad dogs will laugh 


To see this sport,— 
Driee er (Rad-)dished and playing the spoon ! 
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PESSIMISM. 


Artist (irritated by the preliminaries of composition and the too close proximity of an wnin- 


teresting native), ‘‘l THINK YOU NEEDN’T WAIT ANY LONGER, 


LOOK AT JUST NOW.” 


TAERE ’S REALLY NOTHING TO 


Native, ‘‘ Ay, AN’ I DOOT THERE ’LL NEVER BE MUCKLE TO LOOK AT THERE!” 


TOMMY HARTFUL ON HAPPY EVENINCS. 


[‘‘ Some people rather favoured the goody-goody 
sort of philanthropy, which aimed at giving a child 
a bun, making it sing a hymn, and sending it to 
bed. The work for which they pleaded was not 
that of a bun-and-hymn society.”—Mr. Herbert 
Gladstone at the Annual Meeting of the Children’s 
Happy Evening Association.) 

I am only a kid wot must do as I’m bid, as the 
spe ’ book sez, or ’tis wuss for me; 
But I do know this, goody-goody is dull! 
—— as plays up the parson and nuss 

or me 

Means well, I’ve no doubt, but lor! when 
yer carn’t shout. nor yet clomp yer poor 
feet, nor yet scufile, 

It gives yer the stitch, mykes yer feel quisby 
aiek. and the little ’uns sets on the 
snufile, 

Yer see we ’ve got legs, and notoldtimber pegs, 
ike the sailor-man down in our a. 

And legs, when they ’re live ’uns on kiddies, 

er see, ain’t a mite like the post of Aunt 


They will not keep still, and it mykes yer 
feel ill when yer knows as yer’ve got to 
arrange ’em 


Like bricks in a box. Wy, 1’ve wore out my 
cocks many times wiv the longing to 


em, 

Bat this Mister Grapstine ’e seems for to 
know more erbout hus poor kiddies than 
some on ’em. 

Some thinks we ’ain’t ’appy onless our ’sir's 
iled and brushed up to the nines, Ain't 
it rum on ’em ? 

[ likes mine best towsley, I tell yer. Yer 
strite away, up-an’-down style ain’t my 
motter, 

Yer don’t want no brushing to play at Ho 
Scotch or at Please t-r remember the 


Grotter. 
| Pray! That’s where this ’ere Mister HEr- 
BERT ’as’it it inonce. ’Appy Evenings 


is proper, 
If they don’t mean school outer school, dont- 
cher see, But they did ought to put a 


co 
On OO EE pellet as its larks when its 
lessons! I do call that ’umbuggin’ 


hartful ; 
And if the ine they diddle us kiddies 
in that rays, they ’re hout —by a cart-fall. 
We dunno a deal, but we’re fly, I can tell 
yer, espeshul to jam as ’ides jollop. 


To ’ave 


We’re all Tommy Hartfuls in that; you 
a. - hus wiv sugared pills, not by a 
ollup 

The projam of these ’Appy Evenings, th 
By, . amusement, and that *‘ pure an 
simple,’ 

No teaching—’cept ’ow to ermuse ourselves! 
Ah! you may wyser St. Paul’s to a pimple 

That ’s on the right lay. Wherefore bully for 
HERBERT, and likeways for Lord Lon- 
DONDERRY, 

And them proper sorts, Lydies JersEyY and 
JEUNE march-round, all so scramp- 

“ Bogan the parece ings,” ff toute 
gun the gs,’ as penny-gafi tou 
putit. Pickter books, paints, scales and 


weightses 
For plying at shop! Ah! I tell yer it’s 
better than stooping for hours over 


slateses, 

Though that ’s all serene in its wy, I serpose, 
as yer cara’t get on fur wivout larning, 

Not these times, yer carn’t, and I’ll ’ave ter 
brush up at the Board School afore I goes | 
arning, 

Leastways Muvver sez so, ani she’s mostly 
right. ; I ’ave got to larn figgers and 


spellin 
And do a fair ‘*Standard”’ afore I turn ten 
oe eae then, Muvver sez, there’s no 
in 


Be a GLADSTING myself 
y. 


"Ow igh I may riee. 
_or a BALFour, ehe sez, it I’m stedd 
Heigho! I must sy Mister Hessent 's my 
mark, ’cos ’e hunderstands hus. Sol’m 


ready 
a fair shy at it—arter a bit. But 
oh! study’s a grind and no herror, 

And grammar or ’rithmetick, when you ’ve 
grubbed short or got Yeadache, ’s a fair 
oly tarror. 

Bat playing at ‘‘ Snap,” ‘‘’Appy Family,” 
**Shop,’—when you’ve ’ad a long rest 
and gvod stuffin’,— 

At these’ Appy Eveniags, is prime, ani there ’s 
larks in a cocoa-nut oockehy for nuffia! 

They tok hus to Osterley Park this last sam- 
mer, three ’undered on hus! It’s a mercy 

For kiddies like hus as there ’s gents like that 
GLapDsTING, and swells l'ke that kyind 
Lydy JERSEY. 

The ‘* bun-hymn-and-bed” biznees, thanks 
be! is done. Oh! it’s dull, I can tell 
yer, and duffia’, 

To sit on a form, like tired’enson a roost, ani 
jest go in for psalm-toons and stuffin’ 

buns, jest like ’aporths o’ stale, and 
down wiv wot GLapsTine called 


weak goody-goody, 


As coffee-shop cat-lap is gunpowder tea to. 
Ah! al: t» be . 


mphus and broody, 
My Mavver sez, isn’t ing the poor. But 
if on’y topsawyersa and teachers 


Jest knowed wot a cuss Duilness is to the poor, 
the philanterpistsmightn’t turn preachers 
Too much of the book-bun-and- sort o’ 
gospel, but, like that O.K. kind o’ chappy, 
H. Grapstine, M.P., would try fust for to 
see kids at least knowed the meaning of 


6+ ’Appy ”? ] 


The ‘‘Unholy Alliance.” 

(New Scholastie Nursery Rhyme, by the “ Bird 

of Passage.”’) 

(‘Here was an awful example—Mr. LyvLPxH 
StanLey lying down with Mr. DieGix, and the 
two consulting how far they might go in condemna- 
tion of the Bill.’"—Mr. Athelstan Riley, on the 
New Education Bill.) 

Hey! Dicer! Dice! 
What? You on the wriggle? 


With Sranzey (Progressive) in tune ? 
How the Rad dogs will laugh 


To see this sport,— 
DieeiE (Rad-)dished and playing the spoon ! 
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PESSIMISM. 
Artist (irritated by the preliminaries of composition and the too close proximity of an unin- 


teresting native), ‘‘l THINK YOU NEEDN'T WAIT ANY LONGER, 


LOOK AT JUST NOW.” 


TERE ’S REALLY NOTHING TO 


Native, ‘'‘ Ay, AN’ I DOOT THERE ’LL NEVER BE MUCKLE TO LOOK AT THERE!” 


TOMMY HARTFUL ON HAPPY EVENINCS. 


[‘* Some people rather favoured the goody-goody 
sort of philanthropy, which aimed at giving a child 
a bun, making it sing a hymn, and sending it to 
bed. The work for which they pleaded was not 
that of a bun-and-hymn society.”—Mr. Herbert 
Gladstone at the Annual Meeting of the Children’s 
Happy Evening Association.) 

I am only a kid wot must do as I’m bid, as the 
spe in’ book sez. or ’tis wuss for me; 
But I do know this, goody-goody is duit! 
Some as plays up the parson and nuss 

for me 

Means well, I’ve no doubt, but lor! when 
yer carn’t shout. nor yet clomp yer poor 
feet, nor yet scufile, 

It gives yer 
snitch, and the little ’uns sets on 
snuffle, 

Yer see we ve got legs, andnot oldtimber pegs, 
like the sailor-man down in our es 

And legs, when they ’re live ’uns on kiddies, 

er see, ain’t a mite like the post of Aunt 


They will not keep still, and it mykes yer 
feel ill when yer knows as yer’ve got to 
arrange ’em 


e stitch, mykes yer feel quisby 
€ 


Like bricks in a box. Wy, 1’ve wore out my 
eocks many times wiv the longing to 


change ’em, 

Bat this Mister Guapstine ’e seems for to 
know more erbout hus poor kiddies than 
some on ’em. 

Some thinks we ’ain’t ’appy onless our ’air’s 
iled and brushed up to the nines, Ain't 
it rum on ’em? 

[ likes mine best towsley, I tell yer. Yer 
strite away, up-an’-down style ain’t my 


motter, 

Yer don’t want no brushing to play at Ho 
Scotch or at Please t:r remember the 
Grotter. 

P.ay! That’s where this ’ere Mister Hrr- 
BERT ’as’it it inonce. ’Appy Evenings 


| is r, 
the | If they don’t mean school outer school, dont- 


cher see. But they did ought to put a 


cop-stopper 3 
On myking belief as its larks when its 
lessons! I do call that ’umbuggin’ 
hartful ; 
And if they ap they diddle us kiddies 
in that ways, ey re hout—by a cart-fall. 
We dunno a deal, but we’re fly, I can tell 
yer, espeshul to jam as ’ides jollop. 


We’re all Tommy Hartfuls in that; you 
a. - hus wiv sugared pills, not by a 
ollup 
The projam of these ’Appy Evenings, th 
By, _ amusement, and that ‘* pure an 
simple.’ 
No teaching—’cept ’ow to ermuse ourselves! 
! you may wyeer St. Paul’s to a pimple 
That ’s on the right lay. Wherefore bully for 
HERBERT, and likeways for Lord Lon- 


DONDERRY, 

And them pro sorts, Lydies JersEY and 
JEUNE march-round, all so scramp- 

ae Bae nee 

“* Begun the perceedings,”’ as penny-gaff tou 
put it. Dickter books, paints, scales and 
weightses 

For plying at shop! Ah! I tell yer it’s 
better than stooping for hours over 
slateses 


Though that’s all serene in its wy, I serpose, 
as yer cara’t get on fur wivout larning, 

Not these times, yer carn’t, and I’ll ’ave ter 
brush up at the Board School afore I goes 
arning, 

Leastways Muvver sez so, ani she’s mostly 
right. : I ’ave got to larn figgers and 


spe 
And do a fair “Standard” afore I turn ten 
Ta then, Muavver sez, there’s no 
in 


Be a GLADSTING myself 
y. 


"Ow ’igh I may rise. 
_or & BALFour, she sez, if I’m stedd 
Heigho! I must sy Mister Hessert's my 
mares ’c0s ’e hunderstands hus. Sol’m 
resdy 

To ’ave a fair shy at it—arter a bit. But 
oh! study’s a grind and no herror, 

And grammar or ’rithmetick, when you ’ve 
grubbed short or got Yeadache, ’s a fair 
oly tsrror. 

Bat playing at ‘‘ Snap,” ‘‘’Appy Family,” 
**Shop,”—when you’ve ’ad a long rest 
and good stuffin’,— 

At these’ Appy Eveniags, is prime, ani there's 
larks in a cocoa-nut enckshy for nuffia! 

They tok hus to Osterley Park this last sam- 
mer, t ’underedon hus! It’sa mercy 

For kiddies like hus as there ’s gents like that 
GLADSTING, and swells l‘ke that kyind 
Lydy JERSEY. 

The ‘’ bun-hymn-and-bed”’ bizness, thanks 
be! is done. Oh! it's dull, I can tell 

er, and duffia’, 

To sit on a form, like tired’enson a roost, and 
jest go in for psalm-toons and s ; 
Ard buns, jest like ’aporths o’ stale, and 
rane down wiv wot GLADSTING called 

weak goody-goody, 

As coffee-sho tay gunpowder tea to, 

Ah! well, t> be bumphus and broody, 

My Mavver sez, isn’t ing the poor. But 
if on’y topsawyers and teachers 

Jest knowed wot a cuss Duiness is to the poor, 
the philanterpistsmightn’t turn preachers 

Too much of the book-bun-and- sort o’ 
gospel, but, like that O0.K. kind o’ chappy, 

H. Grapstine, M.P., would try fust for to 
seo kids at least knowed the meaning of 


és ’Appy ”? ] 


The ‘‘ Unholy Alliance.” 


(New Scholastic Nursery Rhyme, by the “ Bird 
of Passage.’’) 

(‘Here was an awful example—Mr. LyvLrx 
Stan.Ley lying down with Mr. DiaGuz, and the 
two consulting how far they might goin condemna- 
tion of the Bill.”—Mr. Athelstan Riley, on the 
New Ed-wation Bill.) 


Hey! Dieete! Diceere! 

What? You on the wriggle? 
With Sran ey (Progressive) in tune? 
How the Rad dogs will laugh 


To see this sport,— 
DreeiE (Rad-)dished and playing the spoon ! 
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Irishman (whose mate has just fallen overboard with the bucket while swabbing decks), ‘‘ Puaze, CaPriy, DO YK RIMIMBER THAT SCOTCHIE 
YE TOK ABOARD TBE SAME TOIME AS YE DID ME? I MANE HIM WOT HAD THE LOT 0’ Gooo CHARACTER PAPERS, AN’ ME THAT NIVER 


HAD A BLISSID WAN?” Captain. ‘‘'WEtL?” Irishman, *‘ WELL—HE’S OFF WID YER Palit!" 
Oh, sweet the cool whiff of the turf, the fist sniff of 
REVERIES AT LORD'S. The fresh London lilac! There’s no need to-day 
By an Elderly Enthusiast. Di seN eae on - ewees i it ae i a oats ; 
at the Doctor! How’s that for leg-play. 
ee = ialie felted yg 3 By Jove! heswiped that well! Gad! Beaten by ATTEWELL!! 
But not as R. A. time do J greet the Maytime, Hoped Grack was well set, for great joy it affords 
With eye to St. Stephen’s, the Play, or the Parks. _ ring; t widely smiling, 2 up-piling 
N 0, when the May cometh, and Babylon hummeth, Ro Cuasary © Ste ie MAOR OS ASS 
ae i ncn ca ieee Soe All wished Be might doit. Sheer vinegar-cruet ‘ 
Enjoys the delights of the first match at Lord’s. | “He can have 8 season Ik let, if erakers reason : 
i i at lord! w e keeps up his form and his plack, 
TEi eau Though hard upon fifty, still stalwart and shifty, 
In fields bare and boggy, all muddy and foggy, Leviathan’s play a fair prospect affords 
To fight for the sphere is a fun I can’t see, Of splendid surprises at cricketing criser, ‘ 
But oh! in fine weather the whizz of the leather Long be it ’ere Grace sees his last match at Lord's! 
pcan ingl Fm eetingor bet wine; | Young ean meme ps, ad sks "The kien,” 
. . ’ : TORER ay makes the bowlers sit up. 
There ’s no pick-me-up like the first match at Lord's. De TRaFFoRD’s a ee on suites or renner | 
It’s well worth a million to see the Pavilion — An elegant mixture of DEERFoot and Krupp 
Warm flushing once more with the faces one knows ; We want at a wicket, and then we get Cricket ! 
White veterans jolly, who handle a brolly I don’t like your blendings of blocks and deal boards. 
As though ’twere a bat, and the scoring ran close. No! keep the game spinning, and—losing or winning — 
a penny old Paley ond are wiel a thes willow, You’re sure to find fun in your first match at Lord’s. 
e Ferix or Mynn. Still it draws him like cords, ‘ 
That first shout of ‘‘ Over!” and he is in clover "Eee tall all tae dag like » footisarmus boy nae 
When thus settling down to the first match at Lord’s. Good old uns still prizing I watch the up : 
Eh? Old ’uns? Lord bless us! that grim shirt of Of promising ‘‘ colts” with a cricketer’s joy. 
Nessus Hooray for King Willow! When seeking my pillow 
We throw off as soon as the wickets are pitched ; I log no ‘‘ lost day”; and dim dream-world affords : 
The first sight of flannels warms blood in its channels, Renewal of pleasure. ‘While health lasts, and leisure, 
The eye brightens up, and the bosom ’s bewitched. I’ll not miss the joys of the first match at Lord's. 


Take Lancashire’s Hornny! Is he held in scorn by 
Good judges for what Edaz Rerum records ? 

His grip as firm-fixed is as when in the Sixties, LaTEst FROM MaTABELE Lanp.—‘' All the ostriches made tracks 
Or thereabouts, he fought his first match at Lord's. when they saw Colonel Prumer.’’ 
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CROSS QUESTIONS; 

Or, the Doom of the Yale-ow-backs, 

(** The course of lectures on living \ \ 
English novelists at Yale is to be . «= 
discontinued.”.— American Paper.) é 

WE believe, however, that the 
following Examination Paper is 
likely to be set to all students of 


the course: 
“the kail - yard 


>) 


1, Explain 
school of fiction.” How many 
Scotch ex-Ministers do you con- 
sider are uisite in order to 
make one English novelist ? 

2. Which do you think the 

ter master of style—Groncr 

EREDITH or MARK TwaIN? 
What reason have you for sup- 

ng that the title of Mr. 

y's novel was originally 

intended to be George the Ob- 
scure ? 

3. “‘Sir WatteR Scorr was 
only an inferior StantEY Wey- 
MAN, and My Lady Rotha has 

better than Ivanhoe.” 
Examine this statement. 

4, At what date in the twen- 
tieth century do you anticipate 
that the authoress of Robert 
Elsmere will have got through 
the stock of immediately available 
‘** burning questions” ? 

5. a a in his mn _ 
guage, and as far as possible wi 
due regard to propriety, what Dr. 
sad with a Pte) Ove oD 
said wi o (a) Ovrma, 
Saran Grand, (c) the Authoress 
of The Yellow Aster. 

6. Trace the following sentences 
to their sources: —(a) ‘* Her 
mobile peony mouth.” (5) “ The 
horizon beyond these calcareous 
ue _ of a deep ultra- 

e c 
thing happened.”’ 
disjasket wi’ the rheums.”’ 


ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 
EXTRACTED FROM THE DIARY OF TOBY, M.P. 


House of Commons, Monday, May 4.—'‘‘ There ’s one thing I like 
about an Irishman,” eaid the Member for Sark. ‘’ It is the fathom- 
leas resources of his power of contradiction. These are Jimited only 
by his ignorance of what you are going to ray. And that doesn’t 
= matter. If he doesn’t have you one way he’ll take you in 
another. 

These reflections arose on incident connected with eupeees 
Magistrates (Ireland) Bill. ATTORNEY-GENERAL FOR IRELAND 
moved second reading. Irish Members on various benches jumped 
up with questions. Smack of old times about very title of Bill. 
ATTORNEY-GENERAL protested there was nothing init. No change 
porreeee in position, pay, or qualification of magistrates. ‘‘ It is,” 

added, by way of clinching matter, ‘* merely an alteration in the 
nseme, 

Then Joun Ditton saw his chance. Glancing round, he perceived 
JoHN REDMOND wasn’t present. Had all the field to himself 
Ireland should now see which wes the true friend, the watchful 

Tat an S ” said J. D., regarding with ste 

‘*T must say, Mr. Speaker,” said J. D.,r ing wi git 
glance Prince ARTHUR in Janguishing mood on the Treasury 
‘**T have a preference for the old style of Resident Magistrate.’ 

‘“*Tam glad to hear that,” said Provce Artsur, blandlv; “* for 
_ ae of the Bill is to restore the title of Resident 


It is here that pre-eminence of Irish Member in direction indi- 
cated by SaRx was triumpbantly vindicated. Any other community, 
abashed by this harmless bl nder, would have withdrawn nentoe 
and gratefully, if temporarily, retired into background. 
descendants of many kirgs. Lesder of party had specifically 
obj: cted to Measure on ground that it destroyed the treasured name 
and associations of the Resident Magistrates. No, said Prince 
ARTHUR ; exactly the reverse. 


ot so the 





A COMPROMISE AND A COMPENSATION. 


‘'Look HERE, Maccizk, You SAY YOU WANT TO COME WITH MB 
‘‘Then a strange|TO PARIS MEBELY TO ORDBR SOME NEW Frocks. WHY, YOU OAN 


(d) **I’m sair |GET EVERYTHING YOU REQUIRE IN BonD STRERT.” 
‘On, THANKS, DEAREST! THAT'S ALL I WANTED!” 


.| along, serenely assumip 


7. Do you agree’with the boy’s 
criticiem, after reading’ Treasure 
; Island, that ‘‘ he wished there was 

oe Samoa of it”? P If not, why not? 
4 8. It has been said that “‘ the . 
decease of SHERLOCK HoLMEs is 
the greatest blow struckiat pure 
literature in the last half-cen- 
tury.”” Isthere any exeggeration 
about the remark; and to what 
extent do you consider Brigadier 
a ; satisfactory substitute 
or ] e 


DOG-GEREL ANENT A 
DRAMATIC J.P. 


[“‘ At Edeware Sessions, Mr. W. S. 
GiLsERtT, J.P., was fined for having 
an unmuzzled dog at large.’’] 


To make the punishment fit the 


crime 
Is the maxim of W. G., 
So would not a muzzle upon his 
A atin lty be? 
g pena e 
But brother ** rate ” took a busi- 


ness line, 
And W. G. paid a practical fine, 


Tue proceedings at the Inver- 
ness Town Council were recent] 
enlivened bya ‘‘tiff” tuahecentvel 
between two of its orators—one a 
baker, the other a publican. The 
former having cast aspersions 
upon the Licensed Victualling 
profession, the publican, in ‘‘ re- 
plying for the Bar,” suggested 

t ** the liquor business was con- 
ducted as respectably as that of the 
baker. and he did not see why any 


slur be thrown upon their 
trade,” wan indeed P especially 
by amaker of loaves! For if bars 


were barred, the loafer’s occupa- 
tion be gone, and there would 
be neither cakes nor ale, 


‘Very well, then,” said Daty (the Daly Inquirer of an earlier 
stage of the arenes **] move that the Bill be read a second time 

is day six months,” Then came angry debate, movement of the 
adjournment, the closure, division on the closure, division on t 
amen t, and final division, by which second reading was carri 
by 171 votes sgainst 47. ; 

Business done.—Budget Bill reed second time. 


Tuesday.—Jous OF Gorst in finest Manipur mood. Business in 
hand reading of a Bill which even Parxce ARTHUR admits 
to be complex and controversial, Others of blunter speech speak of 
it as revolutionising system of national education, breaking up pact 
of peace that has existed for quarter of century. Opposition Benches 
crowded; an angered muster, ‘breathing war from every nostril,” as 
R. G. WEBSTER says. Tothem enter Jonw or Gorst with Educa- 
tion Bill in hand, cesually waving it as if it were red fleg and the 
crowd before him a herd of wild oxen, 
oane mee than JoHN’s manner, nor softer than his speech. 
Not once his voice uplifted above converrational tone; went ambling 
that everything might be taken for 
eae Members opposite writhed on their seats, yelled contra- 
ction, cut themselves with knives (this last in a Parliamentary 
sense, of course). JoHN oF GoRsT jogged placidly on, just as if he 
been reading his speech to the boulders that form Stonehenge, 
Most often he (to quote R. G. WEBSTER at oe on the toes of 
the Nonoonformist conscience.” But now and then he, quite acci- 
dentally as it seemed, gave his political friends, his pastors and 
masters, a sly kncck. Once he kicked out behind at Prince 
ArTuur, Don José and other Members of the Cabinet listening 


apprehensive. Some le, he observed, argued that all would be 
well if only the head of the department were called the Education 
Minister, with a seat in the Cabinet. 


**T cannot for the life of me,’’ he continued, ‘‘ see how the Vice- 
President of the Council would be more wise or a hy in 
educational matters by having his name changed, and g required 
to attend the meetings of the Cabinet Council.” 
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Irishman (whose mate has just fallen overboard with the bucket while swabbing decks), ‘‘ Puaze, CaPTIN, DO YK RIMIMBER THAT SOOTCHIE 
YE TOK ABOARD THE SAME TOIME AS YE DID ME? I MANE HIM WOT HAD THE LOT 0’ Goop CHARACTER PAPERS, AN’ ME THAT NIVER 


HAD A BLISSID WAN?” Captain, ‘‘WEtL?” Irishman, *‘ WELL—HE’S OFF WID YER PAIL!" 
Oh, sweet the cool whiff of the turf, the fist sniff of 
REVERIES AT LORD'S. The fresh London lilac! There’s no need to-day 
By an Elderly Enthusiast. oer oun = é: ee it Ce sere = es 4 
at the Doctor! How’s that for leg-play. 
vie fhe cok ie de ie cad te ks: By Jove! he swiped that well! Gad! Beaten by ATrEWxLL! | 
But not as R. A. time do J greet the Maytime, Hopec GRACE was well set, for great joy it affords 
With eye to St. Stephen’s, the Play, or the Parks. a" ring; ene smiling, eee — apie 
No, when the May cometh, and Babylon hummeth, a es eae ee meen Se sae S 
ers in light-hearted leisure se cdo meee = aoe vistese re k 
Enjoys the delights of the first match at Lord’s, ' “He ca hers season ke lat,” oronkers reason : : 
: ; at lord! w e up his form and his plaox, 
yee ree nae Thoogh hard upon iy, ol stalwart and sty, 
In fields bare and boggy, all muddy and foggy, Leviathan’s play a fair prospect affords 
To fight for the sphere is a fun I can’t see. Of splendid surprises at cricketing criser, i 
But oh! in fine weather the whizz of the leather Long be it ’ere Grace sees his last match at Lord's! 
AC Young Hansa sem a ripper, and so thinks The Skipper,” 
. ° ’ ‘ And STORER to-day makes the bowlera sit up. 
There ’s no pick-me-up like the first match at Lord's. De TRarrorD’s a ibaa as antiter or runner | 
It’s well worth a million to see the Pavilion An elegant mixture of DrErroor and Kaupp 
Warm flushing once more with the faces one knows ; We want at a wicket, and then we get Cricket ! 
White veterans jolly, who handle a brolly _I don’t like your blendings of blocks and deal boards. 
As though ’twere a bat, and the scoring ran close. No! keep the game spinning, and—losing or eae 
That paunchy old fellow could once wield the willow You’re sure to find fun in your first match at Lord’s, 


Like FeLix or Mynn. Still it draws him like cords, 


That first shout of ‘* Over!” and he is in clover Pheugh! Now for my dinner! As I am a sinner 


. ’ I’ve felt all the day like a frolicsome boy. 

When thus settling down to the first match at Lord’s. Good old *uns still a I wateh the upri aoe 

Eh? Old ’uns? Lord bless us! that grim shirt of Of promising ‘‘ colts” with a cricketer’s joy. — 
Nessus Hooray for King Willow! When seeking my pillow 

We throw off as soon as the wickets are pitched ; I log no ‘‘ lost day”; and dim dream-world affords 
The first sight of flannels warms blood in its channels, Renewal of pleasure. ‘While health lasts, and leisure, 

The eye brightens up, and the bosom ’s bewitched. I'll not miss the joys of the first match at Lord's. 
Take Lancashire’s Hornny! Is he held in scorn by | i a 


Good judges for what Edaz Rerum records ? 
His grip as firm-fixed is as when in the Sixties, Latest FROM MaTasete Lanp.—'' All the ostriches made tracks 
Or thereabouts, he fought his first match at Lord's. when they saw Colonel Prumen.”’ 
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CROSS QUESTIONS; 
Or, the Doom of the Yale-ow-backs, 

(** The course of lectures on living 
English novelists at Yale is to be 
discontinued.”— American Paper.] 

WE believe, however, that the 
following Examination Paper is 
likely to be set to all students of 
the course :— 

1. Explain ‘‘the kail - yard 
school of fiction.”” How many 
Seotch ex-Ministers do you con- 
sider are uisite in order to 
make one English novelist ? 

2. Which do you think the 

ter master of style—Groncr 

EREDITH or MARK TwaAIN? 
What reason have you for sup- 

ing that the title of Mr. 

y's novel was originally 

intended to be George the Ob- 
scure ? 

3. “*Sir WatteR Scorr was 
only an inferior StantEY WeEy- 
MAN, and My Lady Rotha has 

better than Ivanhoe.” 
Examine this statement. 

4, At what date in the twen- 
tieth century do you anticipate 
that the authoress of Robert 
Elsmere will have got through 
the stock of immediately available 
‘burning questions” ? 

5. er — in his — _ 
guage, and as far as possible wi 
due regard to propriety, what Dr. 
JOHNSON d probably have 
said with regard to (a) Ovum, (3) 
Saran Granp, (c) the Authoress 


of The Yellow Aster. 
6. Trace the following sentences 
to their sources: —(a) ‘*‘ Her 


mobile peony mouth.” (5) “* The 
horizon beyond these calcareous 
escarpwents was of a deep ultra- 
marine.’ (c) ‘‘ Th 
thing happened.” 
disjasket wi’ the rheums.”’ 


ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 
EXTRACTED FROM THE DIARY OF TOBY, M.P. 


House of Commons, Monday, May 4.—‘‘ There ’s one thing I like 
about an Irishman,’ said the Member for Sark. ‘’ It is the fathom- 
less resources of his power of contradiction. These are Jimited 
by his ignorance of what you are going to ray. And that doesn’t 
a matter. If he doesn’t have you one way he’ll take you in 
another. 

These reflections arose on incident connected with Sees 
Magistrates (Ireland) Bill. ATTORNEY-GENERAL FoR IRELAND 
moved second reading. Irish Members on various benches jumped 
up with questions. Smack of old times about very title of Bill. 
ATTORNEY-GENERAL protested there was nothing init. No change 
pores in position, pay, or qualification of magistrates. ‘‘It is,” 

added, by way of clinching matter, ‘‘ merely an alteration in the 
nseme, 

Then JoHn Ditton saw his chance. Glancing round, he perceived 
JoHn REpMoND wasn’t present. Had all the field to himself. 
Ireland should now see which wes the true friend, the watchful 
eT uae ap Mae ” said J. D., regarding with ste 

“Im say, Mr. SPEAKER, . dD,r g wi m 
glance Prince ARTHUR in Janguishing mood on the Treasury Bench, 
**T have a preference for the old +> of Resident Magistrate.’’ 

‘*T am glad to hear that,” said Provce ArTaur, blandlv; ‘* for 
— pert object of the Bill is to restore the title of Resident 


It is here that pre-eminence of Irish Member in direction indi- 
cated ke Sax was triumpbantly vindicated. Any other community, 
abashe ps Bog harmless bl nder, would have withdrawn ition 
and grate . if temporarily, retired into b und, Not so the 
descendants of many kirgs. Lesder of party had specifically 
obj: cted to Measure on ground that it destroyed the treasured name 

associa of the Resident Magistrates. No, said Prince 
ARTHUR; exactly the reverse. 





A COMPROMISE AND A COMPENSATION. 


‘'Look HERF, Maagociz, You SAY YOU WANT TO COME WITH MB 
en a strange|TO PARIS MEBELY TO ORDBR SOME NEW FRooKS. WHy, YOU OAN 
(d) **I’m sair| GET EVERYTHING YOU REQUIRE IN Bonp STREET.” 


‘‘On, THANKS, DEAREST! THAT'S ALL I WANTED!” 


7. Do you agree’with;the boy’s 
criticism, after reading’ Treasure 
Island, that ‘‘ he wished there was 
Samoa of it”? If not, why not ? 

8. It has been said that ‘* the 
decease of SHERLOCK HoLMEs is 
the greatest blow struck at pure 
literature in the last half-cen- 
tury.” Isthere any exeggeration 
about the remark; and to what 
extent do you consider Brigadier 
antes : satisfactory substitute 

or c e 


DOG-GEREL ANENT A 
DRAMATIC J.P. 


[** At Edgware Sessions, Mr. W. S. 
GiLBERT, J.P., was fined for having 
an unmuzzled dog at large.’’] 


To make the punishment fit the 
@ 


crim 
Is the maxim of W. G., 
So would not a muzzle upon his 


rhyme 
A fitting penalty be ? 


But brother ‘‘ s’’ took a busi- 
ness line, 
And W. G. paid a practical fine. 
THE proc at the Inver- 
ness Town cil were recent] 


Coun 

enlivened bya ‘‘tiff”’ that 
between two of its orators—one a 
baker, the other a publican. The 
former having cast aspersions 
upon the Licensed Victualling 
profession, the publican, in ‘' re- 
plying for the Bar,” suggested 

t ** the liquor business was con- 
ducted as respectably as that of the 
baker. and he did not see why any 
slur should be wwe open oar 
trade, in especially 
by a maker ed icaveat For if bars 
were barred, the loafer’s occupa- 
tion would be gone, and there would 
be neither cakes nor ale, 


** Very well, then,” said Daty (the Daly Inquirer of an earlier 
stage of the poate **] move that the Bill bea read a second time 
this day six months.” Then came angry debate, movement of the 
adjournment, the closure, division on the closure, division on t 
amendment, and final division, by which second reading was carri 


only by 171 votes sgainst 47. 


Business done.—Budget Bill reed second time. 


Tuesday.—Jouw oF Gorst in finest Manipur mood. Business in 
hand second reading of a Bill which even Parxsce ARTHUR admits 
to be complex and controversial. Others of blunter speech speak of 
it as revolutionising system of national education, breaking up pact 
of peace that has existed for quarter of century. Opposition Benches 
crowded; an angered muster, ‘breathing war from every nostri],” as 
R. G. WsstTER says. To them enter Jonnw or Gonrst with Educa- 
tion Bill in hand, cesually waving it as if it were red fleg and the 
crowd before him a herd of wild oxen. 

ae er than JoHN’s manner, nor softer than his speech. 
Not once his voice uplifted above convertational tone; went ambling 
along, serenely assuming that everything might be taken for 
Cn Members opposite writhed on their seats, yelled contra- 
iction, cut themselves with knives (this last in a Parliamentary 
sense, of course), JoHN OF Gorst jogged placidly on, just as if he 
had been reading his speech to the boulders that form Stonehenge, 
Most often he (to quote R. G. WEBSTER again) ‘‘trod on the toes of 
the Nonconformist conscience,’”’ But now and then he, quite acci- 
dentally as it seemed, gave his political friends, his pastors and 
masters, a sly kncck. Once he kicked out behind at Prince 
Artuur, Don José and other Members of the Cabinet listening 
apprehensive. Some Bee le, he observed, argued that all would be 
well if only the head of the department were called the Education 
Minister, with a seat in the Cabinet. 

**T cannot for the life of me,’’ he continued, ‘‘ see how the Vice- 
President of the Council would be more wise or mare Sewers in 
educational matters by having his name changed, and g required 
to attend the meetings of the Cabinet Council.” 
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Irishman (whose mate has just fallen overboard with the bucket while swabbing decks), ‘‘ Puaze, CAPTIN, DO YR RIMIMBER THAT SCOTCHIE 
YE TOK ABOARD THE SAME TOIME AS YE DID ME? I MANE HIM WOT HAD THE LOT 0’ Goop CHARACTER PAPERS, AN’ ME THAT NIVER 


HAD A BLISSID WAN?” Captain. ‘‘ Wet?” Irishman, ‘‘ WRLL—HE’S OFF WID YER PAIL!” 
' Oh, sweet the cool whiff of the turf, the first sniff of 
REVERIES AT LORD'S. The fresh London lilac! There’s no need to-day 
By an Elderly Enthusiast. Of saw-dust or ‘* sweater.” It couldn’t be better. 


Gad! Look at the Doctor! How’s that for leg-play. 
Mz welcome the Season for many a reason By Jove! he swiped that well! Gad! Beaten by Arruwact!! 


For fashion and folly, for love and for larks ; ere 
But not as R. A. time do J greet the Maytime, me ine ane =e set, for gr oot ey it affords 


With eye to St. Stephen’s, the Play, or the Parks, e : ling, to watch him up-pili 
No, when the May note: and Babylon hummetb, One ‘‘ century” more in Fis first match at lawvet 
S ae a he pean tebe ae ea ered y meat doit. Sheer vinegar-cruet 
Enjoys the delights of the firat match at Lord’s. - “ He can have 8 sean ke lat," eroakers retton . : 
The footballing frenzy is over. What men see at jord |} wilist he keeps up his form and his pidos, 
In kicking a ball ae marvel to me. a Though hard upon fifty, still stalwart and shifty, 
In fields bare and boggy, all muddy and foggy, Leviathan’s play a fair prospect affords 
To fight for the sphere is a fun I can’t see, Of splendid surprises at cricketing criser, ‘ 
But oh! in fine weather the whizz of the leather Long be it ’ere Grace sees his last match at Lord's! 


Clean banged from the bat is a joy beyond words ; 


And Sropparr's first sixer is just an elixir Young Hanne seems a ripper, and so thinks ‘‘ The Skipper,” 


) . . ’ : And StToRER to-day makes the bowlers sit up. 
There ’s no pick-me-up like the first match at Lord's. De Taarrorp’s a stunner as smiter or ranner | 
It’s well worth a million to see the Pavilion An elegant mixture of DrERroot and Krupp 
Warm flushing once more with the faces one knows ; We want at a wicket, and then we get Cricket ! 
White veterans j olly, who handle a brolly “ I don’t like your blendings of blocks and deal boards, 
As though ’twere a bat, and the scoring ran close. No! keep the game spinning, and—losing or ene 
Tha pamnchy old fellow cold on0e 1 wield the w willow, You’re sure to find fun in your first match at Lord’s, 
e Ferrx or Mynn. i ws e cords, : 
That first shout of “Over!” and heisin clover P "Iwo fulé all tha dep bike foclionne Bog —_ 
When thus settling down to the first match at Lord’s. Good old ’uns still prizing I watch the uprising 
Eh? Old ’uns? Lord bless us! that grim shirt of Of promising ‘‘ colts’”’ with a cricketer’s joy. 
Nessus Hooray for King Willow! When seeking my pillow 
We throw off as soon as the wickets are pitched ; I log no “‘ lost day”; and dim dream-world affords 
The first sight of flannels warms blood in its channels, Renewal of pleasure. ‘While health lasts, and leisure, 


The eye brightens up, and the bosom ’s bewitched. I’ll not miss the joys of the first match at Lord's, 
Take Lancashire’s Horny! Is he held in scorn by tinaesiageeteeetietnaeainn aioe 
Good judges for what Edaz Rerum records ? 
His grip as firm-fixed is as when in the Sixties, LATEST FROM MATABELE Lanp.—‘' All the ostriches made tracks 
Or thereabouts, he fought his first match at Lord's. when they saw Colonel Plumer.’ 
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CROSS QUESTIONS; 
Or, the Doom of the Yale-ow-backs, 

[** The course of lectures on living 
English novelists at Yale is to be 
discontinued.””— American Paper.] 

WE believe, however, that the 
following Examination Paper is 
likely to be set to all students of 
the course :— 
1. Explain ‘‘the kail - yard 
school of fiction.” How many 
Scotch ex-Ministers do you con- 
sider are uisite in order to 
make one English novelist ? 

2. Whi you thi the 
are master of style—GronGr 

EREDITH or Mark Twain? 
What reason have you for sup- 

ing that the title of Mr. 

Y's novel was originally 
intended to be George the Ob- 
scure ? 

3. “‘Sir Watter Scorr was 
only an inferior StanLEY Wey- 
MAN, and My Lady Rotha has 
gone one better than Ivanhoe.” 
Examine this statement. 

4, At what date in the twen- 

eth century do you anticipate 
that the authoress of Robert 
Elsmere will have got through 
the stock of immediately available 
** burning questions” ? 

5. Write down in his own lIsn- 
guage, and as far as possible with 
due regard te peepee what Dr. 
sda with seperd te to} OUraL, (> 
said wi o (a) Ourmma, 
Saran Grand, (c) the Authoress 
of The Yellow Aster. 

6. Trace the following sentences 
to their sources: —(a) ‘*‘ Her 
mobile peony mouth.” (b) “* The 
horizon beyond these calcareous 
escarpments was of a deep ultra- 
thin a pena.” 

g hap 
disjasket wi’ the rheums. 





A COMPROMISE AND A COMPENSATION. 


‘'LooKk HERF, MacorE, You sAY YOU WANT TO COME WITH MB 
Then a strange|TO PARIS MEBELY TO ORDER SOME NEW [FRocKs. Wy, YOU OAN 
(d) **I’m sair |GET EVERYTHING YOU REQUIRE IN Bonp STREET.” 
” 


‘‘On, THANKS, DEAREST! THAT’S ALL I WANTED!” 


7. Do you agree with*the boy’s 
criticiem, after reading’ Treasure 
Island, that ‘‘ he wished there was 
Samoa of it” P If not, why not? 

8. It has been said that ‘‘ the. 
decease of SHERLOCK HoLMEs is 
the greatest blow struckiat pure 
literature in the last half-cen- 
tury.”? Isthere any exeggeration 
about the remark; and to what 
extent do you consider Brigadier 
GERARD a satisfactory substitute 
for 8, H. ? 


DOG-GEREL ANENT A 
DRAMATIC J.P. 


[‘“‘ At Edeware Sessions, Mr. W. S. 
GiLBERT, J.P., was fined for having 
an unmuzzled dog at Jarge.’’] 


To make the punishment fit the 
crim 


e 
Is the maxim of W. G., 
So would not a muzzle upon his 
A attire lty be? 
a e 
But beothes "heal ” took a busi- 


ness line, 
And W. G. paid a practical fine, 


THE proceedings at the Inver- 


ness Town Council were recent] 
enlivened bya ‘‘ tiff” ixtonensiat 
between two of its orators—one a 
baker, the other a publican. The 
former having cast aspersions 
upon the Licensed Victualling 
profession, the publican, in ‘‘ re- 
plying for the Bar,” suggested 

t ** the liquor business was con- 
ducted as respectably as that of the 
baker. and he did not see why any 
slur be thrown upon their 
trade,’”’? Why, indeed? especially 
by amaker of loaves! For if bars 
were barred, the loafer’s occupa- 
tion would be gone, and there would 
be neither cakes nor ale. 





ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 
EXTRACTED FROM THE DIARY OF TOBY, M.P. 


House of Commons, Monday, May 4.—‘‘ There ’s one thing I like 
about an Irishman,” said the Member for Sark. ‘' It is the fathom- 
less resources of his power of contradiction. These are Jimited only 
by his ignorance of what you are going to ray. And that doesn’t 
ance matter. If he doesn’t have you one way he’ll take you in 
another. 

These reflections arose on incident connected with eyeeenes 
Magistrates (Ireland) Bill. ATTORNEY-GENERAL FoR IRELAND 
moved second reading. Irish Members on various benches jumped 
up with questions. Smack of old times about very title of Bill. 
ATTORNEY-GENERAL protested there was nothing init. No change 

in position, pay, or qualification of magistrates. ‘‘ It is,” 
added, by way of clinching matter, ‘* merely an alteration in the 
neme, 

Then JoHn Ditton saw his chance. Glancing round, he perceived 
JoHN RepMoND wasn’t present. Had all the field to himself. 
Ireland should now see which wes the true friend, the watchful 
warden on the tower. 

‘*T must say, Mr. Speaker,” said J, D., regarding with stern 
glance Prince ARTHUR in Janguishing mood on the Treasury Ben 
“*T have a preference for the old style of Resident istrate.’’ 

‘“*Tam glad to hear that,” said Provce Artsur, blandlv ; ** for 
4 _— jobject of the Bill is to restore the title of Resident 


It is here that pre-eminence of Irish Member in direction indi- 
cated st SaBx was triumphantly vindicated. Any other community, 
abashe ps By harmless bl nder, would have withdrawn tion 
and gratefully, if temporarily, retired into b ot so the 
descendants of many kirgs. Lesder of party had specifically 
obj: cted to Measure on ground that it destroyed the treasured name 
and associations of the Resident Magistrates. No, said Prince 
ARTHUR ; exactly the reverse. 


und, 


** Very well, then,” said Dary (the go Inquirer of an earlier 
stage of the utane, **1 move that the Bill ba read a second time 

is day six months.” Then came angry debate, movement of the 
adjournment, the closure, division on the closure, division on t 
amendment, and final division, by which second reading was carri 
by 171 votes sgainst 47. 

Business done.—Budget Bill reed second time. 


Tuesday.—Jous oF Gorst in finest Manipur mood. Bueiness in 
hand second reading of a Bill which even Paixsce ARTHUR admits 
to be a and controversial, Others of blunter speech speak of 
it as revolutionising system of national education, breaking up pact 
of peace that has existed for quarter of century. Opposition Benches 
crowded; an angered muster, ‘* breathing war from every nostril,” as 
R. G. W3BsTER eays. Tothem enter Jonw or Gonrst with Educa- 
tion Bill in hand, cesually waving it as if it were red fleg and the 
crowd before him a herd of wild oxen. 

aang Soe than JoHN’s manner, nor softer than his speech. 
Not once his voice uplifted above converzational tone ; went ambling 
along, serenely assuming that everything might be taken for 
— Members opposite writhed on their seats, yelled contra- 

ction, cut themselves with knives (this last in a Parliamentary 
sense, of course), JoHN oF Gost jogged placidly on, just as if he 
been reading his speech to the boulders that form Stonehenge, 
Most often he (to quote R. G. WEBSTER al oe on the toes of 
the Nonconformist conscience,’”’ But now and then he, quite acci- 
dentally as it seemed, gave his political friends, his pastors and 
masters, a sly kncck. Once he kicked out behind at Prince 
Artuur, Don Jos&é and other Members of the Cabinet listening 
apprehensive. Some Beople, he observed, argued that all would be 
well if only the head of the department were called the Education 
Minister, with a seat in the Cabinet. 

‘*T cannot for the life of me,” he continued, ‘‘ see how the Vice- 
President of the Council would be more wise or ere eee eer: in 
educational matters by having his name changed, and g required 
to attend the meetings of the Cabinet Council.” 








[May 16, 1896. 
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Irishman (whose mate has just fallen overboard with the bucket while swabbing decks), ‘‘ PLaze, CaPriIN, DO YE RIMIMBER THAT SCOTCHIE 


A) 
Mt 


i 


a i 


: | 
j ' 
, j ! 
i ' 
i ; 
J j 
" 7 i fr f i ; 
i ; 
yf ij | 
Of . Zz ; j 
fry | la } 
: ; Pr ; ' 
iy iq 4 
ta RI bee tT eS 


ee 
a 7 
dt dje 7 - E . “4 —_ Ley | |" a se , 
eT 7 & IG PT IT 
Se eR AIG 
oust it TIO ig gE 


a 


Zo 





a —. oo . 


if 


YE TOK ABOARD THE SAME TOIME AS YE DID ME? I MANE HIM WOT HAD THE LOT 0’ Goop CHARACTER PAPERS, AN’ ME THAT NIVER 


HAD A BLISSID WAN!” Captain, ‘‘WrEtL?” 


REVERIES AT LORD’S. 
By an Elderly Enthusiast. 


Men welcome the Season for many a reason 
For fashion and folly, for love and for larks ; 

But not as R. A. time do J greet the Maytime, 
With eye to St. Stephen’s, the Play, or the Parks. 

No, when the May cometh, and Babylon hummethb, 
A rosier rapture the Season affords 

To him who with pleasure, in light-hearted leisure, 
Enjoys the delights of the firat match at Lord’s, 


The peek nesy is over. What men see 
In kicking a ball is a marvel to me, 
In fields bare and boggy, all muddy and foggy, 
To fight for the sphere is a fun I can’t see. 
But oh! in fine weather the whizz of the leather 
Clean banged from the bat is a joy beyond words; 
And Stroppakt's first sixer is just an elixir, 
There ’s no pick-me-up like the first match at Lord's. 


It’s well worth a million to see the Pavilion 

Warm flushing once more with the faces one knows ; 
White veterans jolly, who handle a brolly 

As though ’twere a bat, and the scoring ran close. 
That paunchy old fellow could once wield the willow 

Like Fexix or Mynn. Still it draws him like cords, 
That first shout of ‘‘ Over!” and he is in clover 

When thus settling down to the first match at Lord’s. 


Eh? va ’uns? Lord bless us! that grim shirt of 
essus 
We throw off as soon as the wickets are pitched ; 
The first sight of flannels warms blood in its channels, 
The eye brightens up, and the bosom ’s bewitched. 
Take Lancashire’s Hornny! Is he held in scorn by 
Good judges for what Edax Rerum records ? 
His grip as firm-fixed is as when in the Sixties, 
Or thereabouts, he fought his first match at Lord's. 


Irishman, *‘ WELL—HE’S OFF WID YER PAIL!” 


Oh, sweet the cool whiff of the turf, the first sniff of 
The fresh London lilac! There’s no need to-day 
Of saw-dust or ‘‘ sweater.”” It couldn’t be better. 
Gad! Look at the Doctor! How’s that for leg-play. 
By Jove! he swiped that well! Gad! Beaten by ATTEWELL!! 
Hoped Grack was well set, for great poy it affords 
The “ring,” widely smiling, to watch him up-pilin 
One ‘*‘ century” more in his first match at Lord's 


All wished he might doit. Sheer vinegar-cruet 
Must he be, who won’t wish our Doctor good luck, 
** He can’t have a season like last,’’ croakers reason ; 
Bat lord! whilst he keeps up his form and his plack, 
Though hard upon fifty, still stalwart and shifty, 
Leviathan’s play a fair prospect affords 
Of splendid surprises at cricketing criser, 
Long be it ’ere Grace sees his last match at Lord's! 


ane HeakveE seems a ripper, and so thinks ‘‘ The Skipper,” 
And STORER to-day makes the bowlers sit up. 
De TraFrrorD’s a stunner as smiter or runner | 
An elegant mixture of DEERFroot and Keupp 
We want at a wicket, and then we get Cricket ! 
I don’t like your blendings of blocks and deal boards. 
No! keep the game spinning, and—losing or pen. 
You’re sure to find fun in your first match at Lord’s, 


Pheugh! Now for my dinner! AsIama sinner 
I’ve felt all the day like a frolicsome boy. 
Good old ’uns still prizing I watch the uprising 
Of promising ‘‘ colts’? with a cricketer’s joy. 
Hooray for King Willow! When seeking my pillow 
I log no “‘ lost day’’; and dim dream-world affords 
Renewal of pleasure, ‘While health lasts, and leisure, 
I’ll not miss the joys of the first match at Lord's, 


LATEST FROM MaTaBELE Lanp.—‘' All the ostriches made tracks 
when they saw Colonel Prumer.”’ 
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CROSS QUESTIONS; 
Or, the Doom of the Yale-ow-backs, 

{** The course of lectures on living h 
English novelists at Yale is te be » _ 
discontinued.””— American Paper.] os : 

WE believe, however, that the 
following Examination Paper is 
likely to be set to all students of 
the course :— 

1. Explain ‘‘the kail - yard 
school of fiction.”” How many 
Scotch ex-Ministers do you con- 
sider are requisite in order to 
make one English novelist ? 

2. Which do you the)  -/4f'— 

ter master of style—Groncr; ~.; Ke 7 

EREDITH or Mark Twain? Ye 
What reason have you for sup- 

ing that the title of Mr. 

y's novel was originally 44 
intended to be George the Ob- “yi 
scure ? 

3. “*Sir Watterk Scorr was Hi 
only an inferior StantEY Weyr- iit 
MAN, and My Lady Rotha has ‘ 
than Ivanhoe.” = 


4. At what date in the twen- 4 
tieth century do you anticipate 
that the authoress of Robert ) 





7. Do you agree’with the boy’s 
criticiem, after reading’ Treasure 
Island, that ‘‘ he wished there was 
Samoa of it” P If not, why not? 

8. It has been said that ‘‘ the . 
decease of SHERLOCK Homes is 
the greatest blow strucki at pure 
literature in the last half-cen- 
tury.” Isthere any exsggeration 
about the remark; and to what 
extent do you consider Brigadier 
GERARD a satisfactory substitute 
for 8. H. ? 


4 | DOG-GEREL ANENT A 
HH be) 4 DRAMATIC J.P. 

Mi is} ff [*‘ At Edeware Sessions, Mr. W. 8. 
WE AA GiLBERT, J.P., was fined for having 

an unmuzzled dog at large.’’] 


To make the punishment fit the 


crime 
Is the maxim of W. G., 
So would not a muzzle upon his 


A Sttite  ens lty be P 
e 
But Seathes . s’’ took a busi- 
ness line, 
And W. G. paid a practical fine, 


Elsmere will have got through V Tue proceedings at the Inver- 
the stock of immediately available : / ness Town Council were recentl 
** burning questions” ? Wi enlivened bya ‘‘tiff” that 

5. Write down in his own len- : ta de tween two of its orators—one a 
guage, and as far as possible with -_ — sil | bia iif baker, the other a publican. The 
due regard to propriety, what Dr. —— il aes former having cast aspersions 
JoHNson would probably have JAB ae me 2 AS i upon the Licensed Victualling 
said with regard to (a) Ouma, (5) We {4 Wf Wy) profession, the publican, in “' re- 
Saran Granp, (c) the Authoress Zs, “EY a plying for the Bar,” suggested 
of The Yellow Aster. ttl t ** the liquor business was con- 

6. Trace the following sentences TAs Te ducted as respectably as that of the 
to their sources: —(a) ‘* Her ere: baker. and he did not see why any 
mobile peony mouth.” (6) “‘ The A COMPROMISE AND A COMPENSATION. slur should be thrown upon their 
horizon beyond these calcareous trade,” weds indeed ? especially 
escarpwents was of a deep ultra-| ‘‘Looxk HERF, Maggie, You say YOU WANT TO COME WITH MB| by amaker of loaves! For if bars 
marine.” (c) ‘‘Then a strange|TO PARIS MEBELY TO ORDER SOME NEW Fsocks. Why, YoU OAN | were barred, the loafer’s occupa- 
thing happened.” (d) ‘I’m sair|GEt EVERYTHING YOU REQUIRR IN BonD STREET.” tion would be gone, and there would 
disjasket wi’ the rheums.”’ ‘On, THANKS, DEAREST! TasaT’s ALL I WANTED!” be neither cakes nor ale, 


ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 
EXTRACTED FROM THE DIARY OF TOBY, M.P. 


House of Commons, Monday, May 4.—‘‘ There ’s one thing I like 
about an Irishman,” said the Member for Sark. ‘' It is the fathom- 
less resources of his power of contradiction. These are Jimited only 
by his ignorance of what you are going to ray. And that doesn’t 
— matter. If he doesn’t have you one way he’ll take you in 
another. 

These reflections arose on incident connected with Boyes 
Magistrates (Ireland) Bill. ATTORNEY-GENERAL FOR IRELAND 
moved second reading. Irish Members on various benches jumped 
up with questions. Smack of old times about very title of Bill. 
ATTORNEY-GENERAL protested there was nothing init. No change 

in position, pay, or qualification of magistrates. ‘‘ It is,” 
e added, by way of clinching matter, ‘‘ merely an alteration in the 
nsme, 

Then JoHn Drtiow saw his chance. Glancing round, he perceived 
JoHN REDMOND wasn’t present. Had all the field to himself. 
Ireland should now see which wes the true friend, the watchful 
warden on the tower. 

‘*T must say, Mr. Speaker,” said J. D., regarding with stern 
glance Prince ARTHUR in aaron mood on the Treasury Bench, 
‘**T have a preference for the old style of Resident Magistrate.” 

‘*T am glad to hear that,” said Provce ARTHUR, blandlv; ‘* for 
— — jobject of the Bill is to restore the title of Resident 


It is here that pre-eminence of Irish Member in direction indi- 
cated by Sanx was triumphantly vindicated. Any other community, 
abashe a harmless bl nder, would have withdrawn oan 
and gratefully, if temporarily, retired into background, Not so the 
descendants of many kirgs. Lesder of party had epecifically 
obj cted to Measure on ground that it destroyed the treasured name 
and associations of the Resident Magistrates. No, said Prince 
ARTHUR; exactly the reverse. 


** Very well, then,” said Daty (the Daly Inquirer of an earlier 
stage of the eee **1 move that the Bill be read a second time 

is day six months.” Then came angry debate, movement of the 
adjournment, the closure, division on the closure, division on t 
amen | final division, by which second reading was carri 
by 171 votes sgainst 47. i 

Business done.—Budget Bill reed second time. 


Tuesday.—Jouw oF Gorst in finest Manipur mood. Business in 
hand second reading of a Bill which even Paixce ARTHUR admits 
to be complex and controversial. Others of blunter speech speak of 
it as revolutionising system of national education, breaking up pact 
of peace that has existed for quarter of century. Opposition Benches 
crowded; an angered muster, ‘breathing war from every nostriJ,” as 
R. G. WEBSTER says. Tothem enter Jonw or Gorst with Educa- 
tion Bill in hand, casually waving it as if it were red fleg and the 
crowd before him a herd of wild oxen, 

cee See than JoHN’s manner, nor softer than his speech, 
Not once his voice uplifted above conversational tone; went ambling 
along, serenely assuming that everything might be taken for 
ae Members opposite writhed on their seats, yelled contra- 

ction, cut themselves with knives (this last in a Parliamentary 
sense, of course). JoHN OF GorstT jogged placidly on, just as if he 
been reading his speech to the boulders that form Stonehenge, 
Most often he (to quote R. G. WEBSTER ee on the toes of 
the Nonconformist conscience,’”’ But now and then he, quite acci- 
dentally as it seemed, gave his political friends, his pastors and 
masters, a sly kncck. Once he kicked out behind at Prince 
Artur, Don José and other Members of the Cabinet listening 
apprehensive. Some le, he observed, argued that all would be 
well if only the head of the department were called the Education 
Minister, with a seat in the Cabinet. 

**T cannot for the life of me,’’ he continued, ‘‘ see how the Vice- 
President of the Council would be more wise or more powerful in 
educational matters by having his name changed, a required 
to attend the meetings of the Cabinet Council.” ) 
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Sr aD 


Irishman (whose mate has just fallen overboard with the bucket while swabbing decks), ‘‘ Puaze, Capriy, DO YE RIMIMBER THAT SCOTCHIE 
YE TOK ABOARD THE SAME TOIME AS YE DID ME? I MANE HIM WOT HAD THE LOT 0’ Goop CHARACTER PAPERS, AN’ ME THAT NIVER 





. 


HAD A BLISSID WAN?” Captain. ‘‘WeEtL?” Irishman, *‘ WELL—HE’S OFF WID YER PAIL!” 
Oh, sweet the cool whiff of the turf, the first sniff of 
REVERIES AT LORD'S. The fresh London lilac! There’s no need to-day 
By an Elderly Enthusiast. ee - : Heel a comeer cs ee Cate , 
at the r ow’s that for leg-play. 
eee baciiin Gad tole fee ee cade By Jove! he swiped that well! Gad! Beaten by ATTEWELL!! 
But not as R. A. time do J greet the Maytime, Hoped Grack was well set, for great joy it affords 
With eye to St. Stephen’s, the Play, or the Parks. a sce widely smiling, top ge be ero 
No, when the May cometh, and Babylon hummeth, ne * century” more in SS 
im rome rapture a pasar an el At eres All wished = mien do it. _ Sheer vinegar-cruet . 
Enjoys the delights of the first match at Lord’s. - “He can't have 8 sean ik let” eroakers reason ; 
: : at lord! w & up his form and his plack, 
Taber rene A ee eal oo a Though hard upon ity, oti stalwart and shifty, 
In fields bare and boggy, all muddy and foggy, Leviathan’s play a fair prospect affords 
To fight for the sphere is a fun I can’t see, Of splendid surprises at cricketing criser, : 
But oh! in fine weather the whizz of the leather Long be it ere Grace sees his last match at Lord's! 
ee eek ame Soc ae at nares woe Young Hanae sem a ripper, ands thinks “The Skipper,” 
: : ’ : And STORER ay makes the Dowlers sit up. 
There ’s no pick-me-up like the first match at Lord's. De TRaFrorD’s a imnae as ataiter or oon [ 
It’s well worth a million to see the Pavilion © An elegant mixture of Derrroot and Krupp 
Warm flushing once more with the faces one knows ; We want at a wicket, and then we get Cricket ! 
White veterans jolly, who handle a brolly _[ don’t like your blendings of blocks and deal boards. 
As though ’twere a bat, and the scoring ran close. No! keep the game spinning, and—losing or winning — 
aie pamaehy old fellow ocala on6e wield the willow You’re sure to find fun in your first match at Lord’s. 
Mint Atsruhontat™ Ose Gol keen corer Phengh1 Now for my dinner! As I am a sinner 
When thus settling down to the first match at Lord’s. Good old *uns still elite T tcstch the © ys, 
Eh? Old ’uns? Lord bless us! that grim shirt of Of promising ‘‘ colts” with a cricketer’s joy. — 
Nessus Hooray for King Willow! When seeking my pillow 
We throw off as soon as the wickets are pitched ; I log no ‘‘ lost day”; and dim dream-world affords 
The first sight of flannels warms blood in its channels, Renewal of pleasure. ‘While health lasts, and leisure, 


The eye brightens up, and the bosom ’s bewitched. I’ll not miss the joys of the first match at Lord's. 
Take Lancashire’s Horny! Is he held in scorn by | ———EE 
Good judges for what Edaz Rerum records ? 
His grip as firm-fixed is as when in the Sixties, LATEST FROM MaTasBELE Lanp.—‘' All the ostriches made tracks 
Or thereabouts, he fought his first match at Lord's. when they saw Colonel Prumer.”’ 
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CROSS QUESTIONS; 

Or, the Doom of the Yale-ow-backs, 

[** The course of lectures on living 
English novelists at Yale is to 
discontinued.”— American Paper.) 

WE believe, however, that the 
following Examination Paper is 
likely to be set to all students of 
the course :— 

1. Explain ‘‘the kail - yard 
school of fiction.” How many 
Scotch ex-Ministers do you con- 


sider are uisite in order to 
make one English novelist ? 
2. Whi you thi the 


ter master of style—Gronacr 

EREDITH or Mark Twain? 
What reason have you for sup- 

ing that the title of Mr. 

y's novel was originally 
intended to be George the Ob- 
scure ? 

3. ‘Sir Watter Scorr was 
only an inferior StanLEY Wey- 
MAN, and My Lady Rotha has 
gone one better than Ivanhoe,” 
Examine this statement. 

4, At what date in the twen- 
tieth century do you anticipate 
that the authoress of Robert 

lsmere wi ve got through 
the stock of immediately available 
‘** burning questions” ? 

5. Lbs — in his — sr 
guage, and as far as possible wi 
due regard to propriety, what Dr. 
J omnes would ota tet pe) 
said with regard to (a) Ourma, 
Saran Granp, (c) the Authoress 
of The Yellow Aster. 

6. Trace the following sentences 
to their sources: — (a) ‘' Her 
mobile peony mouth.” (bd) “‘ The 
horizon beyond these calcareous 
escarpwm ents was of a deep ultra- 
marine.’ (c) ‘‘Th 


disjasket wi’ the rheums.”’ 


ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 
EXTRACTED FROM THE DIARY OF TOBY, M.P. 


House of Commons, Monday, May 4.—‘‘ There ’s one thing I like 
about an Irishman,” said the Member for Sark. ‘' It is the fathom- 
less resources of his power of contradiction. These are Jimited only 
by his ignorance of what you are going to ray. And that doesn’t 
_— matter. If he doesn’t have you one way he’ll take you in 
another. 

These reflections arose on incident connected with Sa penaraey 
Magistrates (Ireland) Bill. ATTORNEY-GENERAL FoR IRELAND 
moved second reading. em on various benches jumped 
up with questions. Smack of old times about very title of Bill. 
ATTORNEY-GENERAL protested there was nothing init. No change 

posed in position, pay, or qualification of magistrates. ‘It is,” 
he adde , by way of clinching matter, ‘* merely an alteration in the 
nseme, 

Then Jouw Ditton saw his chance. Glancing round, he perceived 
JoHN REpMoND wasn’t present. Had all the field to himself. 
Ireland should now see which wes the true friend, the watchful 

en on the tower. 

‘*T must say, Mr. Speaker,” said J. D., regarding with stern 
glance Prince ARTHUR in eee mood on the Treasury Bench, 
**T have a preference for the old style of Resident Magistrate.” 

‘*T am glad to hear that,” said Provce ARTHUR, : 
os precis ren of the Bill is to restore the title of Resident 


It is here that pre-eminence of Irish Member in direction indi- 
cated by Sanx was triumphantly vindicated. Any other community, 
abashe a hee harmless bl nder, would have withdrawn tion 
and gratefully, if temporarily, retired into background. Not so the 
descendants of many kirgs. Lesder of party had specifically 
obj: cted to Measure on ground that it destroyed the treasured name 
and associations of the Resident Magistrates. No, said Prince 
ARTHUR; exactly the reverse. 





A COMPROMISE AND A COMPENSATION. 


‘'Look HERE, Maaciz, You SAY YOU WANT TO COME WITH MB 
en a strange|TO PARIS MEBELY TO ORDER SOME NEW F Rocks. Wy, YOU OAN 
thing happened.” (d) ‘‘I’m sair|GET EVERYTHING YOU REQUIRE IN BonD STREET.” 


‘‘On, THANKS, DEAREST! TasAT’s ALL I WANTED!” 


landlv ; ‘** for| the N 


7. Do you agree with‘ the boy’s 
criticism. after reading’ Treasure 
Island, that ‘‘ he wished there was 
Samoa of it” P If not, why not P 

8. It has been said that ‘‘ the. 
decease of SHERLOCK Houmes is 
the greatest blow struckiat pure 
literature in the last half-cen- 
tury.” Isthere any exsggeration 
about the remark; and to what 
extent do you consider Brigadier 
oa . satisfactory substitute 

or e e 


DOG-GEREL ANENT A 
DRAMATIC J.P. 


[** At Edgware Sessions, Mr. W. 8S. 
GiLBERT, J.P., was fined for having 
an unmuzzled dog at large.’’] 


To make the punishment fit the 


crime 
Is the maxim of W. G., 
So would not a muzzle upon his 


rhyme 
A fitting penalty be ? 
But brother * s”’ took a busi- 


ness line, 
And W. G. paid a practical fine, 


Tue proceedings at the Inver- 
ness Town Council were recent] 
enlivened bya ‘‘tiff” that 
between two of its orators—one a 
baker, the other a publican. The 
former having cast aspersions 
upon the Licensed Victualling 
profession, the publican, in ‘‘ re- 
plying for the Bar,” suggested 

t ** the liquor business was con- 
ducted as respectably as that of the 
baker. and he did not see why an 
slur should be thrown upon their 
trade,” ers indeed ? especially 
by amaker of loaves! For if bars 
were barred, the loafer’s occupa- 
tion would be gone, and there would 
be neither cakes nor ale, 


Very well, then,” said Daty (the Daly Inquirer of an earlier 
stage of the sitting), **1 move that the Bill ba read a second time 

is day six months.” Then came angry debate, movement of the 
adjournment, the closure, division on the closure, division on t 
amendment, and final division, by which second reading was carri 
by 171 votes sgainst 47. 

Business done.—Budget Bill reed second time. 


Tuesday.—Jouw oF Gorst in finest Manipur mood. Business in 
hand second reading of a Bill which even Parxce ARTHUR admits 
to be complex and controversial. Others of blunter speech speak of 
it as revolutionising system of national education, breaking up pact 
of peace that has existed for quarter of century. Opposition Benches 
crowded; an angered muster, ‘breathing war from every nostril,”’ as 
R. G. WEssTER says. To them enter Jonnw or Gorst with Educa- 
tion Bill in hand, cesually waving it as if it were red fleg and the 
crowd before him a herd of wild oxen. 

i Engacepe than JoHN’s manner, nor softer than his speech, 

Not once his voice uplifted above conversational tone; went ambling 
along, serenely assuming that everything might be taken for 
her Mem opposite writhed on their seats, yelled contra- 
ction, cut themselves with knives (this last in a Parliamentary 
sense, of course), JoHN oF GoRsT jogged placidly on, just as if he 
had been reading his speech to the boulders that form Stonehenge, 
Most often he (to quote R. G. WEBSTER again) ‘‘ on the toes of 

e Nonoonformist conscience.” But now and then he, quite acci- 
dentally as it seemed, gave his political friends, his pastors and 
masters, a sly kncck. Once he kicked out behind at Prince 
Artuur, Don José and other Members of the Cabinet listening 
apprehensive. Some le, he observed, argued that all would be 

if only the head of the department were called the Education 
Minister, with a seat in the Cabinet. 

‘“*T cannot for the life of me,” he continued, ‘‘ see how the Vice- 
President of the Council would be more wise or more digas in 
educational matters by having his name changed, and being required 
to attend the meetings of the Cabinet Council.” 
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There are nineteen Cabinet Ministers. There is only one Vice- 
President of the Counci). Why should he be called upon to merge 
his identity in a composite, not to say commonplace body P 

The Markiss and assistant Cabinet-mekers have, during last ten 
yours, had the upper hand of Jonn or Gorst. Had he chanced to 

ave ranged himself on the Liberal side of politics, he would, Sark 
says, long ago been a Secretary of State, with Cabinet rank. 
Fighting er other colours, he has seen his claims, second to 
few either as brilliant P. debater or able administrator, passed 
over in favour of sons of dukes and cousins of earls, They are 
in ihe Cabinet, he outside. Almost his philosophic calm deserts 
him as he contemplates this ignorant suggestion about the Minister 
of Education having a seat in the Cabinet. The Vice-President of 
the Council might be ill advised, mistaken, for, after all, he is almost 
rae ane But at least let him be spared the companionship of the 

inet, 
Business done,—Second reading cf Education Bill moved. 


Thursday.— Another night with Education Bill. Some excellent 
hes by men who know question au fond—Drxe, Hart Dyke, 


YDNEY Buxton, and GrorcE TREVELYAN. If these in succetsion | - 


talk to you for something like forty minutes apiece, telling you what 
they think about Education Bill, you may go home with consciousness 
that, though your head aches, you’re pretty well up ia subject. 
Also, there was ALFRED Ly1TELTON making maiden speech, with 
some reminiscences of the oration prize he took at Cambridge. Got 
on very well till he came to talk about ‘‘ the critics of the Bill.” 
For a Ly1TE toy, this an inevitable pi/fal), A1rakED spoke of them 
as ** the crickets.” This nearly bowled him out. ; 

** How ’s that, Speaker ?” Sanx whispered under his breath. 

SPEAKER took no notice, and LytTreLTon carried out his bat, 
generously cheered by both tides as he walked up tothe tent. _— 

Just after midnight proceedings enlivened by outbreak of Civil 
War on Treasury Bench. Objection taken to scheme dealing with 
a charity at Donnington. Vice - President of Council supported 
it. There apparently end of matter. Ministerial majority, in 
absolutely sapere state of mind owing to perfect ignorance of the 
question, w m 
ms wry ; 

ut SquiRE oF BLanxneEy been looking into question. Come to 

conclusion that pee of scheme would wrong the poor people of 
Donnin ae ject,” he said, ‘‘ to these people being improved 
off the face of the earth.”” Encouraged by this powerful sdvocacy, 
JEssE Cortines also declared against scheme. JoHN or GorsT sat 
aghast. Hard enough for as Pee to be made that he shonld j sin 
the Cabinet. To have two colleagues in Ministry openly flouting 
him, joining the common enemy in disputing the fiat of Education 
Department, more than hecould bear. So folded his arms an 
awaited result. This announced with figures of division showing 
ne nae etred 7 Toes Bla ious Oppeition. 7 

**Re esign!” shou e hilarious Opposition. JOHN OF 
Gorst said he would think about it. 

Business done.—Ministry beginning to crumble. 


Friday night, —Maxx Locxwoop has carried his point in Kitchen 
Committee. Long seen visions of Terrace decorated by presence of 
neat-handed PHYLLisEs tripping here and there at tea-time, At 
present, in accordance with constitutional usages, we have, through 
the changing seasons, the black-coated waiter, smelling cf shrimps, 
glatinous with crushed strawberries, damp with water-cress, the 
Colonel has changed all that. Hereafter a new charm will invest 
tea on the Terrace, Kitchen Committee hard to move on point; 
ence convinced, surrendered altogether, not ay agreed to invite 
SPEAKER'S eer of proposal but, that gained, nnanimously left 
selection and engagement «f the young ladies to Colonel Mask, to 
whom all applications (enclosing stamp for reply) should be directly 
made, Business done.—RKuovks laid out; trampled on by Squire 
or Matwoop, defended by Don José. 


LIVE AND LET LIVE, 
(By a Sufferer from Street Shindy.) 


(‘A very large deputation of the friends of street-music made their 
protest the other day against Mr. Jacony’s Bill.” 
James Payn’s “ Our Note-Book.’’| 

To interfere with Musio’s means of living 

To street-musicians may seem very trying ; 
But ke we would be tolerant and forgiving, 

What if their living sometimes means our dying ? 
Grinders, at whose cacophony nature cowers, 
Your ** means of living” interfere with ours 
‘* Friends of Street-Music,” we’d shun selfish fuss, 
But—** what is sport to you is death to us.” 


New Mo1rTo ror 4 Monky-LENDER.—"‘I eat all, but Pocxerr none,” 
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ed; scheme approved by overwhelming onl 
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INTO SPAIN. 
(With @ Conversation-Book.) 


Cannes.—Read that the weather is dismal and cloudy in England. | 
Shall stay in the sunny South a little longer. Cannes is a charming |. 


piace. But might as well see something different. Where to go? |! 
nsult map. i 


Good idea. Spain. Consult time-tables. Eatiest | 
thing inthe world. Tarascon to Barcelona. 
What is there to see in Barcelona? Nats 
probably. Also Spanish manners and cus- 
toms, dark eyes, fans, manttllas, and so 
forth. S inly go, after a few days, 
G ocd idea to learn a few words of ich, 
Must be very easy. Italian and French 
mixed, with some Latin added. Amiablo 
Fren in hotel supports this view. 
He says, sirily, ‘* Vous quittez Paris dans 
le ‘ sleeping,’ vous achetez des journaur 
espagnols a Irun, et, arrivé a Madrid, 
vous parlez espagnol,” Cannot hope to 
rival that linguistic feat, but may be able 
to learn a few phrases between Cannes 
and Barcelona. Bay a conversation-book 
in French and Spanich. : ; 

Port Bou.—Across the frontier. Castom-house station. Now is 
the time to begin Spanish. Have read some of that conversation- 
book on the way. Begin to doubt its utility. Usual sort of thing. 
‘* Has thy brother bought a boot-jack?” ‘‘ I wish these six volumes 
of Moriiee’s plays to be bound in half calf.” Andsoforth. This 
one is the same, only in French. ; : 

Custom-house officer, in beautiful uniform and bricht green gloves, 
very strict in his examination of my luggage. The green gloves 
travel all over my property. and bring out a small cardboard box. 
Triumphant expression on official’s face. He has caught me. Opén 
box, and show him it contains a few white ties. His face now shows 
doubt and amazement. Cannot explain to him. verbally. 
Evidently useless to mention the binding of ene s pare: The 

en gloves beckon another cuetom-house officer, wearing 
bright green gloves. Together they examine my harmless white 
ties. It seems to me the green gloved hands are held up in pious 
horror. Try them in French, in Italian, in English. No good. 
Should perhaps tip them in 8 But why waste pesetas? So 
refrain, They ahake theit heads still more suspiciously. The only 
thing remaining for me to do is to ask if the brother of one of them 
has bought a boot-jack. Does not seem very appropriate, but, if said 





qd | politely, might imply that I wish to change the subject. Am just 


about to begin the note of interrogation upside down, which gives 
such an uncanny air toa Spanish question, when they cease looking 
at my ties, and J pass on. : 

Barcelona.—Shall have no difficulty here. Have been told that 
French is spoken everywhere. If not, then lish or Italian. 
Everyone in the hotel speaks French. To the k. Manager 
speaks English beautifully. Buy some cigarettes, Old woman in 
the shop speaks Italian. Shall get on capitally. Need not trouble 
to carry the conversation-book in my pocket. , 

In the evening to the opera. alk out between the acts, seeing 
Spaniards walking out, and enter a café, Order coffee. Waiter 
brings a huge glass of water, and a cup, filled to the brim with 
sugar, on which the verseur is about to pour my drink. Stop him. 
Explain in French that I take no sugar. The two, and another 
waiter, stand round me, with dazed faces. By Jove, they speak only 
Spanish! Wish I had the conversation-book. But should probably 
have found something like ‘‘ Nous ne voulons pas fatre une excursion 
en mer, parce qu'il fait trop de vent,” or ‘* Ces bottines sont un peu 
étroites, veuillez les élargir.”” No good trying talking. Turn out 
eight or ten lumps of sugar, and so get my coffee. Then return to the 
opera. Four polite officials at the entrance gaze wonderingly at the 
Se aches Gala Cas ak soo ook, ta ein, he OO 
no pass ticke 0 . one, in turn, e 
French. He does not. Oh for the conversation-book! If only I 
could say ‘ Jous les tableaux dans le Salon Carré du Louvre sont 
des chefs-d' uvre,” or ** Est-ce que mademoiselle votre seur joue 
du piano?” { should have shown myself to be an individual with 
innocent and refined tastes, and not a socialist or a brigand. The 
second phrase would have been singularly appropriate in the opera 
house, Alas, I cannot! So address them in ch, with bows and 
smiles. And they respond in Spanish, evidently with great courtesy, 
also with bows and smiles, and let me pass in, probably because they 
cannot make me understand that I ought to stop out. For the 
fature I must carry that conversation-book everywhere. 


At tast!—Mrs, Ameria Barr states that ‘‘every woman is a 
born story-teller.” Thus the cruel calumny cast for ages on all men 
is finally refuted by a lady, who is herself a bit of a fictionist. 
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‘“‘If doughty Deeds My Lady please.” 


‘‘“MamMA! Mr, WHITE SAYS HE IS LONGING TO GIVE YOU YOUR 
First Broyoute Lesson |” 


THE SECRETS OF B’MOUTH. 


May. Friday.—Lovely. Town beginning to be delightful,—but 
for dust; but for water-carts ; but for—‘' not to put ne a point 
upon it”’—cdours. Let us away. Where? South, to the rhodo- 
dendrons. B’mouth; just the time now to spend happy days here. 
Not too hot for Royal epid Bath Hotel, B’mouth. ens lovely. 
Sea of a true Mediterranean blue, Air—gentle, refreshing. North- 
Easterly. No crowd now. But at Whitsuntide, everything will be 
Whiteuntidy. What I take in the way of holiday I prefer ‘* neat.’’ 
Per L. & S, W., and comfortable Pullman car, Song :— 


As we sit in our Pullman car, 
A smoking our fine cigar, 

The paper we read 

While we go at full speed 
In our equable Pullman car. 


Good dinner at R. T. B. hostelrie. Excellent English asparagus 
for home consumption. Might dine as vegetarians on this food, with 
motto, “All flesh is grass.” Ask what is going on? Answer, 
Nothing in icular, Try to find notices, advertisements, or bills. 
Can’t. idea this for hotel. Happy Thought. Don’t give any 
on of what’s going on outside. Zhen visitors remain 
inside. 

Next Morning.—Siill lovely, or lovelier. Down early. Breakfast. 
Lounge. Admire, at distan steamer departing from pier, to 
go, as far as I remember—which is not so very far, after all— 
to Swanage and back. Lots of steamers do this in course of day. 
I affirm this, with reservation, to my friends, who rely on my infor- 
mation, as ‘* knowing the place,”’ 

I tell them we shall find all information posted up on or about 
pier. Entrance to pier 2d. It ueed to be a penny. Unwise pro- 


ceeding this. Jf it’s only a penny you pay without g. But 
if it’s twopence you think twice. Then, to equalise it, you go earlier 
and stay double as long as you used todo fora penny. ‘‘ Pennywise 


twopence foolish”? policy thie. When does band play? No notice 
‘visible. What does band play when it does play? Nobody knows. 

is is one of the Secrets of B’mouth! There may be a or otih 
programmes. Don’t see him. Another secret. Subsequently hear 
_band, but see no boy and get no programme. 
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How about the steamboat trips to Swanage? Delightful idea; 
over to Swanage and back for a blow. Inquire of ancient mariner 
with gold band round his nautical cap. Boat to Swanage? Oh, 
gone an hour or more ago. Then that was the steamer I was ad- 

in the distance. When’s the next? He is reticent person- 
ally, but refers me to the board. Evidently another Secret of 

*m I cannot find any mention of any boat going to Swanage 
until next Monday morning, by which time I shall have left. ‘‘ Too 
late! too late!” I return to my nautical authority in gold-banded 

. Yes,” says he briefly, but politely, ‘‘ steamer to Swanage at 

E cllant ral, Peeith: I ret d arty repeat th 
** Exeellent well, i’ faith, return, and m repeat this 
expression of delight in chorus. ‘*But, pardon ae aoa ancient gold- 
banded mariner; is the fact of the boat leaving at three a secret 
known to you only, and, it may be, to one or two others P?” 

** Nay,” replies mine ancient, ‘‘’tis advertised, and ye will find it 
up on the notice board.”’ 

Politely we refer him back to his own authority. He walks to the 
board, and, after close and thorough inspection. he is taken aback. 

‘* Marry come up!” quoth the old sea-dog, his timbers shivering 
under the shock; “‘ but, ¢ ain’t been put in!’’ And, sure enou 
the announcement of the departure of the second boat that day h 
bean omitted, and but for the mere accident of our curiosity, its 
departure would have remained unknown to al], and would have been 
hereafter reckoned as among the Secrets of B’mouth. 

Swanage deferred, If the mountain would not come to MAHOMET 
we know what happened. But here the case is reversed; as thus, 
the ratson d’éire of Swanage is luncheon and lobster; and if you 
can get the lunch and the lobater without going to Swanage, so much 
the better for the consumer on the svot, and so much the worse for 
Swanage. The Royal Tepid Bath Hotel produces Swanage lobsters 
and lunch. Ergo, stay and enjoy the same without exertion. 
ces t-prandial pipe and the thirty-nine winks, 
Giant refres mpanion proposes Winter Garden (in Spring), 
where band under a Gopraey, not Dan, but one of his sons (que nous 
Dansons ), discourses lallingly, and an Ethiopian jangles sweet bells 
in tune. But even this isa et Entertainment, as, it not been 
for the knowledge of the ways of the place possessed by one of our 
party, I should have missed this pleasantly soothing concert. 

Then a stroll to the golf links. Here B’mouth sets an excellent 
example to all golf-linking seaside resorts. The public is admitted 
free, They can walk ere oe from the whacks and 
thwacks of the stalwart ball-driving golfers: and if auy one would 
play the game, he pays and plays. 

’mouth knows how to enjoy itself, and to make its visitors enjoy 
themselves. It lays out winter gardens, it gives rate concerts 
daily and nightly; it devises golf-links, croquet-grounds, bowling- 
greens, cricket-fields, and it sets up restaurants; and also provides 

or a rainy day with plenty of shelters. 

Only one fault have I to find with B’mouth, and that is its unpre- 
cedented modesty. For possessing, as it does, all these attrac 
it makes no public boast of them; and it is only with difficulty 
considerable enterprice that a stranger visiting place for the first 
time can discover all these things. Publicity is required. But once 
you know B’mouth, there are few, very few places where, at all 
times and seasons, and on all days, Sundays excepted, you can find so 


much and so varied amusement; and where, ta for granted the 
climate agrees with you, so many happy days of li out of doors 
a ne eens I have been there and atill would go. Also, will— 
when I can, 


PUNCH TO JENNER. 
[Thursday, May 14, was the centenary of the first vaecination by JENNER. ] 


Ox, JENNER, each generous spirit 
Will drink to your memory to-day ! 
From you what a boon we inherit, 
¢ horrors you helped drive away ! 
’Gainst the curse which did maim, blind, and tet/er 
Ite thousands, you gave us a shield ; 
And until they can furnish a better, 
Fanatics to wisdom must yield. 
Let Leicester for harshness impeach us ! 
But, JENNER, just were it not jolly 
If one of your confreres each us 
To vaccinate fools—against folly ? 


THov CoMEST IN SUCH A QUESTIONABLE SuaPre.—“ Herr I¥r's 
orchestra”? is announced. The band consists of Irr, with several 
’ands. Whether they play or not at your house is a question of 
‘*T€” you pay them and ‘‘If”’ they can come. Should you like 
their performance, you will indicate your desire for an encore by 
saying to the conductor, “‘ Irr zon please.” The house they hire 
during their stay in London will be entitled ‘‘ Ze Chateau d’1rr,” 
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There are nineteen Cabinet Ministers. There is only one Vice- 
President of the Counci). Why should he be called upon to merge 
his identity in a composite, not to say commonplace body ? 

The Marxiss and assistant Cabinet-mekers have, during last ten 
rs, had the upper hand of Jonn or Gorst. Had he chanced to 

ave ranged himself on the Liberal side of politics, he would, Sark 
says, long ago been a Seoretary of State, with Cabinet rank. 
Fighting er other colours, he has seen his claims, second to 
few either as brilliant Party debater or able administrator, passed 
over in favour of sons of dukes and cousins of earls. They are 
in the Cabinet, he outside. Almost his philosophic calm deserts 
him as he contemplates this ignorant suggestion about the Minister 
of Education having a seat in the Cabinet. The Vice-President of 
the Council might be ill advised, mistaken, for, after all, he is almost 
a But at least let him be spared the companionship of the 

ahinet, 

Business done,—Second reading of Education Bill moved. 


Thursday.—Another night with Education Bill. Some excellent 
eches by men who know question au fond—Drmxe, Hart Dyke, 


YDNEY Buxton, and George Trevetyan. If these in succetsion | - 


talk to you for something like forty minutes apiece, telling you what 
they think about Education Bill, you may go home with consciousness 
that, though your head aches, you’re pretty well up ia subject. 
Also, there was ALFRED Ly1TELTON making maiden speech, with 
some reminiscences of the oration prize he took at Cambridge. Got 
on very well till he came to talk about ‘‘ the critics of the Bill.” 
For a Ly1Ts.toy, this an inevitable pi/fall. AtrkED spoke of them 
as ** the crickets,’ This nearly bowled him out. 

** How ’s that, Speaker ?”? Sanx whispered under his breath. 

SPEAKER took no notice, and Lytretron carried out his bat, 
generously cheered by both tides as he walked up tothe tent. __ 

Just after midnight proceedings enlivened by outbreak of Civil 
War on Treasury Bench. Objection taken to scheme dealing with 
a charity at Donnington. Vice - President of Council supported 
it. There apparently end of matter. Ministerial majority, in 
absolutely impartial state of mind owing to perfect ignorance of the 
question, would be marshalled ; scheme approved by overwhelming 
majority. 

Bat SQUIRE OF BLANKNEY been looking into question. Come to 
conclusion that ee of scheme would wrong the poor people of 
or AO ject,” he said, ‘‘ to these people being improved 
off the face of the earth.” Encouraged by this powerful sdvocacy, 
JEssE Cortines aleo declared against scheme. JoHN or Gorst sat 
aghast. Hard enough for seecerson to be made that he shonld j sin 
the Cabinet. To have two colleagues in Ministry openly flouting 
him, joining the common enemv in disputing the fiat of Education 
Department, more than hecould bear. So folded his arms and 
awaited result. This announced with figures of division showing 
oe refi a 7 oe a —— a J 

** Re esign !”’ shou e hilarious Opposition. JOHN OF 
Goxrst sald he would think about it. 

Business done.—Ministry beginning to crumble. 


Friday night.—Maxzx Locxwoop has carried his point in Kitchen 
Committee. Long seen visions of Terrace decorated by presence of 
neat-handed PHYLLIsEs tripping here and there at tea-time, At 
present, in accordance with constitutional usages, we have, through 
the changing seasons, the black-coated waiter, smelling cf shrimps, 
glatinous with crushed strawberries, damp with water-cress, the 
Colonel has changed all that. Hereafter a new charm will invest 


tea on the Terrace. Kitchen Committee hard to move on point; | 7 


ence convinoed, surrendered altogether, not =’ agreed to invite 
SPEAKER’S approval of proposal but, that _— , Dpavimouely left 
selection and engagement cf the young ladies to Colonel Maxx, to 
whom all applications (enclosing stamp for reply) should be directly 
made, Business done.—RuoveEs laid out; trampled on by Squire 
or Matwoop, defended by Don José. 


LIVE AND LET LIVE, 
(By a Sufferer from Street Shindy.) 


(“A very large deputation of the friends of street-music made their 
protest the other day against Mr. Jacony’s Bill.” 
James Payn’s “ Our Note-Book.” | 

To interfere with Music’s means of living 

To street-musicians may seem very trying ; 
But ar we would be tolerant and forgiving, 

What if their living sometimes means our dying ? 
Grinders, at whose cacophony nature cowers, 
Your ** means of living” interfere with ours 
‘* Friends of Street-Music,” we’d shun selfish fuss, 
But—** what is sport to you is death to us.” 


[May 16, 1896, 


INTO SPAIN. 
(With a Conversation-Book.) 
Cannes.—Read that the weather is diemal and cloudy in England. 


Shall stay in the sunny South a little longer. Cannes is a charming |. 
se But might as well see something different. Where to go? | 
Consult time-tables. Easiest |. 


lt map. Good idea. Spain. 
thing inthe world. Tarascon to Barcelona. 


probably. Also Spanish manners and cus- 
toms, dark eyes, fans, mantillas, and so 
forth. Shall inly go, after a few days, 


Mast be very easy. Italian and French 
mixed, with some Latin added. Amiablo 
Frenchman in hotel supports this view. 
He says, sirily, “‘ Vous quittez Paris dans 
le ‘ sleeping,’ vous achetez des journaur 
espagnols a Irun, et, arrivé a Madrid, 
vous parlez espagnol,” Cannot hope to 
rival that linguistic feat, but may be able 
to learn a few p s between Cannes 
and Barcelona. Bay a conversation-book 
in French and Spanieh. ‘ } 

Port Bou.—Across the frontier. Cuastom-house station. Now is 
the time to begin Spanish. Have read some of that conversation- 
book on the way. Begin to doubt its utility. Usual sort of thing. 
‘* Has thy brother bought a boot-jack?” ‘* I wish these six volumes 
of Mo11ékR’s plays to be bound im half calf.” Andsoforth, This 
one is the same, only in French. . 

Custom-house officer, in beautiful uniform and brieht green gloves, 
very strict in his examination of my luggage. The green gloves 
travel all over my property. and bring out a small cardboard box. 
Triumphant expression on official’s face. He has caught me. Opén 
box, and show him it contains a few white ties. His face now shows 
only doubt and amazement. Cannot explain to him verbally. 
Evidently useless to mention the binding of Mottére’s plays. The 

een gloves beckon another custom-house officer, wearing 
Fright green gloves. Together they examine my harmless white 
ties, It seems to me the green gloved hands are held up in pious 
horror. Try them in French, in Italian, in English. No good. 
Should perhaps tip them in Spanish. But why waste pesetas? So 
refrain, They e theit heads still more sampichoualy. The only 
thing remaining for me to do is to ask if the brother of one of them 
has bought a boot-jack. Does not seem very @ riate, but, if said 
politely, might imply that I wish to change the subject. Am just 
about to begin the note of interrogation upside down, which gives 
such an uncanny air to a Spanish question, when they cease looking 
at my ties, and J pass on. : 

Barcelona.—Shall have no difficulty here. Have been told that 
French is spoken everywhere. If not, then English or Italian. 
Everyone in the hotel speaks French. To the Manager 
epeaks English beautifully. Buy some ci ttes. Old woman in 
the shop speaks Italian. Shall get on capitally. Need not trouble 
to carry the conversation-book in = pee ‘ 

In the evening to the opera. Walk out between the acts, seeing 
Spaniards aleo walking out, and enter a café, Order coffee. Waiter 
brings a huge glass of water, and a cup, filled to the brim with 
sugar, on which the verseur is about to pour my drink. Stop him. 
xplain in French that I take no sugar. The two, and another 
waiter, stand round me, with dazed faces, By Jove, they speak only 
Spanish! Wish I had the conversation-book. Bat should probably 
have found something like ‘‘ Nous ne voulons pas faire une excursion 
en mer, parce qu il fait trop de vent,” or ** Ces bottines sont un peu 
éltroites, veuillez les élargir.”” No good trying talking. Turn out 
eight or ten lumps of sugar, and so get my coffee. Then return to the 
opera, Four polite officials at the entrance gaze wonderingly at the 
counterfoil of my ticket, which I concluded served for readmission, 
no pass ticket offered. Ask each one, in turn, if he speaks 
French. He does not. Oh for the conversation-book! If only I 
could say ‘* Tous les tableaux dans le Salon Carré du Louvre sont 
des chefs-d' wuvre,” or ‘* Est-ce que mademoiselle votre sur joue 
du piano?” [ should have shown myself to be an individual with 
innocent and refined tastes, and not a socialist or a brigand. The 
second phrase would have been singularly appropriate in the opera 
— ae, Seneee ! a7 ——o ent a _— bows and 

es, ey respond in evidently with great courtesy, 
also with bows and smiles, and let me pass in, probably because they 
cannot make me understand that I ought to stop out, For the 
fature I must carry that conversation-book everywhere. 





At tast!—Mrs, Ameria Barr states that ‘‘ every woman isa 
born story-teller.” Thus the cruel calumny cast for ages on all men 


New Mo1ro ror A Monky-LEnpEE.—‘“‘I eat all, but Pocxerr none,” ! is finally refuted by a lady, who is herself a bit of a fictionist. 





What is there to see in Barcelona? Nats | 


Gocd idea to learn a few words of Spanich, |: 
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‘If doughty Deeds My Lady please.” 


‘‘MamMA! Mr, WHITE SAYS HE IS LONGING TO GIVE YOU YOUR 
First Broyote Lesson |” 


THE SECRETS OF B’MOUTH. 


May. Friday.—Lovely. Town beginning to be delightful,—but 
for dust ; but for water-carts ; but for—‘ not to put ‘06. fine a point 
upon it”—rdours. Let us away. Where? South, to the rhodo- 
dendrons. B’mouth; just the time now to spend happy days here. 
Not too hot for Royal Tepid Bath Hotel, B’mouth. Gardens lovely. 
Sea of a true Mediterranean blue, Air—gentle, refreshing. North- 
Easterly. No crowd now. But at Whitsuntide, everything will be 
Whiteuntidy. What I take in the way of holiday I prefer ‘* neat.”’ 
Per L. & S. W., and comfortable Pullman car, Song :— 


As we sit in our Pullman car, 
A smoking our fine cigar, 

The paper we read 

While we go at full speed 
In our equable Pullman car. 


Good dinner at R. T. B. hostelrie, Excellent English asparagus 
for home consumption. Might dine as vegetarians on this food, with 
motto, “All flesh is grass.” Ask what is going on? Answer, 
Nothing an pastiow at, Try to find notices, advertisements, or bills, 
Can’t. idea this for hotel. Happy Thought.—Don’t give any 
see of what’s going on outside. Zhen visitors will remain 
inside. 

Next Morning.—Sitill lovely, or lovelier. Down early. Breakfast. 
Lounge. Admire, at distan steamer departing from pier, to 
go, as far as I remember—which is not so very far, after all— 
to Swanage and back. Lots of steamers do this in course of day. 
I affirm this, with reservation, to my friends, who rely on my infor- 
mation, as ‘* knowing the place.”’ 

I tell them we shall find all information posted up on or about 
pier. Entrance to pier 2d. It used to be a penny. Unwise pro- 
ceeding this. Jf it’s only a penny you pay without thinking. But 
if it’s twopence you think twice. Then, to equalise it, you go earlier 
and stay double as long as you used to do fora penny. ‘* Pennywise 
twopence foolish” policy thie. When does band play? No notice 
visible. What does band play when it does play? Nobody knows. 
This is one of the Secrets of B’mouth! There may be a boy with 
programmes. Don’t see him. Another secret. Subsequently hear 
band, but see no boy and get no programme. . 


= — 
_—— 
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How about the steamboat trips to Swanage P Delightful idea ; 
over to Swanage and back for a blow. Inquire of ancient mariner 
with gold band round his nautical cap. t to Swanage? Oh, 
gone an hour or more ago. Then that was the steamer I was ad- 
miring in the distance. When’s the next? He is reticent person- 
ally, but refers me to the Evidently another Secret of 
B’mouth. I cannot find any mention of any boat going to Swanage 
until next Monday morning, by which time I shall have left. ‘‘ Too 
late! too late!” I return to my nautical authority in nee nenene 
cap. ‘* Yes,” says he briefly, but politely, ‘‘ steamer to Swanage at 
ay salle woe Peeith” I t d arty repeat this 

** Exoellent well, i’ faith, return, and m re i 
expression of delight in chorus. ‘*But, pardon aid thou anata gold- 
banded mariner; is the fact of the boat leaving at three a secret 
known to you only, and, it may be, to one or two others P” 

** Nay,”’ replies mine ancient, ‘‘’tis advertised, and ye will find it 
up on the notice board.” 

Politely we refer him back to his own authority. He walks to the 
board, and, after close and thorough inspection. he is taken aback. 

‘* Marry come up! ” quoth the old sea-dog, his timbers shivering 
under the shock; “‘ but, #4 ain’t been put in!’ And, sure sousm, 
the announcement of the departure of the second boat that day h 
been omitted, and but for the mere accident of our curiosity, its 
departure would have remained unknown to all, and would have been 
hereafter reckoned as among the Secrets of B’mouth. 

Swanage deferred, If the mountain would not come to MAHOMET 
we know what happened. Bat here the case is reversed; as thus, 
the ratson d’étre of Swansge is luncheon and lobster; and if you 
can get the lunch and the lobster without going to Swanage, so much 
the better for the consumer on the spot, and so much the worse for 
Swanage. The Royal Tepid Bath Hotel produces Swanage lobsters 
and lunch. Ergo, stay and enjoy the same without exertion. 
Subsequently the post-prandial pipe and the thirty-nine winks, 
Giant refreshed. mpanion proposes Winter Garden (in Spring), 
where band under a Gopraey, not Dan, but one of his sons (que nous 
Dansons !), discourses lallingly, and an Ethiopian jangles sweet bells 
in tune. But even this isa et Entertainment, as, it not been 
for the knowledge of the ways of the place possessed by one of our 
party, I should have missed this pleasantly soothing concert. 

Then a stroll to the golf links. Here B’mouth sets an excellent 
example to all golf-linking seaside resorts. The public is admitted 
free. They can walk about, protected by nets from the whacks and 
thwacks of the stalwart ball-driving golfers: and if any one would 
play the game, he pays and plays. 

’mouth knows how to enjoy itself, and to make its visitors enjoy 
themselves. It lays out winter gardens, it gives first-rate concerts 
daily and nightly; it devises golf-links, croquet-grounds, bowling- 
eee, cricket-fields, and it sets up restaurants; and also provides 
or a rainy day with plenty of shelters. 

Only one fault have I to find with B’mouth, and that is its unpre- 
cedented modesty. For possessing, as it does, all these attractions 
it makes no public boast of them; and it is only with difficulty an 
considerable enterpriee that a stranger visiting this place for the first 
time can discover all these things. Publicity is required. But once 
you know B’mouth, there are few, very few places where, at all 
times and seasons, and on all days, Sundays excepted, you can find so 
much and so varied amusement; and where, for granted the 
climate agrees with you, so many happy days of living out of doors 
- we Events I have been there and still would go. Also, will— 
when I can, 


PUNCH TO JENNER. 
[Thursday, May 14, was the centenary of the first vaecination by JENNER. | 


OH, JENNER, each generous spirit 
Will drink to your memory to-day ! 

From you what a boon we inherit, 
What horrors you helped drive away ! 

’Gainst the curse which did maim, blind, and tet! er 

Its thousands, you gave us a shield : 

And until ¢hey can furnish a better, 
Fanatics to wisdom must yield. 

Let Leicester for harshness impeach us ! 
But, JENNER, just were it not jolly 

If one of your confréres could teach us 
To vaccinate fools—against folly ? 


Trou CoMEST IN SUCH A QUESTIONABLE SHAPE.—“‘ Herr Irr's 
orchestra”’ is announced. The band consists of Irr, with several 
’ande. Whether they play or not at your house is a question of 
“Tt” you pay them and “‘If” they can come. Should you like 
their performance, you will indicate your desire for an encore by 
saying to the conductor, “‘ Irr, 7 please.” The house they hire 
daring their stay in London will be entitled ‘‘ Ze Chateau d’Irr,” 
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THE HOLIDAY TASK. 


Right Hon, Sir J-hn G-rst ("‘ the Coach,” to Master Education Bill), ‘‘Iy You MBAN TO PASS THE CoMMITIER’S EXaMINATION, YOU 
muUsT WoRK, WORK, WorK!” Aside.) ‘‘ AND so Must 1!” 
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Amateur ‘* Munimus Poet” (who has called at the office twice a week for three months), ‘‘OoULD YOU USE A LITTLE PoEM OF MINE?” 
Editor (ruthlessly determined that this shall be his final visit), ‘‘On, I THINK so, THERE ARE TWO OR THREE BROKEN PANES OF 
Guass, AND A HOLE IN THE SKYLIGHT. How LARGE Is IT?” 


THE NORMAN-NERUDA-HALLE TESTIMONIAL. 
On Saturday last, at - Deputation was received by their R>yal 


Highnesses the Prince of Wars and the Princess Louise, at Marl- 
borough House. 
Tord K-nrt- forward, begged pardon on behalf of him- 


self — friends for go early, and erg Pe tha as ree of the 
visit, namely, to present a famous violiniste, 
chalet, which he regretted he had not been able 


but it was still 
The chalet in the valley, 
Given to Lady Haté. 
He apologised for dropping |into {poetry, and promised their Royal 


Highnesses not to do so again. so there was a casket modelled on 
the ancient Venetian ones left to "Porka by her eccentric paren 
containing title deeds, names of donors, with, as Digby Grant 
to say, *‘a little cheque,” and a'l sorts cf nice things. When empty 
it could be used for a wine-cooler, a biscuit-box, a foot-warmer, or 
in fact for ames it being as useful as ornamental. He would 
now proceed to 5 
a. His sare Cp eet ares ei A to Lord ing it ae = 
Lord K-nt-re, bad alreedy opene roceedings, it m 8 
to him. the Prince, to peat, Br casket. Sd 
Sir Epw-rp L-ws-n oe that this was the regular stage 
buriness in The Merchant of Venice. (‘‘ Hear! Hear !’’) 
rs, A, L-w-s (Miss K-te T-rry) corroborated Sir Epw-rp, and 
(One a so. It was invariably the Prince who opened the box. 
ers 
Sir W-3L-m AGn-w hoped he might be permitted to sav a few 
words, (The Royal assent having been given to this, Sir W-LL-™ 


coatinu 
He wished Lad cree many happy returns of the ar “i sas 

Hear !”) He felt that he was strang up to concert-pitch (the onl 

pitch that any one could touch and come out with clean hands), 

as he did not on this occasion wish to play first fiddle, he would 


to aS clay wits ke Tn , | Lad 


abridge further observations. Lady Hatté had ever been true tv 
herself, true to the best interests of her art—toujours fidéle—and 
as everybody else did, wished her many years of happin 
perfect harmony, without any variations, (Applause.) 

Mr, ALFR-D DE R-THSCH-LD a he ana be allowed to convey 
his dee sentiments of esteem for aoe Hat.é, the recipient of 
the —— He ‘begged toray that he had had the great pleasure 
and honour of her personal ae en ce for many years, and though 

7 was ‘‘ Vée r ” yet to everybody the eminent 
| Siolansete had always been most courteous ,—Nay politer he might 
d would have said, but that he strongly objected to any- 
ae 4 at all resembling a pun. Playing on a violin was high ert, 
but pee rae OS a Ee of Fa was an art in which be (the speaker) 
de He highly esteemed Lidv Hatu& for her 
aeedieit and aaah ualities—he might say her ‘‘ Stradi-rarius” 
qualities. (‘‘ Hear! Hear!’') Wherever Lady Hattf play . 
- ar of The Norman (Neruda) Conquest. ( Cheers.) 
he was me | the feeling of the entire deputation in whine 
ee % ary oe happiness to Madame Norman Nerupa, Lady 
Hatif. (Great use.) 
The Prince of WALES then; in a few well chosen ¥ nese g?aciousl 
up the whole case, including the casket, which His Ro 
Highness proceeded to open in State. This part of the c:remonial 
was — ee ee of the swerds, the brilliancy of the 
the splendour of the costumes, the tering (f the trumpets 
and the ya of the drums, comtining to impress cn the memory, 
of those fortunate enongh to be present, a scene the like of which 
not the most Oriental splendour cculd surpass. 

Mises L-cy T-rry L-w-s, as honorary secretary, was presented 
to their Royal Highnesses, who thanked her for her gord services 
in Beng especially good cause. The depatation then ntired to slow 
music, 


[*»* Since the above appeared 10 print, it has come tc our knowledge that 
our reporter was not present. He has lefc the country. A sntecare is on 
his track.—Ep. } 
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THE HOLIDAY TASK. 
Right Hon, Sir J-hn G-rst ('' the Coach,” to Master Education Bill), ‘‘Iy You MBEAN TO PASS THE COMMITTEE'S EXaMINATION, YOU 


must WorK, WorK, Work!” Aside.) ‘‘ AnD 80 Must 11” 
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Amateur ‘* Munimus Poet" (who has called at the office twice a week for three months), ‘‘OoULD YOU USE A LITTLE PoEM OF MINE?” 


Editor (ruthlessly determined that this shall be his final visit), ‘‘Ou, I THINK so, THERE ARE TWO OR THREE BROKEN PANES OF 
Guass, AND A HOLE IN THE SKYLIGHT. How LARGE Is IT?” 


. 








THE NORMAN-NERUDA-HALLE TESTIMONIAL. | foridee true to the bet interest of er art tojoura dee athe 
On Saturday last, at noon, Deputation was received by their R>yal | 98 y did, Wi er many years of happiness, ia 
Highnesses the Prince of Winks’ and the Princess ora at Marl- perfect harmony, without any variations. (Applause.) 
























ners ui natat etine e ct Ce Bas Gs ane 
Lord K-ntT-RE forward, begged pardon on behalf of him- eepest sentimen esteem ALLE, the ent o 
self and friends for ; 80 son and evlatnad tha object of the | the testimonial. He begged toray that he had had the great pleasure 


visit, namely, to present the famous violiniste. Lady Hatfé, with a| and honour of her personal tance for many years, and though 
vhalet whick ke segrotted ies had not been able to tiie th him, | Lady Hatté was ‘** Née ruder,” yet to everybody the eminent 
but it was still viohniste had always been most courteous,—Nay politer he might 
The chdlet in the valley, say, ard would have said, but that he strongly objected to any- 
Given to Lady Ha.ué. ree at all seen Ne . pan. sane oe a ot veh high ab 
Sod . aying on a string Of words was an in which be (the s er 
Helena Priore aA ing Bae pogo a ee had no desire to excel. He highly esteemed Lady Hat& for her 
the ancient Venetian ones left to Portia by her eocentric parent, | @*°ellent and various qualities— he might say her — Stradivarius 
containing title deeds, names of donors, with, as Digby Grant qualities, (‘* Hear! Hear!”') Wherever Lady Hark played, it 
to say, ‘a little cheque,” and all sorts cf nice things. When empty | ¥*° * repetition of The Norman (Neruda) Conquest, (Cheers.) He 
it could be used for a wine-cooler, a biscuit-box, a foot-warmer, or | °XP™e* he was eure, the feeling of the entire deputation in wishing 
in fact for anything, it being as useful as ornamental. He would ao ( a Lm mo aaa to, Madame Norman Nerupa, Lady 
now proceed to open- : The Prince of WAxxEs then, in a few well chosen words, gtaciousl 
Las re His Royal Highnow eee aa sitean it cca tetan summed up the whole cate, including the casket, which His Royal 
to him. the Prinea. to open the casket P : Highews Seeenane - 7 in th This wp gta Hab 
: c ; , was most imposing—the gleaming of the swerds, the brilliancy of the 
‘ota The Mochost of Vem (oan eee stage | diamonds, the splendour of the costumes, the t laring « f the trumpets 
Mrs, A, L-w-s (Miss K-re T-rex) corroborated Sir Epw-xo, and | *74 the beating of the drums, combining to impress cn the memory, 
: . ose fortunate enough to be present, a scene the like of w 
(One = so. It was invariably the Prince who opened the box. not the most Oriental splendour qvuld surpass. iL sis 
Sir W-11-m Acn-w hoped he might be permitted to sav a few|;, “the, Roval Highnesses, wh» thankrd her for har cord. seevic 
: wg yal Highnesses, who thanked her for her gord 1s ervices 
—. ) e Royal assent having been given to this, Sir W-LL- in the especially good cause. The deputation then mtired to slow 


Hoey" Ma Hk ted We en tee eo |. Gece | | 
lear : e f¢ was strang up pl *.* Since the abo ed int, it has te knowledge that 
pitch that any one could touch and come out with clean hands), aad out sry wen a6 reek, He os ike the pocracttgay iataclios | is on 
as he did not on this occasion wish to play first fiddle, he would | his track.—Ep. | 
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his lightni but some of SHELLEY’s magical 
music had breathed into Hoop’s song. 
And of Kerarts’s there was a still greater 
ortion. ie —— was, of course, _ imitator, 
very age has its own a ria & 
of sastieat i x aad ait rihoebeteeee 
ociog tec thule avest Genghis tn tht migker 
voice for in the 
o ae a end SHAKO?EAM 
and, on the other 
at bocca the fascinating sen faet ma 
be found in Mr. A. H. ButtEn’s deligh 
book, so to SHELLEY and Hoop there 





1oughts, even in their moments of highest 
xaltation, flowed with untroubled ease. The 
similitude must not be strained too far, but 
withduequalificationsit unquestionably existe. 


In the ** Plea of the Midsummer Fairies,’’ 
‘* Lycus, the Centaur,’’ ‘‘ Hero and Leander,’ 
and ‘‘The Two Peacocks of Bedfont,”’ one 
may find not only the haun melody and 

choly by ch Hoon’s work is 

marked, but also a cP rege of expression, 
remarkable verbal felicity, and a singular 
power of painting a picture. It is difficult to 
select, but I venture to quote one verse from 
the first of these poems :— 
Then next a fair Eve-Fay made meek address, 
Saying, ‘‘ We be the handmaids of the Spring, 
In sign whereof, May, the quaint broideress, 
Hath wrought her samplers on our gauzy wing. 
We tend upon buds’ birth and blossoming, 
And count the leafy tributes that they owe— 
As, so much to the earth -so much to fling 
In showers to the brook—so much to go 
In whirlwinds to the clouds that made them grow.” 


And hout the pitiful - of the fairies 
one finds the same dainty aed as of the 
timid rustle of many fluttering little wings 
on a cool and moonlit night. 


AND, in a different strain, can anything be 
more touching and beautiful than ‘‘ I Re 
member, I Remember,” with its last verse 
that speaks straight to every heart :— 

I remember, I remember 
The fir-trees dark and high ; 
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Sw A I used to think their slender tops 
| SS \  OSSss Were close aco the sky: 
\ - a \ ;' It was a childish ignorance, 
Ws = oF But now ’tis little joy 
“ne x To know I’m farther off from heay’n 
4 Than when I was a boy. 


It is on this side that Hoop comes into rela- 
t HACKERAY, and the tie grows 


oh pt {tion with T 
— Review ” and ‘‘ To ——, composed at Rotter- 


stronger as one reads *“*A Ret tive 
dam,”’ For instance :— 














Scenz—The Steps of Burlington House, Then here it a bumper— 
Artist (whose work has been hung not so well as he could have wished), ‘‘ AND WHAT ON The toast it shall be mine, 
EARTH HAVE THEY sTUCK LogD RoBERTS UP HERE FOR?” noe ee eee 
Brother Brush (whose picture has been well hung and well sold), ‘WHY, TO REMIND THE a asall hanen vas Cha beiehtaid 
Pubic MY Boy, THAT THEY OAN’T GO IN WITHOUT PASSING Bogs!” Where sunbeam ever ea 
| 3 ‘Siete 
° a . 
ROUNDABOUT READINGS. | which is justly his as «true posts amasteret |p goes een. 
Tom Hoop as a Porr, (Contd. tragedy, humour, pathos, and music. Still, a ele 
( ) when necessary pene, ons have been made, he wrote, Hoop displays his remarkable mas- 


I nAveE said that Hoop’s right to such tery over words, his power of juggling with 
immortality as poetry can confer comes from eae cae are tae ee hae ae of adapting them, willy-nilf , to his 
a comparatively small volume of literary |i, ‘no piece that is not worthy of the front yore of — as it were, dance 
“baggage.” I do not mean that his output rank,” the amount left, each not sur-| is music, and that too in a measure that 
was sm No man, indeed, worked more prisingly large, is of a quite . seems the perfection of rhythmical ease. As 
assiduously at the literary business, for range and variety d in athletic exercises—in gymnastics let us 
on She pecomds, @ weet be did he had to : say, or in oarsmanship—those who have the 

rovide bread for himself and his dear ones, Pee highest training and the best skill perform 

ut some of his chief and most immediate| Or Hoop as a sonnetteer I have spoken, | the hardest feats and do the soundest work 
successes with the publio were gained by him | not, as I believe, with a higher enthusiasm | with a grace and a t lack of exertion 
as a humorist, apt at the verbal contortions| than is due to his merits. But-he eee that deceive the spectator; so in the exercise 
which Cuartes Lamp defended, and there- | too, and with no untaught or waveri d,|of words the great masters seem, without 
after the Mone would have him chained to|the larger harp, whee had been swept by | striving, to obtain just the right and necessary 
an oar in the punning galley. His wonderful | Keats and . I do not say that| effect, And Hoop, whether we consider him 
feats therein are remembered for and against | Hoop reached to the heights of passion | as a a or a poet, was unquestionably a 
him even now, and it cannot be doubted that | where SHetiEy controlled his whirlwinds and | great master of words. 





—_ 
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OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 


Mz. H. W. Lucy has done many ene gee things, but never 


anything better, in its way. 
small feat to write of the proceedings in Parliam 


is, I fancy, a record performance even for Mr 

it in this book, and done it in a style so crisp 
and bright, with a humour so abundant, and with an observa- 
tion so keen, that, as one reads it, one imagines that, for 
entertainment and htliness, the Houses of Commons 
and of Lords must e finest ‘‘ Halls” in all London. 
es of which 
sympathy and 
tolerance which e given to Tony, M.P. (if one may say 
so in the pages which he eee the very highest place 


has done 


And there is no lack throeghout the 480 
the book is com of those rarer gifts o 


among Par amentary chronicl ers. 





SHYLOCK ON THE SITUATION. 
(Adapted by a London Merchant and a sorely-bwrdened Suburban i 
Ratepayer, after studying the Agricultural Land Rating Bill.) 
CoMPANTIES are but ‘‘ Boards” ; Ministers but men; there 
be land-rat(e)s and water-rat(e)s, lan land-thieves and water- 
thieves—I mean pirates Loe ae eee and then there are y 
. Aman is, nevertheless 


the perils of water, gas, an 
(they think), sufficient! 


* 


My Lords and Commons, man 8 ics and oft 


In heavy ratio some have bre 
nm my monies 


have I borne it end my D a patient tb ahiae: 
For suff’rance is the badge of all = bec 


Again, it now appears 


need m 
Merchant of Venice, hae So, 3 (lightly altered), 


= DaY-AFTER-THE- Farr,” — There is a heading in the 
Daily News, “ Last Night’s Dinners,” There ’s something 
melancholy about the title. In four cases out of ten the 
remembrance of last ht’s dinner will be a happy one 
To those who have dined “not wisely but too w 


ary of the Home- 
Rule Parliament, 1892—1895 an - oe ake is no 
ent, as Mr 
Lucy does day by day argh oon by week, in such a way as 
to make th the veadine a tful to ordinary reac ders; but to =. 
make the past recor oda ton Poeun amusing anil in- bc 
teresting, to breathe life into the dry bones of ton ie 
ucy. He 


» last 


night’s feast will not bear the reflections of the. morning 
after. But the majority who ae dined unwisely will not 


feel too well next mornin 


and when they see 


the feasts 


recorded under this head ‘they will press their own, and 


wish they had never, &c., & 


ProPposED DECORATIONS FOR BoarRD SCHOOLS AND POLICE 
Covurts,—In the first the study-rooms should be hung with 
Old Masters and their pupils; and in the tecond there 


should be some very good Constables. 


THE GALLANT CONSTABLE. 


(“ Neuuiz and Emma Woopvine (aged five and two respectively 
were up at the Marylebone Police-court’ yesterday charged wit 
‘ sleeping in the open air without visible means of subsistence.’ 
Mr. PLOWDEN said it was ‘ perfectly preposterous to bring infants 
into Court.... Take them Laney 9 estminster Gazette, 


IT was a ‘catia constable 
Who rec the lonel ote 
‘as terin =e: = eee heart 
He walked e street. 


He thought with pi du that ierced him 
And made his blood run col pene 
What he should do if he should m 
Some burglar bad and bold. 


ane bad bold man who would not heed 


**Oh! spare a co [” 
But i would attack a vathioady 


ring him down a cropper. 


sie he mused. If ne’er he caught 
course, 

i Seean supsrintendent would 
Dismiss him from the force. 

Just then, whilst i _ pondered there, 
Aghast at his dilem 

His eagle sight hanna 4e alight 
On NELLIEz and on Emma, 


Now NEtxiz was a little Jass 
Who boasted summers five, 
Whilst E»nra in this vale of woe 

Two years had been alive, 


These two upon a doorstep there— 
An angel miekk have wept, . 
So young and yet eo full of crime !— 
Alas! these infants slept. 


And slept right well. As later on 
The constable swore roundly, 
uae = ht them in the very act 
eed of sleeping soundly, 
ce he nn s adequately pen 
Hoe ioe ie he to oi charg 
W; ok in e 
vy dang ll of five and two. 
Not his to count the risk he ran, 
He felt his conscience bid 
Him venture everything. 
His duty, and he did. 
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PHIL MA- 


q6 


But when the dawn broke o’er the land, 
Unconscious of their fate 

These wicked infants had to come 
Before a magistrate. 


He was a horrid, feeling man, 
And only chose to say, 

‘* My Court is not a nurs 
So. take the babes away.’ 


But deeds of valour ever live, 
And down to endless fame 
Will go this constable without 

A number or a name. 


For when the goodman of the house 
A story wants to tell, he 

Will praise the man who dared to take 
The sisters Emma— NELLIE, 


Goop Omen FoR Ricat Hon, Sec. or 
CoLonres.—Revival of Jo (at Drury Lane 
Theatre), ‘‘ always a movin’ on! ”’ 
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musie had Wen breathed into Hoop's song. 


‘ 


\ 
A> 


——_~ 





Scene—The Steps of Burlington House, 


Artist (whose work has been hung not so well as he could have wished), ‘‘ AND WHAT ON 
EAETH HAVE THEY STUCK LORD RoBERTS UP HERE FOR?” 

Brother Brush (whose picture has been well hung and well sold), ‘‘WuHy, TO REMIND THE 
Pusuic My Boy, THAT THEY OAN’T GO IN WITHOUT PASSING Boss!” 








ROUNDABOUT READINGS. 
Tom Hoop as A Port, (Conéd.) 


_ I wave said that Hoop’s right to such 

imm as poetry can er comes 
a comparatively small volume of literary 
“baggage.” I do not mean that his output 
was sm No man, indeed, worked more 
assiduously at the literary business, for 
oe tencente wane be oe he had to 
vide bread for himeelf and his dear ones, 
immediate 


their fame has obscured the higher glory 
which is justly his as a true poet, a master of 
tragedy, humour, pathos, and music. §Atill, 
when all necessary deductions have been made, 
and when, in contemplating what remains, an 
appreciator can say to himself, ‘‘ here there 
is no piece that is not worthy of the front 
ee —. ee eee ae sur- 
prisingly large, a q ex 

range and variety. 


Or Hoop as a sonnetteer I have spoken, 


And of Kerarts’s there was a still greater 
ortion. Yet Hoop was, of course, no imitator. 
very age has its own appro i uage 

of poetica ession, and as the Eliza 
on the one hand, seemed to find a natural 
voice for their great thoughts in the mighty 
line that MaRLower and SHAKSPEARE ht 
to pees and, on the other han 

at leisure in the fascinating lyrics that ma 

be found in Mr. A, H. ButuEn’s deligh 

book, so to SHELLEY Keats, and Hoop there 


| gerteee in common a style in which their 


oughts, even in their moments of highest 
xaltation, flowed with untroubled ease. The 
similitude must not be strained too far, but 
with duequalificationsit unquestionably exists. 


In the “* Plea of the Midsummer Fairies,’’ 
“* Lycus, the Centaur,” ‘*‘ Hero and Leander,’ 
and ‘‘The Two Peacocks of Bedfont,” one 
may find not only the haun melody and 
m : TT ee ch ue - work is 
mar u a pees on of expression, 
remarkable verbal felicity, and a singular 
power of painting a picture. It is difficult to 
select, but I venture to quote one verse from 
the first of these poems :— 
Then next a fair Eve-Fay made meek address, 
Saying, ‘“‘ We be the handmaids of the Spring, 
In sign whereof, May, the quaint broideress, 
Hath wrought her samplers on our gauzy wing. 
We tend upon buds’ birth and blossoming, 
And count the leafy tributes that they owe— 
As, so much to the earth -so much to fling 
In showers to the brook—so much to go 
In whirlwinds to the clouds that made them grow.” 
And eee the pitiful plea of the fairies 
one finds the same dainty delicacy as of the 
timid rustle of many fluttering little wings 


on a cool and moonlit night, 
AND, in a different strain, can oe 
more touching and beautiful than ‘‘I Re- 


member, I Remember,” with its last verse 
that speaks straight to every heart :— 

I remember, I remember 

The fir-trees dark and high ; 

I used to think their slender tops 

Were close against the sky : 

It was a childish ignorance, 

But now ’tis little joy 

To know I’m farther off from heay'n 

when I was a boy. 


It is on this side that Hoop comes into rela- 
tion with Taackeray, and the tie grows 


stronger as one reads “‘ A Retrospective 
Review ”’ and ‘‘ To ——, composed at Rotter- 
dam.” For instance :— 

Then here it a bumper— 

The toast it shall be mine, 

In Schiedam or in sherry, 


Tokay, or hock of Rhine ; 

It well deserves the brightest 

Where sunbeam ever swam— 
_ “The girl I love in England ” 

I drink at Rotterdam. 





In these verses, as in every piece of verse 
he wrote, Hoop displays his remarkable mas- 
tery over words, his power of j ling with 
them, of ampine “— we ‘ ot his 

; em, as it were, dance 
to his music, and that too in a measure that 
seems the perfection of rhythmical ease. As 
in athletic exercises—in gymnastics let us 
in oarsmanship—those who have the 
highest training and the best skill perform 


ut some of his chief and most the hardest feats and do the soundest work 
successes with the public were gained by him | not, as I believe, with a higher enthusiasm | with a grace and a t lack of exertion. 
as a humorist, a s the verbal contortions|than is due to his merits. But he angers that deceive the spectator; so in the exercise 
which Cuaries Lams defended, and there- | too, and with no untaught or waveri d,|of words the great masters seem, without 
after the public would have him chained to| the larger ; which had been by | striving, to obtain just the right and necessary: 
an oar in the punning galley. His wonderful | Keats and . I do not say that| effect. And Hoop, whether we consider him 
feats therein are remembered for and against | Hoop reached to the heights of passion | as a — or a poet, was unquestionably a 
him even now, and it cannot be doubted that | where SHELLEY controlled his whirlwinds and | great master of words. 








— 


May 23, 1896.] 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 


Mr. H. W. Lucy has done many See noes never 
anything better, in its way. than ry of the Home- 
Rule Parliament, 1892—1895 Ouaeni & Co.) It is no 
small feat to write of the proceedings in Parliament, as Mr. 
Lucy does ony by day and week by week, in such a way as 
to make the delightful to ordinary readers; but to 
make the saa records of the two Houses amusing ani in- 
teresting, to breathe life into the dry bones of 1892—1895 
is, I fancy, a record performance even for Mr. Lucy. He 
has done it in this book, and done it in a style so crisp 
and bright, with a humour so abundant, and with an observa- 
tion so keen, ~~ as acy eee it, one imagines that, for 
a and the Houses of Commons 
and of Lords must tis ‘** Halls”? in all London. 
And tae is no lack ae the 480 es of which 
the book is com of those rarer gifts of sympathy and 
tolerance oro . ere to Tony, M.P, (if one may say 
so in the h he ah the very highest place 
among Par Raia mentary chroniclers. 








SHYLOCK ON THE SITUATION. 


(Adapted by a London Merchant and a sorely-burdened Suburban 
Ratepayer, after studying the Agricultural Land Rating Bill. ) 


CoMPANIES are but ‘‘ Boards” ; Ministers but men; there 
be land-rat(e)s and water-rat(e)s, land-thieves and water- 
thieves—I peace pirates a igh rates); and then there are 
the perils of water, gas, an A man is, nevertheless 
(they think), sufficient! 


My Lords and Commons, man 
In heavy ratio ye have ‘ 
: m my monies my Dr oacliea. 
have I borne it with a patient shrug, 
For suff’rance is the badge of all our tribe. 
Again, it now appears, you need my help * 
Merchant of Venice, Act 1., So. 3 (alughtly altered), 


* * 


Bh time and oft 


** DAY-AFTER-THE-F AaRE,’’ — There is a heading in the 
Daily News, * Last Night’s Dinners,” There’s manera y 
melancholy about: ~ title. In four Ee os = ten the 
remembrance of night’s dinner will be y one 
To those who Bay dine “not wisely but ae well” last 
night’s feast will not bear the reflections of the morning 
after. But the majority who have dined unwisely will not 
feel too well next morning gt when they see the feasts 
recorded under this head they will press their own, and 
wish they had never, &c., ka 


PrRoPosED DECORATIONS FOR BoaRD ScHOOLS AND POLICE 
Covrts.—In the first the study-rooms should be hung with 
Old Masters and their pupils; and in the second there 
should be some very good Constables, 


THE GALLANT CONSTABLE. 


(“* NELLIz and Emma Woopvinz (aged five and two ance ei ae 
were up at the Marylebone Police-court’ yesterday char 

‘ sleeping in the open air ,Without visible means of ites? 
Mr. PLowDEN said it was ‘ perfectly preposterous to bring infants 
into Court... . Take them away.’” » Vesiminetor Gazette. 
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IT was a a gallon constable 
Who ra the _— beat. 

With f ere sep ee uaking heart 
He walked down the street. 


He thought with pain that pierced him 
And made his blood run [t aoe 
What he should do if he should m 
Some burglar bad and bold. 


iar bad bold man who would not heed 
at would “*Oh! spare a copper!” 
But o attack a ruthlessly 
ring him down a cropper. 
sil on mused. If ne’er he caught 


course 

A heartless superintendent would 
Dismiss him from the force. 

Just then, whilet tl he cree there, 
Aghast at his dilem 

His eagle sight chanod to alight 
On NELLIE and on Emma, 


Now NE xi was a little Jass 
o boasted summers tive, 
Whilst Exnora in this vale of woe 
Two years had been alive. 


These two upon a doorstep there— 
An angel nial have w 
So ae and yet eo full o crime |— 
Alas! these infants slept. 
And slept right well. As later on 
The constable swore roundly, 
He os ht them in the very act 
ed of sleeping soundly, 
ier fr can adequately pen 
Hod ei of dering x 5 : charg 
ow, daring e took in e 
These babes of five and two. 
Not his to count the risk he ran, 
a cakes his conscience bid 


everything. It was 
His eee and he did. 





But when the dawn broke o’er the land, 
Unconscious of their fate, 

These wicked infants had. to come 
Before a magistrate. 


He was a horrid, feeling man, 
And only chose to say, 
‘** My Court is not a nurs 
So take the babes away.’ 
But deeds of valour ever live, 
down to endless fame 
Will go this constable without 
A number or a name. 
For when the goodman of the house 
A story wants to tell, he 
Will praise the man who dared to take 
The sisters A— NELLIE. 


Goop Omen FoR Ricat Hon. Sec. oF 
CoLonrEs.— Revival of Jo. (at Drary Lane 
Theatre), *‘ always a movin’ on! 
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Scene—The Steps of Burlington House, 
Artist (whose work has been hung not so well as he could have wished), ‘‘ AND WHAT ON 
EARTH HAVE THEY STUCK LORD ROBERTS UP HERE FOR!” 
Brother Brush (whose picture has been well hung and well sold), ‘‘'WHy, TO REMIND THE 
Pusiic My Boy, THAT THEY CAN'T GO IN WITHOUT PASSING Boss!” 








ROUNDABOUT READINGS. 
Tom Hoop as A Porr, (Conid,) 


_ I wave said that Hoop’s right to such 
immortality as can confer comes from 
a comparatively small volume of literary 
“baggage.” I do not mean that his output 
was sm No man, indeed, worked more 
assiduously at the literary business, for 
on the ds of what he did he had to 
vide bread for himeelf and his dear ones, 
ut some of his chief and most immediate 
successes with the public were gained by him 
as a humorist, art at the verbal contortions 
hich CHarntEes Lams defended, and there- 


Ww 
after the os would have him chained to | th 


an oar in the punnin . His won 
feats therein are te for and inst 
him even now, and it cannot be dou that 





their fame has obscured the higher glory 
which is justly his as a true poet, a master of 
tragedy, humour, pathos, and music. Still, 
when all necessary deductions have been made, 
and when, in contemplating what remains, an 
appreciator can say to himself, ‘‘ here there 
is no piece that is not worthy of the front 
rank,”’ the amount left, though not sur- 
prisingly large, is of a quite extraordinary 
range and ; 


Or Hoop as a sonnetteer I have spoken, 
not, as I believe, with a higher enth 
than is due to his merits. But-he mageces 
too, and with no watanght or Waveri d, 
larger » which had 


8 been swept by 
Ts and B do not say that 
Hoop reached to the heights of passion 


where SHELLEY controlled his whirlwinds and 


his lightnings, but some of SHELLEY’s magical 
music had breathed into Hoon’s song. 
And of Kzars’s there was a still greater 
ortion. Yet Hoon was, of course, no imitator, 
he Fa has its own appro ae - uage 
of poetica ession, and as the Eliza 
selog tee thalt gvea: tatmghie in the mighty 
voice for their great thoughts in the 
line that MaRLowEk and SHAKSPEARE ht 
to paren and, on the other han 
at leisure in the fascinating lyrics ths Suey 
be found in Mr. A, H. ButwEn’s deligh 
book, so to SHELLEY Kxars, and Hoop there 
ained in common a style in which their 
oughts, even in their moments of highest 
exaltation, flowed with untroubled ease. The 
similitude must not be strained too far, but 
with duequalificationsit unquestionably existe. 


In the ** Plea of the Midsummer Fairies,” 
** Lycus, the Centaur,” ‘‘ Hero and er,’ 
and ‘‘The Two Peacocks of Bedfont,” one 
mer aw not only the Tener ae, meONOny and 
melancholy by which Hoop’s best work is 
marked, but also a perfection of expression, 
remarkable verbal felicity, and a singular 
power of painting a picture. It is difficult to 
select, but I venture to quote one verse from 
the first of these poems :— 
Then next a fair Eve-Fay made meek address, 
Saying, ‘“‘ We be the handmaids of the Spring, 
In sign whereof, May, the quaint broideress, 
Hath wrought her samplers on our gauzy wing. 
We tend upon buds’ birth and blossoming, 
And count the leafy tributes that they owe— 
As, so much to the earth -so much to fling 
In showers to the brook—so much to go 
In whirlwinds to the clouds that made them grow.” 


And erage the pitiful plea of the fairies 
one finds the same dainty delicacy as of the 
timid rustle of many fluttering wings 
on a cool and moonlit night. 


AND, in a different strain, can ayn 
more touching and beautiful than “‘I Re- 
member, I Remember,” with its last verse 
that speaks straight to every heart :— 

I remember, I remember 

The fir-trees dark and high ; 

I used to think their slender tops 

Were close against the sky : 

It was a childish ignorance, 

But now ’tis little joy 

To know I’m farther off from heay’n 

Than when I was a boy. 
It is on this side that Hoop comes into rela- 
tion with THACKERAY, the tie grows 
stronger as one reads ‘‘A Retrospective 
Review ” and ‘‘ To ——, composed at Rotter- 


dam,” For instance :— 
Then here it a bumper— 
The toast it shall be mine, 
In Schiedam or in sherry, 


Tokay, or hock of Rhine ; 

It well deserves the brightest 

Where sunbeam ever swam— 

‘‘The girl I love in England ”’ 
I drink at Rotterdam. 





In these verses, as in every piece of verse 
he wrote, Hoop displays his remarkable mas- 


tery over words, his power of juggling with 
thon, of adapting them, willy- oot his 
i em, as it were, dance 


ur ; of nr th 
to tyagel Ma By and that too in a measure that 
seems the perfection of rhythmical ease, As 
in athletic exercises—in gymnastics let us 
y. or in oarsmanship—those who have the 
highest training and the best skill perform 
the hardest feats and do the soundest work 
with a grace and apparent lack of exertion. 
that deceive the spectator ; so in the exercise 
e earn et a A par without 
ving, to obtain j e right and necessary’ 
effect, And Hoop, bia we —_< 
as a punster or a poet, was unqu ya 
great master of words. 





— 


May 23, 1896.] 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 


Mz. H. W. Lucy has done many many good. things, but never 
anything better, in its way, Diary of the Home- 
Rule Parkiament, 1892— 1895 (er & Co.). It is no 
small feat to write of the proceedings in Parliament, as Mr. 
oe at ee day oat ane eee by week, in a @ way as 

Se tia tful to ordinary readers; but to 
= ae nak records 7m ene two Houses amusing ani in- 
teresting, to breathe life into the dry bones of 1892—1895 
is, I ars record performance even for Mr. Lucy. He 
has done i ti in this book, and done it in a style so crisp 
and bright, with a humour so abundant, and with an observa- 
tion so keen, Le as one reads it, one imagines that, for 
entertainment an we, ‘si he the Houses of Commons 
and of Lords wet Ee the ** Halls”? in all London. 
And there is no lack arvcghont Spe eo es of dpa 
the book is composed of those rarer gifts ympathy and 
tolerance which have given to Tosy, M. P, (if one may say 
so in the s which he wera the very highest place 
among Par iia mentary chroniclers. 





SHYLOCK ON THE - SITUATION. 


(Adapted by a London Merchant and a sorely-burdened Suburban 
Ratepayer, after studying the Agricultural Land Rating Bill.) 


CoMPANIES are but ‘‘ Boards”; Ministers but men; there 
be land-rat(e)s and water-rati(e)s, land-thieves and water- 
ees mean pirates oe h rates); and then there are 

of water, gas, and echools, A’man is, nevertheless 
(eee think), sufficient! Z 


My Lords and eases many, a time and oft 
In heavy ratio ye have * oa 
: nm my monies and m secpanlian, 
have I borne it with a patient shrug, 
For suff’rance is the badge of all our tri 
Again, it now appears press, 1°" need m y help! 
Merchani of Venice, Act I., Se. 3 (alaghtly P siered). 


** DAY-AFTER-THE-F aRE,’’ — There is a heading in the 
Daily News, “ Last Night’s Dinners,” There’s something 
aalansholy about the title. In four cases om A ten the 
remembrance of last night’s dinner will be y one 
To those who have dined “ not wisely but ae ” last 
night’s feast will not bear the reflections of the. morning 
after. But the majority who have dined unwisely will not 
feel too well next morning my when they see the feasts 
recorded under this head i ther will press their own, and 
wish they had never, &c., & 


PROPOSED DECORATIONS FOR BoarpD ScHOOLS AND PoLicr 
Courts.—In the first the study-rooms should be hung with 
Old Masters and their pupils; and in the tecond there 
should be some very good Constables, 


THE GALLANT CONSTABLE. 


(“* Neue and Euma Woopvinsg (aged five and two respectively 
were up at the Marylebone Police-court yesterday charged wit 

‘ sleeping in the open air without visible means of subsistence.’ 
Mr. PLowpkgn said it was ‘ perfectly preposterous to bring infants 
into Court.... Take them away; ee ~ FF catminetor Gazette. 
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IT was a seis constable 
Who the — beat, 
With falterin eo uaking heart 
He walked e street. 
He thought with ae in that ierced him 
And made his blood run cold, [through 
What he should do if he should meet 
Some burglar bad and bold. 
ef bad aor a who would a heed 
re a co , 
But i woud attack an sathloncly 
down a cropper. 
Ale hem he eee a} If ne’er he caught 


A heartless superintendent would 
Dismiss him from the force. 

Just then, whilet moot he opener: there, 
Aghast at his dilemm 

His eas sight chanced ‘ alight 
On NELLIE and on Emma, 


Now NE xxix was a little lass 
Who boasted summers five, 
Whilst Exnra in this vale of woe 
Two years had been alive, 
Thege two upon a doorstep there— 
An angel might have wept, 
So ne and yet eo full of crime !— 
Alas! these infants slept. 
And slept right well. As later on 
The constable swore roundly, 
mee “sn ht them in the very act 
eed of sleeping soundly, 
a oe can adequately pen 
rE a 
ow; e took in e 
These babes of five and two. 
Not his to count the risk he ran, 
ee ae his —_- bags 


His ie mri ad he did, 





But when the dawn broke o’er the land, 
Unconscious of their fate 

These wicked infants had to come 
Before a magistrate. 


He was a horrid, feeling man, 
And only chose to say, 
** My Court is not a nursery, 
So. take the babes away. 


But deeds of valour ever live, 
And down to endless fame 
Will go this constable without 
A number or a name. 


For when the goodman of the house 
A story wants to tell, he 

Will praise the man who dared to take 
The sisters Emwa— NELLIE. 


Goop Omen FoR Ricat Hon. Sec. oF 
CoLonTEs.— Revival of Jo (at Drury Lane 
Theatre), ‘‘ always a movin’ on! ”’ 
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Scune—The Steps of Burlington House, 
Artist (whose work has been hung not so well as he could have wished), ‘‘ AND WHAT ON 
EARTH HAVE THEY STUCK LORD ROBERTS UP HERE FOR!” 
Brother Brush (whose picture has been well hung and well sold), ‘‘WHyY, TO REMIND THE 
Pusuic my Boy, THAT THEY OAN’T GO IN WITHOUT PASSING Boss!” 








ROUNDABOUT READINGS. 
Tom Hoop as A Porr, (Conid,) 


I HAve said that Hoon’s right to such 
immortality as poetry can confer comes from 
a comparatively small volume of literary 


‘** baggage.” I do not mean that his output 
was sm No man, indeed, worked more 
assiduously at the li i 


terary business, for 
on the ds of what he did he had to 
rovide bread for himself and his dear ones, 
ut some of his chief and most immediate 
successes with the public were gained by him 
as a humorist, se the verbal contortions 
which Cuantes Lams defended, and there- 
sa carta Ga pulang gin. Sits weubeoel 
an oar e punning galley. won 
feats therein are remembered for and against 
him even now, and it cannot be dou that 





their fame has obscured the higher glory 
which is justly his as a true poet, a master of 
y, humour, pathos, and music. Still, 
when all necessary deductions have been made, 
and when, in contemplating what remains, an 
appreciator can say to himself, ‘‘ here there 
is no piece that is not worthy of the front 
»’ the amount left, h not sur- 
ingly large, is of a quite e i 
range and variety. 


Or Hoop as a sonnetteer I have spoken, 
not, as I believe, with a higher enthusiasm 
than is due to his merits. But he ones 
too, and with no untaught or wavering hand, 


the larger ,wW had been swept b 

Kats « I do not shy thet 
Hoop reached to the heights of passion 
where SHELLEY controlled his whirlwinds and 


And of Keats’s there was a still greater 
ortion. Yet Hoop was, of course, no imitator. 
very age has its own appropriate uage 

of poetical ession, and as the Elizabe 

on the cas based seemed to find a natural 

voice for their great thoughts in the mighty 

line that Mantower and SHAKSPEARE meee 
to pares and, on the other ate 

at leisure in the fascinating lyrics that may 

be found in Mr. A, H. BuiiEn’s deligh 

book, so to SHELLEY Kxats, and Hoop there 


ede in common a style in which their 


oughts, even in their moments of highest 


: exaltation, flowed with untroubled ease. The 


similitude must not be strained too far, but 
with duequalificationsit unquestionably exists. 


Tn the “* Plea of the Midsummer Fairies,” 
** Lycus, the Centaur,” ‘‘ Hero and Leander,’ 
and ‘‘The Two Peacocks of Bedfont,” one 
may find not nage Be haun melody and 
melancholy by which Hoop’s work is 
marked, but also a perfection of expression, 
remarkable verbal felicity, and a singular 
power of painting a picture. It is difficult to 
select, but I venture to quote one verse from 
the first of these poems :— 
Then next a fair Eve-Fay made meek address, 
Saying, ‘“‘ We be the handmaids of the Spring, 
In sign whereof, May, the quaint broideress, 
Hath wrought her samplers on our gauzy wing. 
We tend upon buds’ birth and blossoming, 
And count the leafy tributes that they owe— 
As, so much to the earth -so much to fling 
In showers to the brook—so much to go 
In whirlwinds to the clouds that made them grow.” 


And t hout the pitiful plea of the fairies 
one finds the same dainty delicacy as of the 
timid rustle of many fluttering little wings 
on a cool and moonlit night, 


AND, in a different strain, can no 
more touching and beautiful than “‘I Re- 
member, I Remember,” with its last verse 
that speaks straight to every heart :— 

I remember, I remember 

The fir-trees dark and high ; 

I used to think their slender tops 

Were close against the sky : 

It was a childish ignorance, 

But now ’tis little joy 

To know I’m farther off from heay'n 

Than when I was a boy. 


It is on this side that Hoop comes into rela- 
tion with Taackeray, and the tie grows 
stronger as one reads ‘*A Retrospective 
Review ” and ‘‘ To ——, composed at Rotter-. 
dam,”’ For instance :— 

Then here it , 2 bumper— 

The toast it shall be mine, 

In Schiedam or in sherry, 

Tokay, or hock of Rhine ; 

It well deserves the brightest 

Where sunbeam ever swam— 

_ “The girl I love in England” 
I drink at Rotterdam. 





In these verses, as in every piece of verse 
he wrote, Hoop displays his ay tacts — 
tery over words, power ing 
them, of aaepene — wily y; = his 

ur ; 0 em, as it were, dance 
kis axrie, and tha too in a measure that 
seems the perfection of rhythmical ease. As 
in athletic exercises—in gymnastics let us 
say. or in oarsmanship—those who have the 
highest training and the best skill perform 
the hardest feats and do the soundest work 
with a grace and ere lack of exertion. 
that deceive the spectator; so in the exercise 
of words the great seem, without 
striving, to obtain just the right and necessary 
effect, And Hoop, whether we consider him 


ld pesretvaa? a poet, was unquestionably a 
great master of words. 


— 
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OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 


Mr. H. W. Lucy has done ny ‘e things, but never 
anything better, in its way. ry of the Home- 
Rule Parhkament, 1892-1895 gree & Co.). 
small feat to write of the proceedings in Parliament, as 
oS does day by day ae eo oF week, in such a way as 
to make th the veating to ordinary readers; but to 
make the nant records ot sabe two Houses amusing ani in- 
teresting, to breathe life into the dry bones of 1892—1895 
is, I fancy, 8 record ormance even for Mr. Lucy. He 
has done it a this book, and done it in a Ra 80 crisp 
and bright, with a humour so abundant, and with an observa- 
tion so keen, that, as one reads it, one imagines that, for 
entertainment and htliness, the Houses of Commons 
and of Lords must be the finest ‘‘ Halls” in all London. 
And there is no a throughout the 480 es of which 
the book is cares of those rarer gifts o sympathy and 
tolerance which have given to Tony, M.P. (if one may say 
so in the pages ro he a isla the very highest place 
among Par enentary chroniclers. 


SHYLOCK ON THE SITUATION. 
(Adapted by a London Merchant and a sorely-burdened Suburban 
Ratepayer, after studying the Agricultural Land Rating Bill.) 


CoMPANIEs are but ‘‘ Boards” ; Ministers but men; there 
be land-rat(e)s and water-rat(e)s, land-thieves and water- 


thieves—I mean pirates (ce igh rates); and then there are 
the perils of water, gas, an Aman is, nevertheless 
(they think), sufficient! 2 

My Lords and Commons, =o a roi and oft 

In heavy ratio ye have ra me, 


= nm my monies my Dropesss ies, 
have I borne it with a patient shrug, 
For suff’ranee is the badge of - os tri 
Again, it now appears, arn need y help! 
Merchant of Venice, Act 1., 8o. 3 (alaghtly D ered). 


** DAY-AFTER-THE-F arE,”’ — There is a heading in the 
Daily News, * Last Night’s Dinners,” There’s something 
csalanshoky about th the title. In four cases out of ten the 
remembrance of night’s dinner will be a happy one 
To those who Sane ding ‘not wisely but too well” last 
night’s feast will not bear the reflections of the. morning 
after. But the majority who have dined unwisely will not 
feel well next morning, and when they see the feasts 
recorded under this head they will press their own, and 
wish they had never, &o,, Xo, 

ProposkD DECORATIONS FOR Boarp ScHOOLS AND POoLIce 
Courts.—In the first the study-rooms should be hung with 
Old Masters and their pupils; and in the tecond there 
should be some very good Constables, 


THE GALLANT CONSTABLE. 


(“* NeLuiz and Emma Woopvine (aged five and two respectively 
were up at the Marylebone Police-court’ yesterday charged wit 
‘ sleeping in the open air _Without visible means of subsistence.’ 
Mr. PLowDEN said it was ‘ perfectly prepesterous to bring infants 
into Court... . Take them away.’ ”’ » Westminster Gazette. 


IT was a peetlons constable 
Who 


Now NE xxiz was a little Jass 
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But when the dawn broke o’er the land, 


\ the lonely beat, Who boasted summers five, Unconscious of their fate 
With f Se pee ae and quaking heart Whilst Exora in this vale of woe These wicked infants had to come 
He walk e street. Two years had been alive. Before a magistrate. 
He thought with pain that pierced him These two upon a doorstep there— He was a horrid, feeling man, 
And made his blood run (through An angel might have t, And only chose to say, 
What he should do if he should meet So young and yet eo full of crime !— ‘* My Court is not a nurs 
Some burglar bad and bold. Alas! these infants ant, So. take the babes away.’ 
Some bad bold man who would not heed And slept right well. As later on But deeds of valour ever live, 
The ory ‘Oh! spare a copper!” The constable swore roundly, And down to endless fame 
But w attack him ruthlessly He mee them in the very act Will go this constable without 
And bring him down a cropper. And deed of sleeping soundly, A number or a name. 
Awhile he mused. If ne’er he caught Ah! who can adequately pen For when the goodman of the house 
A criminal, of course, His deed of derring-do ; A story wants to tell, he 
A heartless suparintendent would mene daring all, he took in charge Will praise the man who dared to take 
Dismiss him from the force. These babes of five and two. The sisters Exma— NELLIE, 
Just then, whilst moot he pondered there, Not his to count the risk he ran, ga a pe eT EE 
Aghast at his dilemma, He felt his conscience bid Goop Omen’ FoR Ricat Hon. Sec. oF 
His eagle sight chanord ef alight Him venture everything. It was Corontes.—Revival of Jo (at Drury Lane 
On NELLIEz and on Emma, His duty, and he did. Theatre), “‘ always a movin’ on! ” 
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A DETAIL. 


‘'Iy seems I’m CONSIDERED 80 LIK® YOUR BROTRER Faep IN THE GuARDS, Mrs. 
HoLstTéRk, WE’RE ALWAYS BEING TAKEN FOR EACH OTHER. Do YoU s8E THE LIKENESS?” 
'‘WELL, NO. He pors HIS HAIR SO DIFFERENTLY, YOU SEE!” 


probably. The donors of this ‘‘ presentation 
portrait” said to Mr. Fores ** Take ’Kape,” 
Ske: justure’ is, thetmughly” senocaal, he 
) 8 ure is tho y succes e 
Bishop Y London,” both by Husert Her- satis of this Mayor, with his magnificent 
komMer, K.A., bit separated by a difference | robes and chain of office, ought to have 
of 278 pictures. Why could not Professor | been adapted from Sims Rexve’s song, ** My 
Huser have brought these two distinguished Chain! my Chain! my pretty Chain!’ But 
Doctors, one of Medicine, t’other of Diviaity, | Srannore A, Forzgs didn't think of it. 
together? There is some ironyin the placing! No. 714. Approach with awe this picture 
of these two admirable portraits so far apart. | of ‘‘ Esm‘ and Katherine, daughters of 8. 
Both, being perfectly executed, might have | M. Robb, Esq.,” for it is painted by one of 
been hung together. But what matter? they | the ‘El ct.” fis by ‘“GrorcE H. BovcHTon 
are immortalised. R.A. elect,” The daughters of Robb would 
No. 663, “Sir Peter Eade, M.P., Mayor | come out well as a steel engraving. 
of Norwich, 1893-95,” by Stanmore A.| No, 784. ‘ At the Giudecca, Venice.” 
onbes, A. Stan-Hope tells a flattering tale| When the subject is Venice, be quite sure 


AT THE ROYAL ACADEMY. 
No. 285. ‘“* Dr, Williams,” and 563, ‘* The 
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that the artist is Woops. The only Woods 
to he found in Venice is HEwry Woops, R.A. 

No. 809. It shows a nice feeling, free from 
all jealous rivatry, that ‘‘ Her Mayjesty’s 
Yeomen of the Guard" should be pain 
by a “* Beadle.” And this ‘‘ Beadle” is a 
‘*J.P.”1! We were not aware till now that 
the two offives could be combined. 

No. 917. ‘* Volunteers for a Boat’s Crew.” 
By Tuomas SomERscaLEs, A picture notable 
per sea. 

No. 932. Me. Lanerry's “ Bread-winners” 
are coming across,the sand. By the title, we 
suppose they are bringing back with them the 
‘* roll of the sea.” 

In our -acsount of first visit to Royal 
Academy, No, 660 was given as ‘* The Shep- 
herdess, §c.,” whereas the title of this 

harming picture, by Mr. Goopatt, R.A., 
ought to have been ‘‘ Cloud Shadows over 
Sea and Land,”” How ‘‘ The Shepherdess ”’ 
got mixed up with it is inexplicable, sane 

‘** clouds” are frequently de- 


perhaps, that “‘ cl 
veribed as ‘‘ fleecy.” 


SPORTIVE SONGS. 
Ax OLtp Croqgogt-PLAYER RUMINATES. 


I LIKE to see a game revive _ 
Like flower refreshed by reia, 

And s2 I say, ‘* May croquet thrive, 
And may it live again!” 

It brings back thoughts of long ago, 
And memories most sweet, 

When Amy loved her feet to show 
In eh es too small, tut neat. 


© 


I think I can see Amy now, 
Her vengeful arm upraised 
To croquet me to where a cow 
Unheeding chewed and gazed. 
And Amy's p-owess with the ball 
Reminds me that her style 
Was not so taking after all 
As Fanny’s skill plus smile. 


Yes! Fanny had a winsome laugh. 
That round her mouth would wre ath, 

And make me wonder if her chaff 

nn shaped oT ae en ‘ 
ey were so pretty, jast like pear 
Set fast in carmine case; 

Sill in the match between tho girls 
SELINA won the rac3. 


Secrna had such lustrous eyes 
Of real sapphire blue, 
They seemed one’s soul to mesmerie, 
And lo»ked one through and through. 
a a Mgueyy sane 
e brought me joy with pain. 
Iw that we had never met-—— 
. ae stroke !” That voice! My 
ANE! 


** AUDI ALTERAM PARTEM.”’ —The Pall 
Mali Gazette, W ednesday, 13th inst., informed 
us that ‘‘ Miss NeTHERSOLE is back from the 
States, laden with wealth, and palpitating 
with a desire to show London that burning, 
passionate ‘ Carmen’ kiss which made suc 
a sensation on the other tide,’”’ Now, she 
will try the osculatory business on the right 
side, having finished with the other side, 
which is now, to her, the left tide. We 
know that ‘' Kissing goes by favour,” and if 
this kiss smacks of the kind that takes with 
the public, then is Miss NETHERSOLE sure cf 
success in London, and her ‘‘kiss” will be 
‘the hit ” of the piece. 


Tue Rerrisvrion oF CENtTURIRS.—ABEL 
has already made hundreds of rans for Sarrey 
when playing with a cane-spliced bat. 
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JONATHAN'S LATEST. 


SHADE oF CotvmpEts (aside), ‘‘ HAD I FORESEEN IT WOULD HAVE COME TO THIS—CARAMBA !—I WOULD 
NEVER HAVE DISCOVERED AMERICA!” 
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A DETAIL. 


‘Ir SEEMS I’M CONSIDERED 80 LIK£ YOUR BROTHER Faep IN THE GUARDS, Mrs. 
HoustTerR, WE'RE ALWAYS BEING TAKEN FOR EACH OTHER. Do YOU s8E THE LIKENESS ?”’ 
or WELL, No. He DOES HIS HAIR 80 DIFFERENTLY, YOU SEE!” 


\ 





probably. The donors of this ‘‘ presentation 
portrait” said to Mr. Forses ** Take ’Eape,”’ 
and certainly he has been most careful, and 
the picture ‘jt thoroughly successful. The 
motto of Mayor, with his magnificent 
KOMFR, bat separated by a difference| robes and chain of ‘office, ought to have 
of 278 salutes Why could not Professor | been adapted from Sims Rerves's song, ** My 
Husext have brought these two distinguished | Chain! my Chain! my prett ree But 
Doetors, one of Medicine, t’other of Diviaity, | Srannope A. ForBgs didn't think hink of it, 
together? There is some ironyin the placing; No. 714. Approach with awe this picture 
of these two admirable — niet far - - of “‘ Esm* and Katherine, daughters of 8. 
Both, being perfectly executed e| M. Robb, Esq.,’”’ for it is painted by one of 
been hung together. But what aie’ they | aor, ct.” Itis by “‘Grorce H. Bovauton 
ara immortalised. elect.”’ The daughters of Robd would 
No. 663. ‘Sir Peter Eade, M.P., Mayor ae out well as a steel engraving. 
7. hee 1893-95,” by ‘Srannoreg A.| No, 784, “ Ad the Giudecca, Venice.” 
ORBES, ’ Stan-Hope tells a flattering tale| When the subject is Venice, be quite sure 


AT THE ROYAL ACADEMY. 


No. 285. “‘ Dr. Williams,” and 563, ‘* The 
Bishop o Lanes ” both by Husert Her- 
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that the artist ie Woops. The enly Woods 
to he found in Venice is Henny Woops, R.A. 

No, 809. It shows a nice feeling, free from 
all jealous riva‘ry, that ‘* Her be tainted 
Yeomen of the uard” should 
by a ‘* Beadle.” And this “Beadle” i is a 
Oy, P.” 1! We were not aware till now that 
the two offives could be combined. 

No. 917. ‘* Volunteers for a Boat’s Crew.” 
By THomas SomErscaLes, A picture notable 
per sea. 

No. 932. Mr, Lanaiey’s “* Bread-winners” 
ane coming across;the sand. By the title, we 

ppose they are brin ging back with them the 
oy roll a of the sea.” 

In our -acsount of first visit to Royal 
Academy, No, 660 was given as ‘ Shep- 
herdess, §c. oh whereas the title of this 

harming picture, by. Mr. Goopatt, R.A., 
ought to Lave been ‘* C Shadows over 
Sea and Land.’”” How ‘‘ The Shepherdess ”’ 
sem mixed inp. ie b pepe e, axe 

e 


§ frequently 
pores, tee « Saar ” 
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SPORTIVE SONGS. 
Av OLD CroqvztT-PLAYER RUMINATES. 


I LIKE to see a game revive 
Like flower refreshed by raia, 

And s) I pay, ‘‘ May ono thrive, 
And aor live again 

It brings ck thoughts of long ago, 
And memories most sweet, 

When Amy loved her feet to show 
In eh ves too small, tut neat. 


I think I can see Amy now, 
Her vengeful arm upraised 
To croquet me to where a cow 
U oheeding chewed and g -azed. 
And Amy's p‘owess with the ball 
Reminds me aes her style 
Was not so taking af ter all 
As Fanny’s skill plus smile. 


Yes! Fanny had a winsome laugh. 
That round her mouth would wre sth, 

And make me wonder if her chaff 

PL shaped ret, Just ee ‘ 
ey were so pretty, j @ pear 
Set fast in carmine ca 

S:ill in the match hebween ths girls 
SELINA won the rac3. 


Secrna had such lustrous eyes 
nat real sa phire blue, 
They seemed one’s soul to mesmeriee, 
And looked one through and through. 
Yet Acnzs I cannot forget, 
She brought me joy with pain. 
I wo t we had never met-—— 
. SOME etroke !” That voice! My 
ANE! 


‘* AUDI ALTRRAM PARTEM,.”’ — The Pall 
Mali Gazette, W ednesday, 13th inst., informed 
us that ‘Miss NeTHersoxe is back from the 
States, laden with wealth, and palpitating 
with a desire to show London that barnines 
passionate ‘ Carmen’ kiss which made su 
a sensation on the other tide.” Now, she 
will try the osculatory business on the right 
side, having finished with the other side, 


which is now, to her, ~ Hs tide. We 
know that ‘ Kissing g goes by favour,” and if 
this kiss smacks of the kind that takes with 


the public, then is Miss NeTHERSOLE sure of 
success in London, and her “‘ kiss” will be 
‘the hit ” of the piece. 


Tue Rerrisurion oF CENTURIES,—ABEL 
has already made hundreds of rans for Sarrey 
when playing with a cane-spliced bat. 
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JONATHAN'S LATEST. 


SHADE OF Cotumsts (aside), ‘‘ HAD I FORESEEN IT WOULD HAVE COME TO THIS—CARAMBA !—I WOULD 
NEVER HAVE DISCOVERED AMERICA!” 
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THE POLYGLOTOPERA. 


Leaves from our Covent Gardenia Note-Book. Monday.—Open- 
ing of the Polyglotopera. L’ Ouverture del’ Opéra, and if the success 
of the Opera is only up to thatof the Ouverture, DkuRIOLANUS OPERA- 

i TIcUs will be a prouder and happier 

Le5 man than ever. The event 

night, and of the season, is the re- 
turn of Brother Joun, ahas JEAN 
DE Reszke, after unavoidable 
absence. House enthusiastic for 
anes Gheasalle d operaticall 
eo physically and opera ° 

and likewise evincing great delight 

at once seeing Miss Emma 
Eames, who at end of first and 
second acts is recipient of floral 
tributes presented vd Signor Man- 
\ CINELLI, who is permitted to take 
a sniff at ’em, and then has to 
‘** stand and deliver” the floral 
tributes smilingly. Signor Rovar- 
DINI comes out strong as Benvoglio, 
a name originally intended by 
SHAKESPEARE as a& quiz on his 
somewhat quarrelsome friend Brn 
JONSON, s fact not generally 
known, but interesting. At some 
time of the evening the National 
Anthem was sung, but this depo- 
nent has not as yet met anybody 
who was in time to hear it if it 
came first, or who stayed to hear 
it, if it came last. Everyone de- 
lights to sea the ever-useful and 
ornamental Mile, BAUERMEISTER as 
Ces Be Gertrude. Good augury for season. 
mime). “ L'opéra, o’est moi! Tuesday. — Mascaani's_ Caval- 
leria, in Italian, and Humprrpinck’s Hiineel and Gretel, in English. 
The latter ought to have been in German. Cavalleria Rusticana 
with Maccare Macintyre as Santuzza, Hardly fair on MacarE s0 
soon after Catvi. Macare, in dark wig and with sunburnt face, 
unrecognisable, BAUERMEISTER, Nurse Gertrude last night, is 
Mother Lucia to-night, and afterwards appears as a good elf in 
HumPErpinck’s Hinsel and Gretel, This opera, in three acts, very 
delightful, but too ay Miss MARIE A excellent as boy 
Hiinsel, and Miss JEsstx Huppieston equally good as Gretel; but 
for three acts to depend entirely on two Babes in the Wood, with a 
German nutcracker of a woodman, capitally played and sung by Mr, 
Davip BisPHamM, with just a sprinkling of the very archest angels, 
pantomime witch, and fairies, thrown in, rather too much. So 
quitted at 11.30, hamming Homperpinck's melodies, more or less 
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Le Rot Jean de Reszke (a lui- 


forw. 

Wednesday.— Dont- 
ZETTI’S La Favorita—a 
heavy favourite—with 
débutante Madame 
MANTELLI, who an 
enthusiastic reception, 
and is, as WaGsTaFF 
in the lobby observes 
“physio’lly and 
mant’lli fitted for the 

t.’ Shan’t : Ba 

agey again. But he 
will lurk in dark corner 
and pounce out upon 
me with ‘‘ another good 
’an.” Signor ANCONA 
prends le gdteau as 
Alfonso, DRURIOLANUS 
CoVENTGARDENENSIS, 
dropping into poetry, 


observes— 


‘*CREMONINI as Fer- 
nando, 

Does the part as well as 
man can do,”’ 


He pronounces ‘* Man- 
can-do” as one word, 
and so mistaking him, an astute friend, ever in search of forth- 
coming novelty, inquires ‘“‘ who is Mancanpo?” whereat Drugio- 
LANUS winketh the other eye, and, putting portentous finger to 
nose, refuees to give him the tip (requiring it himself), and so 
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gracntany retires. Beneficent Brvienani conducts. Orchestra 
admirable. 

Thursday.— French and Italian night. Gounop’s Philemon, and 
LEoncavVALLO's Paghacct. Now, as we are in for poe season, 
probable annoncements will pa ee Dutchman, in Datch (single 
aud double); Faust, in German; L’Africaine, in Spanish and 
opian; Peter the Great, in Russian ; 8 Huguenots, in 
French ; Falstaff, in es Cavalleria, in Sicilian patois ; Semt- 
ramide, in Egyptian ; Jorma, in Welsh and Latin. N.B.—Any 
subscribers wis g for any characters in an opera to be sung in some 
particular dialect, will kindly give notice ten days beforehand, and 
be attended to. Evidently to be a member, male 
or female, of the chorus at the Royal Polyglottic Opera, is ‘‘ a liberal 
education in itself.” 

Friday Night.—Faust, Jean DE Reszke, Faust; tother DE 
ReszKk, Mephistopheles, But, as ill luck would have it, T’other 
One was taken ill, and M. Pram Sone, otherwise PLancon, is his 
satisfactory substitute. Then at last moment Brother JEan, it 
was reported, hurt his ankle, either in getting out of a bath 
or off a bicycle, and couldn’t sing. So M. Bonnarp came to 
the rescue of Keszkr, and ap as Faust. But why should 
hurting his ankle have prevented the JoHNNIE from singing? 
Sarely he might have come on in a bath-chair, and have made love 


to Marguerite Eames just as well seated as about. And 
ink how touching the scene in the garden would have been, 
ending with invalided Faust wheeled by Mephisto up to the window, 


and out from his bath-chair to embrace Maggie. However, 
this wasn’t done, and BonnakD amply eatisfied the abonnés, including 
critical Royalties. Opera went Faust-rate. 5 

Miss Eames wore a novelty in pestents, caps; her appearance in 
the cathedral scene being somewhat suggestive of old raits of 
Mrs, Stppons with her head bound up as Lady Macbeth suffering 
ia See: Poor Marguerite! Another trouble added to 

er woes! ! 

Saturday.—Rentrée of Madame ALBANI, with thé two novelties, 
CREMONINI as im, and MANTELLI as the Naughty ’Aughty 
Ortruda Intruder. Madame ALpanr always delightful as Lisa, 
‘*though personally,” observes WacstaFr, taking me unawares, 
‘*I would rather see her as somebody else-a in another opera. 
This is to me a bit heavy. Nothing light or amusing, eh? There’s 
no laugh in Lohengrin, though there’s always a ‘grin’ init.” At 
sound of MANCINELLI rapping his desk sharply, and looking round 
severely straight at WaacstTaFr, the latter disappears, and, for this 
night only, is heard no more. End of firat Polyglottic Opera week. 
DrvgroLanvs delighted. Public ditto. 


**OUR BOBBY.” 
Sune By A SorrEy Man, 


{[Ronert Aukt, the Surrey Cricketer, has already this season made three 
successive innings of over a hundred, one of them topping the two hundred.]} 


Arrn—“ Comin’ Thro’ the Rye.” 


Gin our Bossy meet a loose one | Gin our Bossy hits a hundred 
ing, or hi Three times ranning—well, 

Gin our Bossy smite that looseone, rer long time of her Bonpy 
Won’t that loose one fly | Will that story tell ! 

Surrey’s Bossy, short and cobby, | Ilka county has its crack bat, * 
Hath sure and eye; Surrey man am I, 

And paseey shouts when Bos/| And Surrey’s Bossy bears the 

-BEL f 

Smacks up a century ! Yells Surrey in full cry! 





ANTIQUARIAN AND MopERN.—The name of the Coroner at Bethnal 
Green is Dr. Wynn Westcott. Evidently old family. 
“ A painted vest Prince VoRTIGERN had on 
Which from a naked Pict his grandsire won.”’ 


De. Wynn Westcott clearly descended from Prince VoRTIGERN, 
who took the name of ‘* Win-West-got.” Subsequently ‘‘ Wynn 
Westcott.” After searching among traditions of his ancient line— 
which should be a clothes-line—Dr. Wynn WESTcoTT is to 
have said, the other day, that, the union of two blind people who 
met, loved, married, an lived happily ever afterwards, was ‘‘ the 
most remarkable marriage he had ever heard of.” Bat why? Love 
is blind: and in a true love-match both parties are quite blind. And 
so may they always continue to be, blind, that is, to each other’s faults, 


‘* Panny Wisr.”—For a golden pouty of the thirteenth century 
somebody gave £250 at the famous Montacv collection sale, At this 
rate, some of us could live on two-pence for some considerable time, 
without extravagance, 


A Cricket CuiaP.—Mr, C, I. THornton is familiarly known as 
‘** Buns,”’ doubtless from his current style. 
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MASTER WILLIAM. 


With Apologics to the Author of 
** Alice in Wonderland,”) 


(“‘ Private letters received from 

ienna report that the Emperor 
WILLIAM is by no means satisfied 
with the result of bis interview with 
King Humpenrt at Venice. . . . The 
Emperor strongly recommended King 
Humbearrt to ignore England, and to 
seek to bring about a better under- 
standing with Russia and France; 
but he utterly failed to change His 
Majesty’s sentiments,”’— Westminster 

udget.] 


“You are young, Master Wu- 
LIAM,” the old Sage said, 
** And you are not a Sotomon, 


quite ; 
And yet of Creation you ’d stand 
. on the a us 
o you think, at your it’s 
volite on y age, 


** As to youth,” Master Wint1AmM 
replied, ‘‘ that’s your fun; 
J oe * my birth—and my 


rain | | | 
The rest of Creation, I’m certain, 
ind its very lint chekes is my 
reign te 


** You are young!” said the Sage, 
“*as I mentioned before, 
And can hardly know what you 


are at; 
But rou sent a ridiculous wire to 


e — 
Now what was your object in 
that P” 


**In my bib,” said the boy, “I 
once read, on the aly, 
The story of ‘ Little Jack 


orner’ ; 

And now I’ve my finger in every- 
one’s pie, 

And every corner’s my corner!” 


THE BOLD BUCCANEER. 


(An Up to-date Drawing room Ballad for Young 
Britons of ‘‘ Elizabethan” Enthusiasm. ) 


Ou, if I’d my choice of a living, 
I’d fain be a Bold Buccaneer, 
Hot beans to the Boers gaily giving, 
And besting the bumptious Mynheer. 
A latter-day Drake, or a RaLeEiau, 
Is just what would suit me—you bet ! 
Jog’s scruples do msks me feel crawly, 
Me—and the St. James's Gazette. 
I do hate these days of decorum. 
Law, order, and all such small beer, 
Rum and gunpowder mix for my jorum |! 
I ’d'fain be a Bold Buccaneer 


Queen Bess knew a man when she saw him; 
Now if a true}hero rans loose, 

There ’s lemon-tongued Lansy to “ jaw” him, 
And Oom Pavt to twist him a noose. 

On! would J were Elizabethan, 
And singeing the King o’ Sparn’s beard ! 


Bees n loved better to see than 
One who or Devil ne’er feared. 
She ’d re given the Dutchman a 
ing 


And made our new Cxcr a Peer. 
Now a raid sets us funking and blubbing, 
I’d fain be a Bold Buccaneer ! 


Gallant Drake, we’re now told, was a pirate, 
And Ratzieu a mere filibuster ! 

British prestige would stand at a high rate 
If ** Robbers” like them we could muster. 





WHAT OUR DRAMATIST HAS TO PUT,UP WITH. 


His Wife (reading a Sunday paper). ‘‘ 4 propos or HAMLET, THEY 
SAY HERE THAT YOU AND SHAKSPEARE REP 
SITE PoLES OF THE DRAMATIC ART ]” 

He, ‘‘AH! THAT’S A NASTY ONE FOR SHAKSPEARE!” 


Bat now if a RHopEs goes a reeine, 
He’s promptly over—by JOE, 
Midst crass Nonconformist upbraiding, 
And Radical hullaballoo. 
If a patriot mustn’t turn raider, 
For fear of some blooming Mynheer, 
Let who will be Soldier or Trader, 
I’d fain be a Bold Buccaneer ! 


ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 


EXTRACTED FROM THE Diary or Tony, M.P, 


House of Commons, Monday, May 11.— 
** Yes, Topsy, I am very much touched with 
my reception to-night,” said Professor Jens 
polishing the nap of his hat with the cuff of 
his coat. ‘‘I am one of those persons who 
suffer on entrance to House of Commons by 
having established reputation outside. Of 
course on my own dunghill at Cambridge, if 
I please to crow, I expect to receive respectful 
attention. It’s different here. Think I’ve 
heard you don’t like Professors? Neverthe- 


less, 1. had close and respectful hearing 
throughout my speech on Education Bill. It 
was the demonstration at the end that almost 


took my breath away with pleasure. Been 
speaking for more than half an hour. Had 
worked off one of m peateesoes. ; re ase 
being niggardly, you know. as at trouble 
to frame three; one in Greek; thought it 
would have good effect ; would raise tone of 
debate. | 

** Consulted my colleague Jonn or Gonst, 
Said yes, it might do if I would make trans- 


RESENT THE VERY OPPO- 


‘* You are young!” said the Sage, 
“and yourjudgmentis weak, 
Your schemes are as strong as 
—chopped suet ! 
Yet you give the whole universe 
lots of your cheek ! 
Do op why the dickens you do 
i 


‘My will,” said the youth, ‘is 
the General Law! 
And to argue with me leads to 


strife 
Lf the world will obey when J open 


my jaw, 
Things will go—for the rest of 
my life!” 


‘You are young!” said the Sage. 
** Do you really suppose 
You can boss the Alliance for 


ever ; 
And balance the world like an eel 
on your nose? 
What makes youconceive you're 
so clever ?” 


‘*I’m boss of three nations, but 
that ’s not enough,” 
Said the boy, ‘‘ HumBERrT gives 


himself airs. 
If he talks of the English entente 
and such stuff, : 
I shall just have to kick him 
downstairs! ” 


A Musicat Nots.—Those who 
were unable to attend Herr WILLY 
BuRMESTER’S second violin recital 
(it is a proof of modesty for one 
who is First Fiddle to playa second 
violin) have since lamented to the 
tune of ‘‘ Oh, Wilke we have 
Missed You!” 


AxIoM In THE Divorce Court, 
—The promise of May is often the 
judgment of JEuNE, 


lation, have it printed in slips and sent round. 

therwise he was afraid the Borough Mem- 
bers would think I had dropped into Welsh. 
That hardly seemed worth while. So gave up 
the Greek ; cut down perorations to bare two: 
delivered one, I trust not without grace, cer- 
tainly not without effect. House not spe- 
cially crowded at moment, Fancy they didn’t 
know I was going to s ; benches opposite 
pretty fal. When I came t» last word of 
peroration Number One, Members opposite, 
unable any longer to control their feelings, 
with one accord leaped to their feet, 

“* There were forty of them at least. Have 
read of this kind of thing before, you know. 
Daring hot crises of Home-Rule Debate, the 
conclusion of Mr. G.’s t speeches, his 
entering and leaving the House at particular 
epochs, were made occasion for similar demon- 
strations. Members being on their feet waved 
their hats and cheered. Quiteexpected excited 
crowd opposite me to do the same, Fancy, 
they were afraid of SPEAKER interfering. 
Anyhow, each man of them stood with head 
craned forward, eye fixed with agonized glance 
on SPEAKER. Scene almost lees in its in- 
tensity ; dida’t desire to prolong it. So. bow- 
ing mv acknowledgments, and with difficulty 
controlling my emotion, I went on again. 

‘“* At sound of my voice, Members op ite 
plumped down into their seats with such haste 
that one inadvertently put his hat on in the 
wrong place. This too much for friends near 
me, who burst into roar of laughter. Don’t 
think it laughing matter. The whole scen; 
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evidence of the honourable emotion that underlies ordinarily repel- 
lant appearance of House. It is profoundly moved by sound argu- 
ment conveyed in-Jucid speech. occasionally rising to flights of 
eloquence, Wish I Member who audibly sat on hat; 
would like secretly to convey to him a new one.”’ 

Pity Sank wasn’t by to hear this. He would cheerfully have told 
the fessor he was labouring under a mieapprehention ; that the 
crowd of Members leaping to their feet thought he had finished his 


speech, and were merely trying to catch the SpEAKER’s eye. I, more 
tender-hearted, said nothing. 

Business done,—Speech making round Education Bill. 

Tuesday.— Spite of all hints to the contrary, there is a deal of 


humour about the House of Commons, Nothing could finer in 
its way than assumption on Opporition side of indignant grief at 


Prince ARTHUR'S determination to close to-night debate on Educa-| © 


tion Bill. Been dragging on forlornly through five nights—or is it 
five weeks? On successive days has been firat order. House usually 
full at question time. Questions over, SPEAKER observes, ‘‘ The 
Clerk will now proceed to read the Orders of the Day.” 
Instantly movement smongst serried ranks. Clerk’s response 
quickens it. ‘*The Education Bill; second reading.” These 
simple words act upon gathering like a cry of ‘‘ Fire!” Everybody 
makes for the ee rey ay save JOHN OF GorsT, who, as 
Minister in charge of Bill, must at least put on appearance of 
attending to debate; a Member of Front Opposition Bench deputed 
to represent a Jate and now absent Ministry; and some thirty or 
forty Members di over benches. Every man of these last is 
clutching the paper he hopes to be able to read, hungrily watching 
the Member on his feet, anxious chiefly to know, not what he thinks 
of the four-shilling grant, the new local authority, or the Cowper- 
Temple clause, but at what precise minute he will sit down, and 
make opening for another. 
Of courze there have been variations, when some important or 
attractive spesker taken up the running. But this the general 
aspect. Then comes Prince ARTHUR 
threatens to cut the thin spun thread. Instantly Opposition get their 
back up. Ifthereis one thing Members to left of SPEAKER desire more 
earnestly than opportunity for taking part in debate, it is the luxury 
of hearing others speak. Their emotion so overpowering, cinnot 
trust themselves to remain in their pee through this the last 
prized opportunity. Through the rong ours benches empty ; aspect 
(f{ place as dreary as heretofore. As for SaurRE oF Maiwoop, much 
as he bas suffered through a blameless life, this the unkindest cat 
of all. If there was for him one pathway on which Daty and Plea- 
sure met, and walked hand in hand in placid delight, it was listening 
to debates on Education Bill. Hardly could he be torn away from 
Front Bench to eat a dry crast. As for a cigar, wouldn’t look at 
one longer ‘han his forefinger. Looking forward through it all to 
pleaswe of himself contributing tothe swelling tide of heart-stirring 
eloguence that had seethed sround this stage of the Bill. Proposal 
to closure debate on the fifth night too much for him. 
“ If they’re going t» closure,”’ said he, ‘‘ Jet them gag me too.” 
So the noblest Roman of them all sat in statuesque silence, an 
attitude infinitely more eloquent than the most persuasive speech. 
Business done.—Second reading Education Bill carried by 423 votes 
against 156, 
Thursday.—The crowning distress of agriculture is, that it is 
ersonally represented in House of Commons by the plumpest of our 
ellow-kind, sleek-headed men, and such as eleepo’ nights. It has 
ever been thus. Years ago, the sorrows of the farmer used to be 
chanted by James Howarp, Member for Bedfordshire in the 1880-5 
Parliament. He was himself something in the agricultural imple- 
ment line, and had many means of knowing how farming business 

roepered or otherwise. Then, as now, it was power otherwise, 

ut when Howanrp was on his feet, his rosy ace illumined with 
content, bis paunchy person plain] fall of teat or mutton, the whole 
thing came to have farcical air estinating bis advocacy to defeat. 

Same in its way to-day with the more-than-ever ruined farmer. 
EQuIRE OF BLANKNEY, in charge of Rating Bill, can hardly be 
regarded as an object-lesson in agricultural distress. When resist- 
ing amendments, he does his best to put on haggard look. But 
success not thorough. 

Then there ’s Major Rascu, with whose constituents in Essex things 
sre so bad that he always walks to London at opening of Session. 
To-night he came up again with his dolorous tale. Once in happy 
Essex it was twenty tenants running after a farm ; now it is twent 
sane running sfter a tenant. As for the landlords their position is 

opeless. 

**Tsn’t there someone in SHaKsPEARE, ToBy, dear boy,” he said, 
as he dallied over the basin of soupe margre that serves for his 
evenivg meal, ‘‘ who remarks, ‘See what arent the envious Casca 
made’ don’t remember at the moment what line of iness 
Casca took, whether he owned land or houses, But I’ll undertake 
to say that if he’ll come down to Essex and put his money in land, 
he’ll make no rent at all.” 

This doubtless not exaggeration of a sad case. Only to have it set 
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forth by a man of Rascn’s appearance—plomp, well set up, well 

dressed, to-night gay with bouquetted button-hole—there is certain 
incongruity about situation that fatally militates against effect of 
appeal, Business done.—In committee on Agricultural Rating Bill. 


RUSS VERY MUCH IN URBE. 
(By our Trusted Correspondent at the Coronation. ) 


You were quite right to let me go to Moscow in good time. As 
you had foreseen, apartments were at a premium. I have had the 
greatest difficulty in getting what is called over here a shakdownskt, 
It is a sort of temporary shelter, I sleep on a couchoff—a kind of 

, sofa—situated in what they quaintly term a 
thirdfloorbackskt. My room is very near the 
clouds, or. to use Russian, the skisky. The 
place is filling fast, but at-present most of the 
important personages are absent. The Duke 
and Duchess of ConnauGut will be here be- 
fore this packet reaches you. As you know, 
H.R.H,. commands at dershot, and the 
Duchess is the daughter of that gallant warrior 
who was known in the Franco-German War as 
_ “*the Red Prince.” All the military men of 
the various nationalities are wearing their 
fg, uniforms. Those who come from England 
yy, appear usually in scarlet, : 

4 And now, no doubt. you would like some 
account of Moscow. Well, a good deal of it 
has been re-built since it was burned to the 
basement in the time of NaPoLton THE GREAT, 
When the fire to which I refer took place, 
the snow was lying thick on the ground— 
at the moment of writing the trees are in leaf and the flowers in 
loom, Of course, I was not present at the conflagrationo 
(Rassian for ‘‘the fire”), but one of the oldest inhabitants 4 
me—so far as I can understand his lingo—that *' the contrast between 
then and now was very marked.” I have no great faith in Mus- 
covite veracity, but this statement savours of truth. ; 

Moscow is full of streets. Each street has several nets, placed in 
a sort of receptacle for gas jets, called /ampostoffs. The city, as a 
whole, is something like Fulham plus a dash of Venice, with a 
soupcon of Paris thrown in. It is rather difficult to give a better 
description, - The principal church is called the Kremlin. It has a 
gilded roof, and in this respect resembles to some extent the cross at 
the summit of the dome of St. Paul’s. : Lye 

Of course it is impossible to describe the Coronation until it has 
taken place—quite impossible, However, it is an open secret that 
the CzaR is to wear a crown on the occasion. He is to put this head- 
gear on the top of his head, and then to take it off to put on the head 
of the Czanina. Then there is to bs much shouting, and some 
soldiers (belonging I am told to the Artillery) are to let off some 
cannons. This is the programme as at present arranged, but like 
all other programmes is, of course, subject to alteration. 

For the moment, I do not think I can tell you any mcra, In my 
next I may be able to give you some account of the public monu- 
ments, To the best of my recollection they consist of the Ruesian 
Museum, the South Moscow Maseum, the National Portrait Gallery, 
the Muecovite School of Mines (in Jermynoff Streetski), and the 
Earlecourtsikoff Exhibition. I cannot verify these statements as 
uvfortunately, I have mislaid my guide-book. But of one thing I 
am certain, you were most wise in sending me to Russia, as I o 
not possibly have ve you the above interesting account had I 
remained in Fleet Streetski. I should say Fleet Street. And with this 
remark I drop into Anglo-French and write “‘ a do,” 





Amone THInes NoT JENNERALLY Kyown.—The cost of an annual 
celebration of the First Innoculation at Biickeburg is defrayed, so 
the Standard correspondent informs us, *‘ out of a fund established 
by a contemporary of Dr. JENNER, a Dr, Faust.” 4 Doctor Faust, 
forsooth! There can bs but one Dr. Faust. and if so, wasn’t 
innoculation the invention of Mephistopheles? Thismay add another 
feather to the cap of Mephisto, but it will serve as a pow 
argument on the side of the angels, that is, the anti-vaccinators, 
and therefore the anti-Faust-and-Mephistopheles combination. 


“THe Brive, THE Fresu, &c.”—There isa ‘‘ Real Blue Hunga- 
rian Band.” Why not ‘‘ Toe True Blue” ? And an ‘*‘ Original Blue 
Hungarian” ditto. Anybody suffering from “' dolefal dumps,” the 
result of dyspepsia, can try the homeopathic principle of curing like 
with like, and attempt to dispel melancholia by getting the 
Blues, above-mentioned, to play a few tanes to him. 


A Cuer’s Eptcrammatic Descetpnow oF GRAND FESTIVITIES 
DURING THE Russian Coronation.— Menu, tout ‘a la Russe.’ 
Spéciahté, Sauce Tartare.” 
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HOW TO ENJOY THE 
BANK HOLIDAY. 


(By our amusing Domestic Jester, ) 


OrcGAnIsE an “‘ At Home” 
for one of your friends by 
writing to say that some one 
(signature illegible) is ye 

‘a day or two in town,” an 
will look in ‘‘ during Monday 
afternoon.” Select an amiable 
acquaintance, and the chances 
are ten to one that he (or, 
better still, she) will ‘‘ stay 
in,” so as not to miss the pro- 
mised visit. If the good- 
natured he or she has projected 
a run into the country, which 
has consequently to be aban- 
doned, so much the better, 

d bogus cards of admis- 
sion to various places of enter- 
tainment to those who are 
likely to use them. Of course 
you must choose the more 

uileless of your circle, or the 

aud will detected. All 
you have to do is to secure old 
vouchers, and alter the dates. 
If any one goes a long journey 
on a fool’s errand, the fun, it 
is obvious, will be fast and 
furious, 

If you obtain a form of 
summons (any barrister wi 

ive you one, or tell you where 
0 ge it at a law stationer’s), 
and fill it up for libel, with 
enormous damages, you have 
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man. When the nervous man 
receives t at the hands of his 
servant, he will almost have a 
fit. ap eon Sed eee ou. 
cannot witness the scene, but 
it should afford you endless 
amusement to imagine it. 
_ If you do not mind plagiar- 
ism, you can issue circulars 
inviting tradesmen to send in 
goods of all descriptions to one 
of the more wealthy of your 
friends. Something like this 
has been done in the past by 
an eminent practical joker. 
However, the suggested 
modern piece of waggery has 
thisadvantage overthedrollery 
of long ago—the orders re- 
gue g execution on a Bank 
oliday, will cause increased 
embarrassement and confu- 
sion. 

If you are asked to explain 
the point of all this light- 
hearted vivacity, you may say 
that it is appropriate to W(h)it 
Monday; and if this is not 
deemed sufficient, you may 
add that you have dropped the 
aspirate, because it is never 
sounded in ‘‘’Arry.”’ 
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AxssIt OMEN.—ALFONSO THE 
THIRTEENTH, King of Spain, 
has just attained his tenth 

ear, Let us hope that this 

oes not imply the decadence 


of the dynasty. Mr. Punch 


the foundation for an excel- Effie (who has come to spend a week at the Palace’. ‘‘ I THINK I oveHT To | wishes many returns 
lent practical joke. Drop it| TELU you AT ONOZ, GRANDPAPA, THAT I DON’T CARE FOR ANY JOKES UN-| derived from Cuban tobacco 
into the letter-box of a nervous | LESS THEY ’RE THE VERY BEST!” revenues, 








CONDENSED CONFIDENCE, 
(For Ladies only.) 


DEAREST ETHELINDA,—We had a delightful drive down from 
London to Kempton Park, and I felt quite Watteau-like as I looked 
on the lilacs, laburnums, and chestnut trees en route, d not 
cecupy the box seat, because Mrs, PLANTAGENET-N1BBS, who really 
gets more passée and more assertive every day of her life, claimed 
that position But, as I told Lord Arrnur, who laughed heartily, 
it does not do to contest the claims of those who are approachin 
fin de demi-siccle. The other members of our ty consisted o 
Lady Tyrina Trrcat (own aunt to the Dake of BATTLEDoRxE and 
SHUTTLECOCK), Sir WitLovucHby Wear, Q.C, (who bored everybody 
by his wy broad references to the Divorce Court, where I firmly 
believe he lives with Sir Francis Jeunz), Mr. SWINBURNE JENKINS, 
the poet (whose acquaintance you will remember I made at the 
Eldorado Musio-hall), Mr, and Mrs, NisstetHorPE Nosses, of 
Nobbes Hall, Staffordshire, not young, but rich and bucolic, Baron 
STEWART DE TozA, a Portuguese gentleman with a cast of feature 
not unlike that of the late Lord BraconsFi£tp (by birth, he told me, 
that he was a compatriot of Camorns, but by instinct a Scotchman, 
his mother being a member of the noble fami y of MacDuniwassE1L), 
and Mr. and Miss Kamp-Tvticon (his sister), Mr. K.-T, being, as I 
understand, an owner of fossil ivory mines in Siberia. Certainly 
both he and Miss K.-T. had most exquisite false teeth. In fact, 
our party was an olla podrida, or rather boutllabaisse of humanity, a 

What a wondrous place is Kempton! Imagine, ma toute belle, a 
glorious pleasaunce (wherein I am told Queen Exizasertn, in the 
days of her spinsterhood and threatened by horrible forecasts, used 
to ramble), dotted with magnificent trees, and adorned with exquisite 
places of vantage, called in racing parlance ‘‘ stands!” Flowers 
were to be eeen on all sides, and the Prince of Waxzs had luncheon 
in a pavilion which the Sultan of Turxery, or the late lamented 
Shah of Persia, might have envied. Lord Arnruur introduced me, 
when we were strolling to the Paddock, to a very handsome gentle- 
man with merry eyes and a débonnair aspect ; he was none other, I 
as ed, than Mr. 8, H. Hyp, the presiding genius of this great 
show, which Aladdin would not have been ashamed to bring to 
the notice of the Princess of China, ‘* Well,’”’ he asked, pleasantly, 
** what do you think of Kempton?” ‘‘ It ought to be called Hyde 


Park,” I replied, with a curtsey. The manager blushed and hurried 
away, while dear Lord AnTHuR congratulated me on what he called 
my ‘‘d@ propos mot.” And yet I hoped that Mr. Hypr would not 
hold me to be unmaidenly in giving out a calembour which in- 
eaeurey leapt to the tip of my tongue, as did Venus from the sea. 
I would, dearest, that you could have seen the ¢otlettes in the 
Ciub inclosure. Mr, SwinBURNE JENKINS says that they reminded 
him of a bevy of startled peacocks. His simile is not altogether 
without verisimilitude. The delicate bloom of the egg-plum, the 
verdant hue of the early pea, and the assertive tint of the ripe 
tomato, mingled in more than one costume with the colours orange, 
red, and lemon of the varied nasturtiums, and the bright aggrestive- 
ness of the sun-flower, which not quite made up its mind 
whether it ought not _ as a new sort of chrysanthemum. Quel 
luxe! I noticed one tall, fair woman, with a cloak made of black 
lambs’ tails, and a petite dame, whose features are not unfamiliar to 
students of Mesers. CaMERA and Oxsscura’s art, clad in a richly em- 
broidered costume made of pillow-casing, such as could be only 
supplied by*——  Iwillanalyset—— . 
now turn to the great race itself. Ciel! What a commotion 
about the galloping of afew horses! In spite of the racing, which 
might have proved a distraction, we had a happy day. Try asparagus 
with turmeric sauce, The dish, so papa declares, who curiously 
enough won over Victor Wild, is only equalled by tomatoes au vin 
blanc, Ever, dear, §§ Your loving cousin, Kans. 


* The name of the maker need not be bolstered up.— Ep. : 
‘ s at eneaeees is not engaged as an analyst, so much matter is here 
ete o— ILD, 


**Lzo THE TERBIBLE.”—A paragraph in The Weekly Register 
recounts how the Pors ‘‘ began on Tuerday his accustomed summer 
walks in the Vatican gardens. where he remained from ten five, 
receiving the heads of the Capuchins in the new pavilion.” The 
italics are ours. What a terrible scene in this ‘‘ so-called nineteenth 
century.” Why, the tyrant Nrxo himeelf ‘‘is not in it’ with Pope 
Leo “receiving the heads of the Capuchins.” We ask, what became 
of the bodies ? Surely civilised Europe will ask this; and, as among 
the unfortunate Capuchins there were cpa some British subjects, 
will there not be a question in the House of Commons, put, let us 
suggest, by Colonel SaunDERSON ? 
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THE KRUGER CAT. 


[“ The President throughout this crisis has shown himself to be not ungenerous, and eminently shrewd. To play fast and loose with his princ'pal 
captives is neither generous nor shrewd,” —Zimes. ] 
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LOVE’S ENDURANCE. 


Miss Dolly (to her fiancé), ‘‘On, JACK, THIS IS DELIGHTFUL ! 
CONFIDENCE |” 


NEVER MIND! 


(Parody of Poe by a Parliamentary Poet.) 


Sir W. Harcourt, ‘What did the right hon. gentleman (Mr. BaLrovr) 
say the other day ?”’ Mr. Balfour, “ Never mind!” 
Report on Agricultural Rating Biil. 


WEN upon a May night dreary M.P.’s ponder, weak and weary, 

Over many a quaint amendment, quite the usual Party ** blind,” 

vee they’re nodding, nearly napping, and Sir WittJam smartly 

slapping , 

Ono the box, with view to trapping, asks a question, rude, unkind, 

Then the Leader well may mutter, lank and languidly reclined 
On his bench, ‘‘ Oh, never mind!” 


What the dickens does it matter, this recriminatory chatter, 

This superfluous Party clatter rade, irrelevant, unrefined ? 

Yesterday is not to-morrow! Party ’vantage would you borrow 

From last week P I ask in sorrow—sorrow for such waste of wind — 

What I said last year, last week, if me to that you’d harshly bind, 
I must answer ‘*‘ Never mind!” 


Well of words may I be thrifty, with a hundred votes and fifty, 
eady, howsoever me be my schemes, to seal and bind 

Every oracle I utter! If you think my calm you’ll flatter 

By your retrospective splutter, you ’re mistaken, as you’ll fiod. 

CHAPLIN may compete with you in eloquence of Rhodian kind, 
My reply is—‘' Never mind!” 

g x * cd x: * 

And the Leader, never quittiog, still is sitting, s'ill is sitting, 

On that cosy Treasury Bench, in lolling languor limp reclined ; 

And bis eyes have all the seeming of a Gallio who is ming, 

And the Rads with wild wrath screaming seem to him as summer wind. 

And when stout Sir Wittram wakes him with a question of this kind, 
He will yawn out ‘*‘ Never mind! ”’ 


TIPS FOR TRADERS. 
(See the Report of our Consul at Cherbourg,) 


Aways start with the assumption that you are doing a very con- 
descending act in allowing the dratted foreigner to purchase any of 
your coal, iron, shirtings, chemicals, or whatever it may be. 

Never take the trouble to te your trade circulars into any 
foreign tongue. 
in English for the poor jabbering Frenchman, Italian, or Teuton, 

Bearing ia mind that the decimal system prevails in France, quote 
all your prices in pounds, s , and pence. The mental anguish 


To make out their meaning will be a useful lesson | Y 


IF YoU ’LL ONLY KEEP UP THE PACE, I’M SURE I SHALL SOON GAIN 
[Poor Jack has already run a@ mile or more, and is very short of condition, 








which this will cause to your (possible) French customers will be a 
fitting return for their nastiness about Egypt, Siam, «c. 

Remember that the only dignified international attitude to adopt 
to an obviously inferior race is to fling your goods down. and say, 
‘* Take them or leave them!” This is what makes Englishmen so 
popular on the Continent. ; 

As the German firms that compete with you take great care to 
send angneiny Sac polyglottic young men to push their goods in 
France, you better send nobody, but manage everything by 
correspondence—in English, of course. 

If you do forget yourself so far as to despatch a traveller abroad, 
be very careful to pick out a person who knows no French, and less 
German, and who will make it quite plein to everybody he meets 
that he considers English the only “‘ language” in the world, all the 
others being ‘* 08,” 

Don’t yield to the nonsense of Consuls, and other ignorant people, 
who tell you that to gain the custom of foreigners you must rop 
some of your own. Don’t ‘‘stoop to conquer.” Brusquerie an 
business, manners and good trade, are intimately allied. 

Lastly, if you do manage to get an order abroad, give as much 
trouble to your customer as you can, by leaving Aim to arrange for pay- 
ment of customs dues, delivery, and soon. It will do him good. Most 
foreigners are very lazy, and you should try and cure them of this trait. 


COMMON OR GARDEN RHYMES. 
IV.—ASTERS. 


O Aster, on the garden bed And if the critics—race sublime— 
A man ent sing the grace you | Would are an onslaught on my 
rhyme, 
In living metres or in dead, In sheer contempt they write that 
In sonnets or in sapphics. I’m 
As one who’d gladly hymn your; The worst of poetasters ;_ 
praise While I soapcak ibe Pad esa feat 
Tt grieves me, fills me with awaze, | That I, as well befits a bard, 
To find you are, in Jearned phrase, | Reserve the right to disregard 
A “* pejorative affix”! All drivelling criticasters, 


A blossom all devoid of thorn So, Aster, though a glow you 
In speech’s kindly garden born shed 
Becomes the very flower of sc.rn, | Jn summer on the garden tel 
If grafted on an aster ; No sonnet simmers in my he 
And so at times, sweet Aster, all | For you, nor any sapphies ; 
our sweetness may be turned to | Because, although in many ways 
gall— A subject worthy of my lays, 
If, for x one should call | I cannot bring a to praise 
A wit a witticaster. A pejorative affix ! 
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LOVE’S ENDURANCE. 


Miss Dolly (to her fiancé), ‘‘On, JACK, THIS IS DELIGHTFUL |! 
CONFIDENCE |” 


IF YOU ’LL ONLY KEEP UP THE Pack, I’m suRE I SHALL SOON GAIN 
[Poor Jack has already run a mile or more, and is very short of condition, 





NEVER MIND! 


(Parody of Pee by a Parliamentasy Poet.) 


Sir W. Harcourt, ‘What did the right hon. gentleman (Mr. BALFouR) 
say the other day ?”’ Mr. Balfour, “ Never mind!” 
Report on Agricultural Rating Biil. 


WEN upon a May night dreary M.P.’s ponder, weak and weary, 
Over many a quaint amendment, quite the usual Party ‘‘ blind,” 
a they’re nodding, nearly napping, and Sir WILLIAM emartly 
slapping 
Ono the box, with view to trapping, asks a question, rude, unkind, 
Then the Leader well may mutter, lank and languidly reclined 
On his bench, ‘‘ Oh, never mind! ”’ 


What the dickens does it matter, this recriminatory chatter, 

This superfluous Party clatter rade, irrelevant, unrefined ? 

Ycsterday is not to-morrow! Party ’vantage would you borrow 

From last week P I ask in sorrow—sorrow for such waste of wind— 

What I said last year, last week, if me to that you’d harshly bind, 
I must answer ‘‘ Never mind! ”’ 


Well of words may I be thrifty, with a hundred votes and fifly, 
eady, howsoever shifty be my schemes, to seal and bind 

Every oracle I utter! If you think my calm you’ll flatter 

By your retrospective splutter, you ’re mistaken, as you ’ll find. 

CHAPLIN may compete with you in eloquence of Rhodian kind, 
My reply is—‘' Never mind!” 

zg e x x- ae 

And the Leader, never quittiog, still is sitting, s'ill is sitting, 

On that cosy Treasury Bench, in lolling languor limp reclined ; 

And bis eyes have all the seeming of a io who is dreaming, 

And the Rads with wild wrath screaming seem to him as summer wind. 

And when stout Sir Witt1am wakes him with a question of this kind, 
He will yawn out ‘‘ Never mind!” 


TIPS FOR TRADERS. 


(See the Report of our Consul at Cherbourg.) 


Atways start with the aes that you are doing a very con- 
descending act in allowing the dratted foreigner to purchase any of 
your coal, iron, shirtings, chemicals, or whatever it may be. 

Never take the trouble to translate your trade ci into any 
foreign tongue. To make out their meaning will be a useful lesson 
in English for the poor jabbering Frenchman, Italian, or Teuton, 

Bearing ia mind that the decimal system prevails in France, quote 
all your prices in pounds, s , and pence, The mental anguish 








which this will cause to your (possible) French customers will be a 
fitting return for their nastiness about Egypt, Siam, «ce. 

Remember that the only dignified international attitude to adopt 
to an obviously inferior race is to fling your goods down. and say, 


‘*Take them or leave them!” This is what makes Englishmen so 


popular on the Continent, 


As the German firms that compete with you take great care to 


send engagi 
France, you 


and polyglottic young men to push their goods in 
better send nobody, but manage everything by 


correspondence—in English, of course. 

If you do forget yourself so far as to despatch a traveller abroad, 
be very careful to pick out a person who knows no French, and less 
German, and who will make it quite plein to everybody he meets 
that he considers English the only “‘ language” in the world, all the 


others being ‘* lingos, 
Don’t yield to 


e nonsense of Consuls, and other ignorant people, 
ro 


who tell you that to gain the custom of foreigners you must 
some of your own. Don’t ‘‘stoop to conquer.” Brusquerie an 


business, 


manners and good trade, are intimately allied. 


Lastly, if you do manage to get an order abroad, give as much 
trouble to your customer as you can, by leaving him to arrange for pay- 


ment of customs dues, deli 


very, andsoon. It will do 


him good. Most 


foreigners are very lazy, and you should try and cure them of this trait. 


COMMON OR GARDEN RHYMES. 
IV.—ASTERS, 


O Aster, on the garden bed And if the critics—race sublime— 
A man might sing the grace you | Would peaks an onslaught on my 
rhyme, 

In living metres or in dead, In sheer contempt they write that 

In sonnets or in sapphics. I’m 
As one who’d gladly hymn your| The worst of poetasters; 

praise While I eS trump theircard, 

Tt grieves me, fills me with amaze, | That I, as well befits a bard, 
To find you are, in Jearned phrase, | Reserve the right to disregard 

A “* pejorative affix’! All drivelling criticasters, 


A blossom all devoid of thorn So, Aster, though a glow you 
In speech’s kindly garden born shed 
es the very flower of sc.rn, | Jn summer on the garden tel 
If grafted on an aster ; No sonnet simmers in my head 
And so at times, sweet Aster, all | For you, nor any sapphics ; 
Your sweetness may be turned to | Because, although in many ways 
—_— A subject worthy of my lays, 
If, for example, one should call | I cannot bring —— to praise 
A wit a witticaster. A pejorative affix ! 
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(“ The President throughout this crisis has shown himself to be not ungenerous, and eminently shrewd. To play fast and loose with his principal 
captives is neither generous nor shrewd,”’— Z¥mes.] 
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LOVE’S ENDURANCE. 


Miss Dolly (to her fiancé), ‘‘On, JACK, THIS IS DELIGHTFUL ! 
CONFIDENCE |” 


IF YOU ’LL ONLY KEEP UP THE Pace, I’M sURE I SHALL SOON GAIN 
[Poor Jack has already run a mile or more, and is very short of condition, 








NEVER MIND! 
(Parody of Poe by a Parliamentas y Poet.) 


Sir W. Harcourt, “What did the right hon. gentleman (Mr. BaLrour) 


say the other day ?” Mr. Balfour, “ Never mind!” 


Report on Agricultural Rating Biil. 


WHEN upon a May night dreary M.P.’s ponder, weak and weary, 
Over many a quaint amendment, quite the usual Party ** blind,’’ 


When they’re nodding, nearly napping, and Sir Wi1LLJaAm smartly 


slapping : 
Ono the box, with view to trapping, asks a question, rude, unkind, 
Then the Leader well may mutter, lank and languidly reclined 
On his bench, ‘‘ Oh, never mind!” 


What the dickens does it matter, this recriminatory chatter, 

This superfluous Party clatter rade, irrelevant, unrefined ? 

Yesterday is not to-morrow! Party ’vantage would you borrow 

From last week ? I ask in sorrow—sorrow for such waste of wind— 

What I said last year, last week, if me to that you’d harshly bind, 
I must answer ‘‘ Never mind!” 


Well of words may I be thrifty, with a hundred votes and fifty, 
Ready, howsoever shifty be my schemes, to seal and bind 
Every oracle I utter! If you think my calm you’ll flutter 
By your retrospective splutter, you re mistaken, as you’ll find. 
CHaP1IN may compete with you in eloquence of Rhodian kind, 
My reply is—‘' Never mind!” 
Bw x = ® x: . 
And the Leader, never quitiiog, still is sitting, s'ill is sitting, 
On that cosy Treasury Bench, in lolling languor limp reclined ; 
And bis eyes have all the seeming of a Gallio who is dreaming, 
And the Rads with wild wrath 
And when stout Sir Witt1am wakes him 
He will yawn out ‘* Never mind! ”’ 


TIPS FOR TRADERS. 
(See the Report of our Consul at Cherbourg.) 


ALWays start with the assumption that you are doing a very con- 
e any of 


descending act in allowing the 


atted foreigner to chas 
your coal, iron, aad 


8, chemicals, or whatever it may be. 


Never take the trouble to translate your trade circulars into any 
be a useful lesson 


foreign tongue. To make out their meaning will 
in English for the poor jabbering Frenchman, Italian, or Teuton, 


all your prices in pounds, s 


Bearing ia mind that the decimal system prevails in France, quote | If, for exam: 


, and pence, The mental an 


screaming seem to him as summer wind 
with a question of this kind, 


which this will cause to your (possible) French customers will be a 
fitting return for their nastiness about Egypt, Siam, &c. 

Remember that the only dignified international attitude to adopt 
to an obviously inferior race is to fling your goods down. and say, 
‘*Take them or leave them!” This is what makes Englishmen so 
popular on the Continent. : 

As the German firms that compete with you take great care to 
send engaging and polyglottic young men to push their goods in 

ce, you better send nobody, but manage everything by 
correspondence—in English, of course. 

If you do forget yourself so far as to despatch a traveller abroad, 
be very careful to pick out a person who knows no French, and less 
German, and who will make it quite plein to everybody he meets 
that he considers English the only “‘ language” in the world, all the 


others being ‘* ee 
Don’t yield to the nonsense of Consuls, and other ignorant people, 
who tell you that to gain the custom of foreigners you must dro 
some of your own. Don’t ‘‘stoop to conquer.” Brusquerie an 
business, manners and good trade, are intimately allied. 

Lastly, if you do manage to get an order abroad, give as much 
trouble to your customer as you on OF leaving him to arrange for pay- 
ment of customs dues, delivery, and soon. It will do him good, Most 
foreigners are very lazy, and you should try and cure them of this trait. 


COMMON OR GARDEN RHYMES. 
IV.—ASTERS, 


O Aster, on the garden bed And if the critics—race sublime— 
A saree is sing the grace you | Would pers an onslaught on my 
rhyme, 

In living metres or in dead, In sheer contempt they write that 

In sonnets or in sapphics. I’m 
As one who’d gladly hymn your| The worst of poetasters; 

praise While I sigue b trump theircard, 

It grieves me, fillsme with amaze, | That I, as well befits a bard, 
To find you are, in ]earned phrase, | Reserve the right to disregard 

A ‘* pejorative affix ’’! All drivelling criticasters, 


A blossom all devoid of thorn So, Aster, though a glow you 
In speech’s kindly garden born shed 
Becomes the very flower of sc.rn, | In summer on the garden tel 

If on an aster ; No sonnet simmers in my head 


And so at times, sweet Aster, all For you, nor any sapphics ; 
Your sweetness may be turned to | Because, although in many ways 
— A subject worthy of my lays, 
, one should call | I cannot bring —— to praise 
A wita caster. A pejorative affix ! 
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JOTTINGS AND TITTLINGS. 
(By Basoo Hurry BunesHo JaBBERJEx, B.A.) 


No. XIII. 


Drawbacks and advantages of being engaged. Some Meditations in 
a Music-hall, together with notes of certain things that Mr. 
Jabberjee failed to understand, 


My preceding article announced the important intelligence of my 
betrothal, in which I was then too much the neophyte to express any 
very opinionated A udgment as to the pros or cons of we roaching 
benediction as a Benedick (if I may be allowed a somewhat humorous 


pun). 

TL’ appétit vient en mangeant, and I am blessing my stars more 
fervidly every day for the lucky windfall which has bolted upon me 
from the blue. 

All the select boarders were speedily in- 
formed of my engagement, and the mal 
though profuse in their congratulations, did 
manifest their green-eyed monster by sun- 
dry veiled chucklings and_rib- pokings, 
while the es— ially Miss Sprink— 
are become less pressing in their attentions 
and address me as ** Prince’’ with incr 
frequency, and in a tone of tittering 
acidulation, 

_This, however, is attributable to natural 
disappointment ; for it was notorious that 
all of them, even the least prepossessing, 
were on the tiptoe of Saenieee expec- 
tancy that I should cast my handkerchief 
in one of their directions. But the feminine 
nature is not capable of sustaining the good- 
fortune of another member of their sex with 

-humo complacency ! 

On the other hand, I enjoy many privi- 

leges and bonuses. 1 am permitted to enter 

. MANKLETOW’S priva rlour ad libi- 
tum, and there converse with my beloved, 

ng her “J ” and even embrace 
her in moderation. 1 may em her 
Mother, and address her as ‘ " 
which affords me raptures of a less tumul- 
tuous kind, 

Moreover now, when I conduct my inamo- 
rat + to an entertainment, it is no longer de 
rigueur for any third party to impersonate 
a gooseberry | 

The mention of entertainments reminds 
me that, a few evenings ago, I escorted her 
to a music-hall, wherein, although I had 
previously believed myself a past master in 
the shibboleth of London eyisms and 
technical terminology, I heard and saw 
much which was au bout de mon Latin, 
= ber head impossible to be made out of ~~ 

6 


F..g., there were two young lady-per- ~ 
formers alleged by the programme to be 
“*Serios and Bone Soloists,” whereas they 
were the reverse of lugubrious; nor were 
their physiognomies fleshless or osseous; but, 
on the contrary, so shapely and well-favoured that JEss1E did remon- | 
strate with me upon the perseverance with which I gazed at them. 

And I could not at all find any one to explain to me the difference 
between a ** Comedian” and a ‘* Comic” ; or a ‘* Comedian and | 
Patterer” and an ‘* Eccentric Comedian” ; or a“ Society Belle” 
and a ‘* Burlesque Artiste” ; or, again, ‘‘.4A Sketch Artiste” anda 
** Speciality Dancer.” For to me they seemed all precisely similar. | 
There were ‘* four earned 
in long expansive skirts, an 


— 


a 


head ineste bet Gin ft eons eee ae 
in simultaneity; bu it seems, was, con m 
expectancy, not to y Le a speciality. Speaking for my aahie 
ae Iam y of opinion that lovely woman loses in queenly 
ignity by the abrupt execution of a somersault; however, the feat 

did indubitably excite vociferous applause from the spectators. 

‘urther there appeared a couple of Duettists in ordinary evening 
habiliments, who sang in unison with egregious melodiousness, One 
was plump as a partridge; the other thin as a weasel; and the 
related how they were both the adorers of a certain lovely dam 
called ‘‘ SAtiy,’”’ who was the darling of their co-operative hearts, 
and resided in their Alley. And of all the days in the week they 
dearly loved Sunday, because then they were dressed in all their best, 
and went for a walk with Satiy. 

I should have thought that it was not humanly feasible for Satty 
to continue such periodical promenades without exhibiting some pre- 


— 
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“In garbage of unparagoned sbabbiness.” 


Lyric Sisters,’ oe perme a dance | bore a strikin 
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ferential kind of choice, either for the partridge or the weasel, and 
that such a triangular courtship and triple alliance would infallibly 
terminate in the “P2 of discord, but Jessrz did assure me that it 
was quite usual and the correct cheese for a girl to have more than 
one beau upon her ane ) é 

I made the further observation that the Comedians and Comics 
must be reduced to extreme per since they presented them- 
selves before a well- , respectable audience in garbage of 
unparagoned shabbiness, and with hair of unbrushed wildness, and 
needing immediate tonsure, : 

One eongster did offer some exouse for the poverty of his appear- 
ance, telling us his hard case, how that he was occupied in declaring 
his passion to a beauteous damsel, when she was ‘‘all over him in 
a minute,” and, while he was making love to the pretty stars atove, 
she cleared out all his pockets in a minute! At which man 
laughed; but, though Jove is said to regard lovers’ uries wi 

' cachinnation, I could not help feeling the 
most pitiable sympathy for such a disap- 
pointing conclusion t> a love affair, seci 
that it is impossible for the comeliest nymp 
who returns her admirer’s devotion by 
stealing his becky and —-* ae to 
remain posed any longer upon the towering 
pedestal of an ‘eal. Upon making this 
remark to JEssrz, however, she uttered the 
repartee that I was the silly noodle ; though 
she is, I am sure, notwithstanding her 
attachment to gewgaws, not capable cf 
a personally to such light-fingered 


tics, 

I was additionally bewildered by a chorus 
chanted by one of the Society Belles, which 
I took down verbatim, in the hope of a solu- 
tion. It was as follows: ‘‘ForI like a good 
liar, indeed Ido! Provided he comes out 
with something new! But why did he tell 
-_ ae story with whiskers on, why, why, 
why 

Now to me it is wholly incomprehensible 
that the female intelligence should admire 
mendacity in the opposite sex on the sole 
conditions that the said liar should present 
himeelf in some novel article of attire, and, 
peevennsy to relating his untruth, remove 

om his cheeks any hirsute appendages. 
One of the boarders whom I consulted on 
the subject attempted to persuade me that 
it was the story that had the whiskers; but 
it is nonsensical to suppose that a Burely 
abstract affair like an untruth could be 
furnished with capillary growth, which 
belongs to the concrete department. : 

There was a lady described as an “*in- 
comparable Comedienne,” who was the 
victim of unexampled bad lu For she 

a camera (which she exhi- 
bited to the assembly), and with this she 
had gone about photographing landscapes 
and other sceneries. But, lack-a-daisy! no 
sooner were they printed than the pictures 
were discovered to be irretrievably spoilt 
by objects in the foreground of such doubt- 
ful propriety that they were not exactly fit to placa among her 
brick- , 80 she was compelled to keep them in a drawer among 
her knick-nacks |! 

I should have liked her to inform us where such a faulty 
mechanism was procured, and why she did not exchange it for one of 


we ge competency. ; PI 
he was succeeded on the stage by alittle girl witha hoop, who 
ing resemblance to her predecessor, and was probably her 
infantile daughter. This child was evidently of a greatly inquisitive 
art agen and asked many questions of her progenitors which they 
weet ig e to answer, bidding her not to bother, and to go away 
an ° 
Then she asked a juvenile boy (who remained invisible), called 
‘* Jounny Jones,” and informed us that ‘‘she knew now.” Bat I 
was still in the total darkness as to the answers, which even JESSIE 
declared that she was ‘* Davus, non Cidipus,” and not able to provide 
with the correct solutions. ’ 
Upon the whole, I am of opinion that music-halls are more fertile in 
mental puzzlement and social problems, and more difficult of 
com on, theatrical entertainments. 
is is, no doubt, why the spectators are allowed to consume 
liquors and sandwiches throughout the performance, since it is well 
known that the brain cannot carry on its modus operandi with 
efficiency if the stomach is in the beggarly array of an empty box! 
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EASTBOURNE FOR THE CZAB! 


(By our Trusted Revorter.) 


In obedience to your instructions, ‘‘to keep my eye on the 
Coronation of the Emperor of Russta,’’ I proceeded on Monday, 
May 18, to Eastbourne. I found the place en féte. The streets 
were thronged with people; from house to house, from pole 
to pole, hung a profusion of paper-flowers. There were stands 
on the Grand Parade, and bunting everywhere. Also a firat- 
rate band supported in an alcove over the sad sea waves. 

‘* What is the event of the day?” I asked, after a careful 

ection of the decorations. 

“The Gymkhana in the South Fields at 1.30,” was the 
immediate reply. 

Then I worried about this explanation. ‘‘The Gymkhana!” 
What on earth was it? It sounded like an Eastern potentate, 
or a delicious rival to ‘‘rahat lakoum.” But whyshould a eerie 
mo go to the South Fields at lunch-time? Or why shoul 
an oriental sweetstuff be there distributed at such an hour? 
Perhaps for tiffin. Pleasant recollection. Tiffin another name 
for midday meal, Lunch! 

I had bought a local paper. Among the advertisements was 
much about a certain hotel. I would trust to the praises of the 
réclames, I went, I saw, and was conquered. Could not geta 
table near the window. Had to wait twenty minutes for a 
Found a hole in the table-cloth, and successfully contested the 
total of the bill. 

Oat of temper. Renewed search for ‘“‘ Gymkhana.” I wan- 
dered, until at length I arrived (outside the town) at the 
skeletons of about a square mile of booths. I asked elderly 
individual for explanation. 

‘Not know what that is!” he exclaimed, in an ecstasy of 
astonishment. And then he told me; but unfortunately I have 
forgotten what he said. I fancy the booths were for agricultural 

iW, OF le-chases, or international exhibition, or something 
or other. ut, at any rate, they were not intended for the 


‘* Why, surely the South Fields are yonder,” continued the 
elderly individual, And so er were, And in them I found 
the object of my search, All the aristocracy, gentry, and in- 
habitants (more or less) of Eastbourne and its vicini , were 


scattered in a meadow watching the skill of some yeomanry and 
volunteers. The G was a provincial edition of the 
Military Tournament at Ielington. 
As I approached, two 
were attempting to thump one another with single-sticks, but | Yew Hand. 


their cautious chargers 
champions within striking distance. The horses seemed 
superior breed to those accustomed to the shafts of a bathing- 
machine, or the burdens imposed on the animal let out at sixpence an 
hour at Ham on a bank holiday. But for all that, and all 
that, the brutes were so obstinate, that they would have been the 
better for the chastisement of a cane-bearing donkey boy, The 
Yeomanry won their prizes amidst the attention of the snap-shot 
photographers and the cheers of the mighty multitude. Then came 
performance of massed bands, and Monday ended in harmony. 
Tuesday was devoted to ‘* Battle of Flowers,” and ‘' State Proces- 
sion of decorated Coaches, Carriages, and Equestrians in Costume.’ 
The last was pleasing, the fairly exhilarating. The horses 
and ponies looked more dignified than their drivers, and the contest 
vo confetti conjured back Nice and Naples—of course, with a 
erence, 

But space runs short, During the remainder of the week the 

Australian cricketers played at the Saffrons, and there were a pro- 


cession of cyclists in grotesque costumes, a mili con and a 
fancy-dress ball in Devonshire Park. Then, to seadeds eds days 


with a blaze of triumph, Saturday ended with an “illuminated féte 
and fireworks.” And now I have described the manner in which the 
CzAR’s coronation was celebrated at Eastbourne. 


“CHESTNUT SUNDAY.” 


(A Remintecence.) 

BENEATH the pyramids of | There came a warning unforeseen 
_ flowers, That robb’d you of my love. 
Pink-yellow flecked on white, | Your paopheey was all too true, 
You told me of a coming doom While Breach of Promise waits 

Black as a starless night. for you, 
How, when the trees were reft of | Under the chestnuts I renew 
reen The vows you broke with Number 
The einches gaunt above, Two. 


CAUTION TO MONEYLENDERS (in view of a recent sentence).— 
Remember the ** Argumentum ad Pocketum. 
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knew better, and declined to take the | Old Hand. ' 
of a| New Hand, ‘‘Os, M¥ ORDINARY CLOTHES | 


-- = — 











GOLF NOTES. 


gallant cavalry men of the auxiliaries | Old Hand, “ Au, I HEARD You ’D JOINED, BREN ROUND THE LINKS YRT!” 


‘‘On, yzs, WENT YESTERDAY,” 
‘‘ WHAT DID YOU GO ROUND IN ?” 


GOLF IN ZUMMERZET. 
(John Tazewell’s accownt of the matter.) 


Vink doins to Ham, do ee zay? Zo be, for sure ; 
But take a glass, now do ee, an’ wark indoor. 

Us ha’n’t a-zin ee to vor more’n wik, 

Be allus a welcome here, you do know, Mas’r Dick. 
Well, Pa’son beiint quite exactly,* as you mid zay, 
Do reckon ’tes arl along o’ yon new play : 

Be vair a-tookt wi’ ’t, Squire an’ Pa’son be, 

Virst thing come marnin’ play arl day till tea ; 

An’ Pa’son, I tell ee, he be the one to strike, 

Do make barl fly—there, I never zee the like. 

To yeer they tark, ’tes nobbut double Dutch, 

Wi’ their bunkers, stymies, mashies, cleeks, an’ such ,, 

** By Jove, ’tes gobble,” do zay, ‘‘ dormy three.” — 
"Tes, as I tell ee, heathen Dutchtowe. 

They do take along our Jounny to car their sticks, 

A tarr’ble plenty, zo many as vive or six ; ; 

An’ never doint use zame stick vor more ’n one hit— 

Zim beaut no reason, not one mo’sel bit. 

I do reckon as Pa’son be goin’ clear®arf ’s head. 

Lor bless ee, our JOHNNY ’ve a-yeerd un zay wer dead — 
An’ him zo lively as hop-frogs down to rhine ! t 

Beant quite exactly, I warr’nt—’tes sartain sign. 

One day I a-zeed un sarchin’ up an’ down, 

Zo went an’ helped un like till 
** Be arter barls, Zur, beiint ee, every day, 
When art vor to be arter souls,”’ I do up an’ zay. 
Wer proper , wer. But there, let be. 

A kinder gen’l'm’n us dont wish vor to zee— 
Arl zed an’ done, be good enough vor we, 


l wer voun’, 


+ “Rhine,” ditch 








Goop Men For MAKiNe Runs.—The Messrs, Trott of Austrlia,. 
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Five, ‘‘ WuHat’s come TO JoHNNY HoRNER? I NRVER SEE HIM DOWN THE RIVER NOW.” 


Coz. ‘‘OH NO. HE DOES NOTHING BUT HocKkEy AND BIcyc.Line. 


It’s AN AWFUL PIIY 


A MAN WITH A GOOD CHANCE OF TSE First BoaT SHOULD HAVE BECOME £0 EFFEMINATE |” 


ROUNDABOUT READINGS. 
Tom Hoop as A Port, 
(Coneluded ) 


Or “The Sone of the Shirt” and ‘The! arethere, It is fall of 


Bridge of Sighs” i+ is not so nece to speak, 
for even the greater public, who look upon 
Hoop as a puoning humorist, know that he 
was responsible for these two cries of suffer- 
ing and indignation which havea echoed and 
re-echoed through the years. Yet it is a 
high privilege for one who writes in Punch 
to remember that ‘‘The Song of the Shirt”’ 
first appealed from these pages to the sym- 
pathy of the world. 


But a word must be said of Hoop the 





Satirist, and I would refer those who wish to | 








know him in this charac‘er to the ‘(Je to 
Rae Wilson, Esquirs.” In this piece Hoop 
ases all his gifts, his word-twisting p»we-, 
his fierce indignation. his humble piety, his 
tolerant charity, his rhyme, his rhythm—a_l 
ines that must live. 
I pray for graca, repent each sinful act — 
Bares. but waderneath the rose, my Bible ; 
And love my neighbour, far too well, in fact, 
To call and twit him with a godly tract 
That ’s turned by application to a libel. 
ref heart ferments not with the bigot’s leaven. 
creeds I view with toleration thorough, 
And have a horror of regarding heaven 
As anybody’s rotten borough. 


Awp here again— 


I do not hash the gospel in my books, 
And thus upon the public mind obtrude it, 
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As if I thought, like Otaheitan cooks, — 
No food was fit to eat till I had chewed it. 


But the whole piece teems with such flashes 

of wit, and there are of fend Sea 

in it; as, for example, the lines g 
One place there is—beneath the burial sod-—— 


which prove again, if any further proof were 
needed, Tom Hoon’s title ‘‘to find honour- 
able mention in any recital of the names of 
those who have contributed to the stock of 
genuine English Poetry.” 


SARTOR AT ST. STEPHEN’S. 


[** The Tailor and Cutter, has sent a Special 
Commissioner to the Legislature to report on the 
attire of the Ministers.”—Daily News.) 


Aun! Here’s your true *‘ Sartor Resartus,” 
A fico for Tommy CARLYLE! 

Dear Tastlor and Cutter, impart us 
The secrets of cut and of style! 

As tried by The Tailor and Cutter, 
How wondrous a thing is the world ! 

Lord SAaLisBuRyY's coat is too utter! 
And how Tay Pay’s ‘‘collars”’ 


Hier ad the wrong way ”—like his 
? 


are 


And so he goes wrong in his vote. 
You can gauge Ditton, ‘* Tm,” 
McCaRrTHy ; 
At once, by the cut of his coat, 
Dr. AMBROSE’S grey is a torment, 
And where is the Markis’s taste, 
When he wears that vile nondescript 


ment, 
With ** lapels that roll to the waist’’ ? 
We all know our Jok as a dandy, 
His smart D. B. frock is so trim, 
With orchid to buttonhole handy, 
at can be the matter with Aim ? 
What wonder the Dutchman has ‘‘ shut 


on 
Smart ‘' Pashful,’”’ with sinister guile, 

Joxr's vest, which is ‘‘ short of a button,” 
Saggests he is ‘* short of a tile ”’ ! 

Oor woe at the thought who can utter ? 
Bat surely we ought to apply 

The teats of The Tailor and Cutter 
To all our great men. Let us try! 


or 


BIKE! BIKE! BIKE! 
(Old Grumbler to New Girl.) 
Ar—“Break! Break! Break!” 
Bree! Bike! Bike! 
O'er the hard street stones, O She! 


And I would that my tongue could utter 
The thoughts that arise in me! 


O well for the newspaper boy 
t he scoots on his cycle away | 
O well for the butcher-lad 
That he pedals—perchance it may pay | 


But when stately girls get on 
ll a-crouch, and with prospect of spill, 
It is O for the touch of a wee soft hand, 
And the sound of a voice that could thrill! 


Bike! Bike! Bike! 
With thy foot on the pedal, O She! 
But a girlish grace that the Wheel struck 


Will never come back to thee! 


Note aT THE HayMsaRK&T,—SHAKSPEARE 
undera TREE. Must make mention of realistic 
combat between Hotspur and Prince Hal. 
Hotspur started hct favourite, but Hal beat 
bim *‘a short head,’ so Sir John, who ‘lay 
on the fie'd” during the fight, murt have 
** come outa winner’ aswell, Best congratu- 
lations to TreE, and so with a bow we take 
our leaves, 
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A CORONATION GREETING. 


Prace (to the Czar). ““I WAS YOUR FATHER’S FRIEND,—LET ME BE YOURS.” 
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Five, ‘‘ WHaT’s come To JonNNY Horner? I NRVER SEE HIM DOWN THE RIVER Now.” 


Cox, “‘OH NO, HE DOES NOTHING BUT HocKEy anp BIcycLIne. 


It’s AN AWFUL PIIY 


A MAN WITH A GOOD CHANCE OF THE First BoaT SHOULD HAVE BECOME £0 EFFEMINATE |” 





ROUNDABOUT READINGS. 
Tom Hoop as a Port. 
(Coneluded ) 


Or “The Sone of the Shirt” and ‘‘ The 
Bridge of Sighs” i+ is not so nece to speak, 
for even the greater public, who upon 
Hoop as a eos humorist, know that he 
was responsible for these two cries of suffer- | 
d indignation which hava echoed and 


ing an 
re-echoed through the years. Yet it is a 


high privilege for one who writes in Punch 
to remember that ‘‘The Song of the Shirt” 


first appealed from these pages to the sym- 
pale of ths world. 


But a word must be said of Hoop the 
Satirist, and I would refer those who wish to 





know him in this charac‘er to the ‘‘ Ole to 
Rae Wilson, Esquirs.” In this piece Hoop 
ases all his gifts, his word-twisting powe;, 
his fierce indignation. his humble piety, bis 
tolerant charity, his rhyme, his rhythm—a’'l 
are there, It is fall of lines that must live, 


I pray for graca, repent each sinful act — 
Peruse, but underneath the rose, my Bible; 
And love my neighbour, far too well, in fact, 
To call and twit him with a godly tract 
That ’s turned by application to a libel. 
xy heart ferments not with the bigot’s leaven. 
creeds I view with toleration thorough, 
And have a horror of regarding heaven 
As anybody’s rotten borough. 


Awp here again— 


I do not hash the gospel in my books, 
And thus upon the public mina obtrude it, 





our leaves, 
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As if I thought, like Otaheitan cooks, _ 
No food was fit to eat till I had chewed it. 


But the whole piece teems with such flashes 


of wit, and there are of noble poetry 
in it; as, for example, the lines beginning 


One place there is—beneath the burial sod -— 


which prove again, if any further proof were 
needed, Tom Hoon’s title ‘‘ to find honour- 
able mention in any recital of the names of 
those who have contributed to the stock of 
genuine English Poetry.” 


SARTOR AT ST. STEPHEN’S. 


[“‘ Zhe Tailor and Cutter, has sent a Special 
Commissioner to the Legislature to report on the 
attire of the Ministers.”—Daily News.] 


Au! Here’s your true ‘* Sartor Resartus,”’ 
A fico for Tommy CaRLyLE! 
Dear Tailor and Cutter, impart us 
The secrets of cut and of style! 
As tried by The Tailor and Cutter, 
How wondrous a thing is the world | 
Lord SatispuRy's coat is too utter! 


And how Tay Pay’s ‘‘collars” are 
curled | oe 
The ae the wrong way ’’—like his 
And so he goes wrong in his vote. 
You can gauge Ditton, ‘Tim,’ or 
cCARTHY 


At once, by the cut of his coat. 
Dr. AMBROSE’S grey is a torment, 

And where is the Markis’s taste, , 
When he wears that vile nondescript 


ment, 
With ** lapels that roll to the waist’ P 
We all know our Jox as a dandy, 
His smart D. B. frock is so trim, 
With orchid to buttonhole handy, 
What can be the matter with Aim ? 
What wonder the Dutchman has ‘shut 


on 
Smart ‘‘ Pashful,” with sinister guile, 

Jor’s vest, which is ‘‘ short of a button,” 
Saggests he is ‘* short of a tile’’ ! 

Oor woe at the thought who can utter ? 
Bat surely we ought to apply 

The tests of The Tatlor and Cutter 
To all our great men. Let us try! 


BIKE! BIKE! BIKE! 
(Old Grumbler to New Girl.) 
Arrn—“‘Break! Break! Break!” 
Brxe! Bike! Bike! 
O'er the hard street stones, 0 She! 
And I would that my tongue could utter 
The thoughts that arise in me! 
O well for the newspaper bo 
That he scoots sa bli és os away | 
O well for the butcher-lad 
That he pedals—perchance it may pay! 
But when stately girls get on 
All a-crouch, and wi of spill, 
It is O for the touch of a wee soft h 


















And the sound of a voice that could thrill ! 
Bike! Bike! Bike! 
With thy foot on the pedal, O She! 


t the Wheel struck 
Will never come back to thee! 


ut the girlish grace 


Note aT THE HayMiRK&ET.—SHAKSPEARE 
underaTrrE. Must make mention of realistic 
combat between Hotspur and Prince Hal. 
Hotspur started hot favourite, but Hal beat 
bim “a short head,” so Sir John, who “lay 
on the field” during the fight, mut have 
** come out a winner’ as well. Best congratu- 
lations to TrEE, and so with a bow we take 
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A CORONATION GREETING. 


Prace (to the Czar). “*I WAS YOUR FATHER’S FRIEND,—LET ME BE YOURS.” 
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THE NEW EXPRESSION 


AND ATTITUDE OBSERVABLE IN YOUNG LADIES OF TO-DAY AT OHURCH PARADE AND ELSE- 
WHERE IS SUPPOSED TO BE THE RESULT OF CONSTANT DEVOTION TO THE BICYCLE, 


OPERATIC NOTES. 


Monday.—VeEnxvi's Rigoletio, with Madame 
ALBANTI as the luckless Gilda, Madame MAn- 
TELLI as the merry Maddalena, ANCONA as 
Rigoletto, and De Loucta as the gallant but 
deceitful Dook. By the way, the gay Dook 
spends so much money on his pleasures that he 
cannot afford even a ‘‘spring cleaning”’ for 
ia palazzo he inhabits. Rarely has 
areal Dook resided in so faded and so sparsely 
furnished a mansion as is this one, judging 
by the interior, The exterior no doubt is 
something beautiful, an architectural gem; 
but inside—well, if the sleeping apartments 
are to be mieed by the reception-room shown 
in Act II., the accommodation at an inferior 
wayside inn would be peat to it. Of 
course, when lighted up for a party, a ‘* ball- 
room in the ducal palace”? makes a very 
fair show, on occasion; perhaps, by special 
arrangement with the Duke’sprincipal trades- 
men. Madame ALBANI excelled herself as 
Gilda, though, personally, I trembled for her 
top notes, just as I dofora professional tight- 
rope dancer, when, seeing him up aloft on his 
perilous journey, I wonder whether he will 
ever come down again. However, M e 
ALBANI not only came down «afely herself, 
but ‘' brought the house down” as well. AN- 
cona’s J2tigoletto dramatically and voeall 
excellent ; but Dz Lucta rather hard for suc 


an amorous dog of a Dook. Yet his great 
song, ‘* La Donna é¢ Mobile,” he gave in a 
careless, reckless style, which is the very 
key-note of the character. Signor Brvic- 
NANI had not to hand up any bouquets. 
co smiled on the Suffering Soprano, 
and the curtain was raised several times in 
response to hearty applause. Itis pleasant to 
suppose that, after the Opera was over, there 
did not sit down to supper a merrier, more 
festive, and generally better satisfied-with- 
themselves party than Signori Des |Lucra, 
Ancona, and Mesdames MANTELII and 
ALBARI. ; ‘ 

The musical Muse, like History, occasion- 
ally repeats herself. Perhaps she takes a 
perverss pleasure in playing a practical joke 
on two totally different composers at two dis- 
tinct pericds, Who wrote Rigoletto? VERDI. 

o wrote ‘ Bay of ay, Oo”? 
Was it Dippin, words and music? I forget. 
But in Rigoletto and in the song ‘‘ Bay of 
Biscay,” there occurs, if not precieely the 
same phrase, at least one so closely resembling 
it, that humming it you can tumble into the 
** Bay of Biscay’’ as easily as possible, and 
come up again as fresh as ever for Rigoletto. 
Listen for it next time you assist at Rigoletto, 
and tell me if it isn’t an example ** on- 
designed (musical) coincidence,” I 
mention in which act it occurs, 

Wednesday.—Signor Lucia as Little Fra 


won't 


Diavolo, Marre Encte as Zerlina, Some- 
how AUBER’S eee mueic is not quite so 
fresh as it was. Says Wacey, ‘‘O Bear with 
it.’ Then he vanishes. It being the Birth- 
oy night, the National Anthem is given 

ore the Opera begins, and a free pardon is 
granted to WaGey. 

Thursday. — Cavalleria (Italian), and 
Hiinsel and Gretel (English). Nothing new. 
English and Italian go together very well 
ust now. People recovering from Birthday 

onours and convivialities, 

Friday.—Joun_ and Nep pE ReszKf as 
Lohengrin and Heinrich der Vogler. Lady 
with acoura‘e knowledge of German trans- 
lates Heinrich der Vogleras Henny the Vulgar, 
or, in fact, ’AgRY; but this translation not 


in te with Neppy, who is quite the 
monarch, with not much to sing, but with 


that little first-rate, as are all engaged in this 
rformance to-night. Madame ALBANI is at 
er very best as the innocent Elsa (singing 
beautifully WaGNER’s variation on ‘'Home, 
Sweet Home,’ whenupin thebalcony, Act 1I.), 
Mile. MEIssLINGER most dramatic as In- 
truding Ortruda, DaguRIoLANvS, ee ten 
eg younger, and slimmer than ever, look 
casually, in character of ‘‘ Beamish Boy,” 
and, stan at stall entrance, ‘* chortles in 
his joy.” 
Saturday.—Borto’s Opera of Mefistofele 
off! La Favorita substituted. 


SPORTIVE SONGS. 


A SgurisH SouiLogvy in A Pont. 


I LIKE your pretty daintiness 
Of broad-brimmed hat and creamy dress— 
No other girl, I must confes 
Could wield that pole so brightly ! 
I like the plashing of the weir, 
That seems so far while yet so near, 
So softly does it strike the ear, 
So lazily and lightly ! 


The willows bend to kiss the stream, 
Like constant lovers, while the gleam 
Of fitful sunshine makes a 
Of latticed gold in greenery. 
The restless rushes nod and sway, 
And long laburnum tresses stray 
’Mid chestnut spikes and starry may— 
I like this river scenery. 


Among the cushions at my ease, 
I should indeed be hard to please 
If I were not content with these 
Fair pictures never ending. 
I feel like some enraptured Fark, 
While watching you do all the work. 
My share of duty I must shirk— 
Of course without offending. 


This good cigar is so sublime— 
This nicotine in nick of time)— 
o cast it from me were a crime 
Deserving strong correction | 
So let me lie, and yet be true. 
I need not oft-told vows renew. 
I only live to look at you! 
At punting you ’re perfection ! 


_ An All-Night Sitting in the Great Wheel 
is rather worse than an All-Night Sitting in 
the House; as in the latter some one is 
always ‘*‘ moving,” and even ‘** Obstruction” 
was announced y the P. M, G. as “in fall 
swing. 


A DIFFERENCE WITHOUT A DISTINCTION.— 
It is rumoured that the Rue des Martyrs, 
Paris, is to be rechristened under the name 
of Rue des Hommes Mariés | 
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THE NEW EXPRESSION 


AND ATTITUDE OBSERVABLE IN YOUNG LADIES OF TO-DAY AT CHURCH PARADE AND ELSE- 
WHERE IS SUPPOSED TO BE THE RESULT OF CONSTANT DEVOTION TO THE BICYCLE, 


OPERATIC NOTES. 


Monday.—VeEnrv!I's Rigoletto, with Madame 
ALBANI as the luckless Gi/da, Madame MAn- 
TELLI as the merry Maddalena, ANCONA as 
Rigoletto, and De Lvucta as the gallant but 
deceitful Dook. By the way, the gay Dook 
spends so much morey on his pleasures that he 
cannot afford even a ‘‘spring cleaning” for 
the ae palazzo he inhabits, Rarely has 
areal Dook resided in so faded and so sparsely 
furnished a mansion as is this one, Judging 
by the interior. The exterior no doubt is 
something beautiful, an architectural gem ; 
but inside—well, if the sleeping apartments 
are to be pereee by the reception-room shown 
in Act II., the accommodation at an inferior 
wayside inn would be princely to it. Of 
course, when npnees up for a party, a ‘‘ ball- 
room in the ducal palace’? makes a very 
fair show, on occasion; perhaps, by special 
arrangement with the Duke’s principal trades- 
men. adame ALBANI excelled he as 
Gilda, though, personally, I trembled for her 
top notes, just as I do fora professional tight- 
rope dancer, when, seeing him up aloft on his 
perilous journey, I wonder whether he will 
ever come down again. However, e 
ALBANI not only came down safely herself, 
but *' brought the house down” as well. AN- 
cona’s Jiigoletto dramatically and vocall 
excellent ; but Dez Lucta rather hard for suc 


an amorous dog of a Dook. Yet his great 
song, ‘* Za Donna é Mobile,” he gave in a 
careless, reckless style, which is the very 
key-note of the character, Signor Brvia- 
NANI had not to hand up any bouquets. 
ed jr rey smiled on the Suffering Soprano, 
and the curtain was raised several times in 
response to hearty applause. Itis pleasant to 
ssypove that, after the Opera was over, there 
did not sit down to supper a merrier, more 


seers and generally better satisfied-with- 


themselves party than Signori De |Lvucra, 
eee and Mesdames MANTELII and 
BAK I, 


The musical Muse, like History, occasion- 
ally repeats herself. Perhaps she takes a 
perverss pleasure in playing a practical joke 
on two totally different composers at two dis- 
tinct pericds. Who wrote Rigoletto? VERDI. 

o wrote *‘ The Bay of sneeey, Oo”? 
Was it Dippin, words and music? [I forget. 
But in Rigoletto and in the song ‘‘ Bay of 
Biscay,” there occurs, if not precisely the 
same phrase, at least one so closely resembling 
it, that humming it you can tumble into the 
‘** Bay of Biscay”’ as easily as possible, and 
come up again as fresh as ever for Rigoletto. 
Listen for it next time you assist at letto, 
and me if it isn’t an example of ‘‘ un- 
designed (musical) coincidence,” I won't 
mention in which act it occurs, 

Wednesday.—Signor Lucia as Little Fra 


Diavolo, Marte Evate as Zerlina, Some- 
how AuBER’s delightful music is not quite so 
fresh as it was, s Waaey, ‘‘O Bear with 
it.” Then he vanishes. It being the Birth- 
day night, the National Anthem is given 

ore the Opera begins, and a free pardon is 
granted to Waaey. 


Thursday. — Cavalleria (Italian), and 
Hiinsel and Gretel (English), Nothing new. 
English and Italian go together very well 
ust now. People recovering from Birthday 

onours and convivialities, 

Friday.—Joun and Nep pr Reszkf as 
Lohengrin and Heinrich der Vogler. Lady 
with accura‘e knowledge of German trans- 
lates Heinrich der Vogleras Henny theVulgar, 
or, in fact, ’AgRy; but this translation not 
in k g with Nevpy, who is quite the 
monarch, with not much to sing, but with 
that little first-rate, as are all engaged in this 
panrelnes to- t. Madame ALBANI is at 

er very best as the innocent Elsa (singing 
beautifully WAGNER’s variation on ‘'Home, 
Sweet Home,’ whenupin the balcony, Act 1I.), 

Mile, MEIssLINGER most dramatic as In- 
truding Ortruda. DavrioLanvs, looking ten 
ape younger, and slimmer than ever, looks 
casually, in character of ‘‘ Beamish Boy,” 
and, standing at stall entrance, ‘‘ chortles in 


his joy.” 
Saturday. —Borro’s Opera of Mefistofele 
off! La Favorita substituted. nee 


SPORTIVE SONGS. 
A Ss.risH Souitoguy in A Pont, 


I LIKE your pretty daintiness 
Of broad-brimmed hat and creamy dress— 
No other girl, I must confess 
Could wield that pole so brightly ! 
I like the plashing of the weir, 
That seems so far while yet so near, 
So softly does it strike the ear, 
So lazily and lightly ! 


The willows bend to kiss the stream, 

Like constant lovers, while the gleam 
is ee makes a dream 

atticed gold in greenery. 

The restless rushes nod and sway, 

And long laburnum tresses stray 

’Mid chestnut spikes and starry may— 
I like this river scenery. 


Among the cushions at my ease, 
I should indeed be hard to please 
If I were not content with these 
Fair pictures never ending. 
I feel like some enraptured ‘Turk, 
While watching you do all the work. 
My share of duty I must shirk— 
Of course without offending. 


This good cigar is so sublime— 
(This nicotine in nick of time)— 
To cast it from me were a crime 
Deserving strong correction | 
So let me lie, and yet be true. 
I need not oft-told vows renew. 
I only live to look at you! 
At punting you ’re perfection ! 


An All-Night Sitting in the Great Wheel 
is rather worse than an All-Night Sitting in 
the House; as in the latter some one is 
always ‘‘ moving,” and even ‘* Obstruction” 
was announced by the P. M, G, as ‘in fall 
swing, 


A DIFFERENCE WITHOUT A DIsTINCTION.— 
It is rumoured that the Rue des Martyrs, 
Paris, is to be rechristened under the name 
of Rue des Hommes Mariés! 








262 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 





French Lady, ‘ Picca-11-L8e Caticus.” 
French Lady (who rather prides herse/f on her 
ENGLERSHE LANGUF. ’ 


Obliging Conductor, ‘‘ ALL R.GaT, 
Obliging Conductor. ‘‘OH, ALL RIGHT, 


English pronunciat on), ‘‘I ANTERSTOND 2B 
Kerr ver ’Aig on!” 








IN DEFENCE OF THE BOUNDER. 


[“ There ’s no Jack without a Jitu.”—Proverb.] 


Tuts Age delights to ‘‘ blow upon” 

Well-founded claims to wickedness— 
Satan and Jupas and King Joan 

Have all been whitewashed, more or less, 
Bounder, in your defence I dare 

A feat still even more astounding, 
Although it pains me everywhere 

To see you, so to speak, abounding ! 


To prove black white, December My, 
Or JOHN a most enlightened king, 
Were easier than to fiad to say 
In your defence a single thing, 
I only know, I must confess, 
({ trust my candour will not hurt you,) 
One fact that shows you may possess 
Some unobserved redeeming virtue, 


Some eye has brightened yours to greet, 
(Not mine, I give my solemn word,) 
Some heart to know you near has beat, 
(It seems—forgive me—quite absurd ;) 
Some tender hand has smoothed your hair, 
(One shudders at the mere suggestion, ) 
In short, some woman sweet and fair 
Has cared for you beyond all question, 


This only good in you I’ve seen— 
No woman could have held you dear, 
Except your mother, had von bend 
The utter Yahoo you appear | 
So, since it may exceed your due 
To rail at you, as some do, madly, 
In silence let us *‘ suffer” you 
With resignation, jf not ‘‘ gladly”! 








Tue PAWNBROKER’S owWN TreE.—The 
Pop-lar, 





PHONETIC RHYMES, 


THERE wasa young chappie named CHoLmMon 


DELEY, 
Who always at dinner rat dolmordeley. 
His fair partner said, 
As he crumbled his bread, 
“* Dear me! you behave rery rholmondeley !’ 


There was an old pir:on named BEavcHAMP, 
Who would letore his fi:ck and be- 
preauchamp. 
**They must learn their letters 
And bow to their betters ! ” 
(He said), ‘and I’m going to teauchamp!” 


There lived a young lady named Saint Crarn. 
W hose eye was the merriest twaint Clair. 
She said to her beau 
**T want o als from below ; 
Do you mind agitating the taint Clair?” 


A fine old landowner named MarJogIBANgS, 
Found the summer-hsat dry paths and 
parjoribanks, 
S> about his estate, 
To protect his old pate, 
He a =o plantations and larj-ri- 
an 


A wealthy old buffer named Satnr Joun 
Had a fire, and went off for an aint Joha, 
He helped it to play, 
Bat, alas! the next day 
He was Plagued with rheumatical twaint 
0 








Driving Inretiicence.—G olf Clubs are 
being established all over France. The Presi- 
dent of the Republic, should he visit one of 
the Links, cannot fail to be delighted at the 
constant shouts of *‘ Fore! Fore!” 


One Pence.” 


[May 30, 1896. 


SONG IN THE GREAT WHEEL. 


HERE we go up, up, up, 

Here we go down, down, down, O; 
Now we’re stuck up, up, up, 

Far above London town, O. , 


Here we can’t sup, sup, sup, 

Nor breakfast, no, nor dine, O; 

We took with us no food up 
Starting at half-past nine, 0. 

Jf ever you book, book, book, 

For a Great Wheel circular tour, O, 
To go with a Personal ‘‘ Cook,” 

And wittles and drink be sure, 0. 


“THE POOR R.A.”—A CAUSERIE. 


ScmnE—A Fashionable Dining-room, Time 
—The End of the Menu. A Casual 
Couple discovered Conversing. 


He (making conversation). Been to Burling- 
ton House? 

She(withenthusiasm). The Royal Academy! 
Oh, I - so much interested! Such capital 
pictures ; 

He (keeping on safe ground). Which did 
you like best 

She ( following suit), Oh, all of them. 
Which did you ? . 

He (after consideration). Well, I am rather 
a bad one for names. But they all seem to 
be very gocd. The eS are capital. 

She. Oh, yes, ave you any particular 
favourite P 

He (again taking his time). Well, n>. You 
se} they all appear to be so good. , 

She. Quite, Well, I am going to Burling- 
ton House to-morrow before lunsh. Perhaps 
we might compare notes. But then, perhaps, 
you won’t want to go again P . 

e ( a moment's hesitation, with a 
smile). 1 don’t mind confessing that, this y ear, 
[ haven’t teen to the Royal Academy at ail. 

She (prompily). No more have I 

The ladies rise and leave the room, Scene 

closes in upon claret, cigarettes, and 
masculine chatter. 








THE LAST GALOP. 


Brrore the fall perhaps I might 
Have veatared to c mpare the ball 
To Eden, smiling fair and bright, 
** Before the fall.” 
Alas, we heard the serpent’s call— 
** John Peel,” whosestrainstoromp invite; 
We came a cropper—such a sprawl 
Ani ne’er again, I fear, the right 
Sweet ‘‘ LLIS’’ on my card to ecrawl 
You ’)l give me, as you did to-night 
Before the fall! 





MOAN OF A MINISTERIALIST. 
Ove Bills appear all of a huddle, 
The Rads, like young tigers, taste blood : 
Our game appears Closure and muddle, 
Ani theirs seems Amendments and Mud ! 
Methinks! Men and Measures gain scarce 


anything 
From the muddle we make or the mud 
which they fling | 





VIEWS ON THE V&SIRY ELECTIONS, 
M 


oderate Mazim (as ene to Pro- 

gressives). ** Mend or (Mile) End them ! ”’ 
Progressive Maxim (as applied to Moder- 

ates), ** Check ’em or (South) Peckham! ”” 








SHAKSPEARIAN QuoTATION (very séighél 
adapted, appropriate toa popular ‘‘financier”’), 
QO, this boy 

Lends metal to us all. 
Henry the Fourth, Pt. 1., Act V., sc. 4. 


—$—_—_—_—_———— 
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OOM PAUL-O POST FUTURUM! 


[PARLIAMENTARY FAsHions.—There is a rumour in tailoring circles that, owing to recent events, the ‘* Costume Kriiger ” will be largely 
adopted by prominent politicians. 








ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 
EXTRACTED FROM THE DIARY OF TOBY, M.P. 


House of Commons, Monday, May 18.—‘* Don’t you think you 
le are a trifle hard on Srromio?” said Sark. ‘‘I know heisa 
ittle ludicrous, and usually in bad form. BatI’m grateful to him 
for reviving memories of early boyhood. Remember when I was 
taken to pantomime for first glorious time, the thing that made 
and most lasting impression on my mind was the inoffen- 
sive, well-meaning, aiilla-ared gentleman, who, as soon as he 
appeared on the stage, was incontinently knocked down. SiLomio 
is the pantaloon of our Parliamentary scene. Steps on with imposing 
stride, makes portentous remark, ueually in of question ; 
etraightway Don Jos&, Georce CoxRzon, or, as happened the other 
night, Patnce ARTHUR, gives him a backhander, and he lies sprawl- 
ing amid contumelious laughter. 

**Same in last Parliament, when he considerably helped to make 
fortunes of those promising Under Secretaries Epwakp Grey and 
Sypngy Buxton, Let us remember the good in contemplating the 
bad. Parliament monotonously dreary just now. Let us be thankful 
that Scomio declined overtures made to him last year by his black 
brethren, rane, areal teres to wear light clothing and rule over 
& gate in Central Africa.” 

t was Don Jos& who to-night touched up with the cs 
red-hot poker the patriotic Member for Eccleshall division of Sheffi 
Sitomio put two questions about South African affairs, of which 
he said he’d given private notice. This, it turned out, was a note 
thrust in Don Josf’s hand as he entered House. Reasonable rule 
requires that Ministers shall have notice of question. Rule 
more imperative in view of the importance and nicety of foreign 
affairs. Don José begged a aoeeanee friend to observe thi 


le e this rule. 
Opposition jeered at Srttomio, scrambling on to 


feet, proposed to continue conversation. House roared contume- 
liouel ; MIO used to that. 


y I be allowed to explain ?”’ he shouted. 

ane thought not. ae nen eae: ‘ ee dropped into his 

sea again, facing the storm wi ace and angry eye- 

anted to know whether he was to understand that the 

emand made wae him by Don Jos£& referred to appointments made 
by himself, of which he must have ample know] P 

** The hon. gentleman,” said Don José, coldly, ** will of course act 

on his own retion.”’ 


If there is one light in the constellation of Siromio’s sterling | principal proposition 


qualities that 
his discretion. 
sat in silence, 


shines with stronger, mellower light than 
The shaft went raga and 


for the evening Sitomio 
over 


fate, an 


another, it is | cultural land shall be relieved 


whether, after a he was wise to give up to Westminster what was 
meant for the Gold Coast. ; 
Business done.—Agricultural Rating Bill in Committee. 


Tuesday.—Curious how through everyday life runs echo of the 

voice of the Divine Wii1ams, ‘‘ Do you bite your thumb at us?”’ 

ed Abram, in the conversation between the Montague and tke 
Capulet retainers. 


Sampson. I do bite my thumb, Sir. 

Abram. Do you bite your thumb at us, Sir? 

Sampson. Is the law on our side, if I say—ay ? 

Gregory. No. 

Sampson. No, Sir, I do not bite my thumb at you, Sir; but I bite my 
thumb, Sir. 

Compare the passage with a little conversation that took place 
jast now between Squire oF BLANKNEY and Davin ap Tuomas, 

AviD had been slirging stones at giant on Treasury Bench. One, 
describing Rating Bill as bareface sere of plunder promoted by 
those who would derive pecuniary advantage from it, strack with 
resounding thud. U seesped Gaurae in towering rage. What 
follows is taken from Parliamentary report : 

Mr. Cuaptin: Do you impute motive? 

Mr, Tuomas: No; I do not, é 

Mr. Cuarrin: Do you impute any motive ? 

Mr. Tnomas: That is not the actual motive, but—— 

**Bat me no buts!” roared the Squire, still sticking to SHax- 
®PEARIAN form, Thereupon. seizing Davin by the scruff of the 
neck, he dragged him up to Chair, and proposed a caning. (This, of 
course, in Parliamentary sense. ) 

Things looking lively till Chairman squirted stream of cold water, 
and the bubbling steam collapsed. 

‘* I wish to ask you, Sir,” said the Squirk, giving his knuckles 
an adroit turn between Davrn’s neck and the collar of bis coat, 
** whether it is not contrary to the Rules of the House for one hon. 
Member to impute motive to another?” 

m7 y,’ said the Chairman, with freezing blandness. ‘‘ But 
I did not understand that the hon. Member had imputed motive.” 
Whereat the Sega wildly cheered. 

This an episode in a sitting that came in like a dyspeptic lam), 
and went out like a roaring lion. In the dinner hour Prince 
ARTHUR pounced. Not with pour ordinary Closure, that shuts uo 
talk round trifling amendment. A sweeping stroke, that lopped off 
2 of amendments, carrying eight lines of the Bill, affirming its 
t, at ex of National Exchequer, agri- 
a moiety of its rates. 

“*Ha!l Hal” said Trucotent Tr, rubbing his hands in ecstasy 
as he watched scene from his place of retreat. ‘* Now the House is 
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French Lady, ‘* Picca-11-LeR Cat cus.” 


ENGLERSSHE LANGUF.’ 





Obliging Conductor, ‘‘ ALL R.GaT, 
French Lady (who rather prides herself on her 
Obliging Conductor. ‘OH, ALL RIGHT. 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 
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One Penos.” 
English pronunciat on), ‘I ANTERSTOND 2B 
Kexp YER ’Alg on!” 








IN DEFENCE OF THE BOUNDER. 


(“ There ’s no Jack without a Jiu.”—Prover).] 


Tuts Age delights to ‘‘ blow upon” 

Well-founded claims to wickedness— 
Satan and Jupas and King Joan 

Have all been whitewashed, more or lets, 
Bounder, in your defence I dare 

A feat still even more astounding, 
Although it pains me everywhere 

To see you, so to speak, abounding ! 


To prove black white, December M ty, 
Or JoHN a most enlightened king, 
Were easier than to fiad to say 
In your defence a single thing, 
I only know, I must confess, 
({ trust my candour will not hurt you,) 
One fact that shows you may possess 
Some unobserved redeeming virtue. 


Some eye has brightened yours to greet, 
(Not mine, I give my solemn word,) 
Some heart to know you near has beat, 
(It seems—forgive me—quite absurd ;) 
Some tender hand has smoothed your hair, 
(One shudders at the mere suggestion, ) 
In short, some woman sweet and fai 
Has cared for you beyond all question. 


This only good in you I’ve seen— 
No woman could have held you dear, 
Except your mother, had sy 
The utter Yahoo you appear |! 
So, since it may exceed your due 
To rail at you, as some do, madly, 
In silence let us ‘“‘ suffer” you 
With resignation, if not *‘ gladly” | 








Tue PAWNBROKER’S own TaEE.—The 
Pop-lar. 





PHONETIC RHYMES, 


THERE was a young chappie named CHoLMoN 


DELEY, 
Who always at dinner rat dolmordeley. 
His fair partner said, 
As he crumbled his bread, 


‘* Dear me! you behave rery rholmondeley !’ 


The re was an old p1r:on named BEAaucHAMP, 
Who would letore his fi:ck and be- 
preauchamp. 
**They must learn their letters 
And bow to their betters!” 
(He said), *‘ and I’m going to teauchamp!” 


There lived a young lady named Saint Crarz. 
W hose eye was the merriest twaint Clair. 
Sae said to her beau 
**T want o ale from below; 
Do you mind agitating the taint Clair?” 


A fine old landowner named MansogIpangs, 
Found the summer-heat dry paths and 
parjoribanks, 
8» about his estate, 
To protect his old pate, 
He arranged pine plantations and larj-ri- 
banks | 
A wealthy old buffer named Sarnr Joun 
ad a a ana ee . for an aint Joha. 
e he i ay, 
Bat, alas! the next day 
He was pegeet with rheumatical taint 
0 








Drivine InrEiicence.—G lf Clubs are 
being established all over France. The Presi- 
dent of the Republic, should he visit one of 
th aan ean fail to be delighted at the 
constant shouts of *‘ Fore! Fore!” 
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SONG IN THE GREAT WHEEL, 


HERE we go up, up, up, 

Here we go down, down, down, O; 
Now we’re stuck up, up, up, 

Far above London town, 0. , 


Here we can’t sup, sup, sup, 

Nor breakfast, no, nor dine, O; 

We took with us no food up, 
Starting at half-past nine, O. 

If ever you book, book, book, 

For a Great Wheel circular tour, O, 
To go with a Personal *‘ Cook,” 

And wittles and drink be sure, 0. 


“THE POOR R.A.”—A CAUSERIE. 
Scenzr—dA Fashionable Dining-room. Time 
—The End of the Menu. A Casual 
Couple discovered Conversing. 


He (making conversation). Been to Burling- 
ton House? 

She (with enthusiasm), The Royal Academy! 

h, I am so much interested! Such capital 
pictures | : 

He (keeping on safe ground). Which did 
you like best ¥ 

She ( following suit), Oh, all of them. 
Which did you ? 

He (after consideration). Well, Iam rather 
a bad one for names. But they all seem to 
be very gocd. The eee are capital. 

She. Oh, yes. ave you sny particular 
favourite P 

He (again taking his time). Well, n>. You 
se} they all appear to be so ‘ . 
Quite. Well, I am going to Burling- 
ton House to-morrow before lunch. Perhaps 
we might compare notes. But then, perhaps, 
you won’t want togoagainP : 

He (after a moment's hesitation, with a 
smile), 1 don’t mind confessing that, this y e.r, 
[ haven’t teen to the Royal Academy at all. 

She (promptly). No more have I! 

[ The ladies rise and leave the room. Scene 
closes in upon claret, cigarettes, and 
masculine chatier. 





THE LAST GALOP. 


Brrore the fall perhaps I might 
Have ventured to c»mpare the ball 
To Eden, smiling fair and bright, 
** Before the fall.” 


Alas, we heard the serpent’s call— 

** John Peel,’ whose strains rene invite; 
We came a cropper—such a sprawl 

Ani ne’er again, I fear, the right 


Sweet ‘* 1s’? on my to ecrawl 
You ’)l give me, as you did to-night 
Before the fall! 








MOAN OF A MINISTERIALIST. 


Ove Bills appear all of a huddle, 
The Rads, like young tigera, taste blood : 
Our game appears Closure and muddle, 
An1 theirs seems Amendments and Mud ! 
Methinks! Men and Measures gain scarce 
anything 
From the muddle we make or the mud 
which thay fling | 





VIEWS ON THE V&SIRY ELECTIONS, 


Moderate Maxim (as eee to Pro- 
gressives). ‘* Mend or (Mile) End them ! ”’ 

Progressive Maxim (as applied to Moder- 
ates), ** Check ’em or (South) Peckham! ” 








SHAKSPEARIAN QuoraTIon (very séghtl 
adapted, appropriate to a popular ‘ Aaencur™. 
O, this boy 

Lends metal to us all. 
Henry the Fourth, Pt. I., Act V., sc. 4. 


Lr , 
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OOM PAUL-O POST FUTURUM! 


[PARLIAMENTARY FasHions.—There is a rumour in oe circles that, owing to recent events, the “ Costume Kriiger” will be largely 


adopted 


ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 
EXTRACTED FROM THE DIARY OF TOBY, M.P. 


House of Commons, Monday, May 18.—** Don’t you think you 

le are a trifle hard on Sizom1o?” said Sank. ‘I know heisa 
ittle ludicrous, and usually in bad form. BatI’m grateful to him 
for reviving memories of early boyhood. Remember when I was 
taken to pantomime for first glorious time, the thing that made 
sharpest and most gery oars ew on my mind was the inoffen- 
sive, well-meaning, middle-aged gentleman, who, as soon as he 
appeared on the stage. was incontinently knocked down. SiLomio 
is the pantaloon of our Parliamentary scene. Steps on with imposing 
etride, makes portentous remark, usually in form of question; 
straightway Don José, GzorcE CoRzON, or, as happened the other 
night, Prrnce be ag Beat him a backhander, and he lies sprawl- 
ing amid contumelious laughter. 

‘Same in last Parliament, when he considerably helped to make 
fortunes of those promising Under Secretaries Epwarp Grey and 
Sypney Buxton. Let us remember the good in contemplating the 
bad. Parliament monotonously dreary just now. Let us be thankfuo 
that Smomio declined overtures made to him last year by his black 
brethren, resisting temptation to wear light clothing and rule over 
a pemeenpetey in Central Africa.” 

t was Don José who to-night touched up with the rae 
red-hot poker the patriotic Member for Eccleshall division of Sheffi 
Sitomio put two questions about South African affairs, of which 
he said he’d given private notice. This, it turned out, was a note 
thrust in Don Josf's hand as he entered House. Reasonable rule 
requires that Ministers shall have full notice of question. Rule 
more imperative in view of the importance and nicety of roa, 
affairs. Don José begged his honourable friend to observe this rale. 
Opposition jeered at prostrate figure. Sitomio, scrambling on to 
feet, proposed to continue conversation. House roared contume- 
liously. SrLomio used to that. 

** May I be allowed to explain P”’ he shouted. 
SPEAKER thought not. More howling. Srzomio dropped into his 
seat. Up again, the storm with flushed face and angry eye- 
lass, anted to know whether he was to understand that the 
emand made upon him by Don Jos£ referred to appointments made 
by himself, of which he must have ample knowledge? 
“Th gentleman,” said Dow José, coldly, ** will of course act 


e hon. 
on his own discretion. 

If there is one light in the constellation of S1tomio’s sterl 
qualities that shines with stronger, mellower light than another, it 
his discretion. The shaft went home, and for the pronase SmwoM10 
sat in silence, over monotonous fate, an 


1| follows is taken from 


thinking ! as he watched scene from his place of retreat. 


y prominent politicians. 








whether, after et he was wise to give up to Westminster what was 
meant for the Gold Coast. . 
Business done.—Agricultural Rating Bill in Committee. 


Tuesday.—Curious how through everyday life runs echo of the 
voice of the Divine Wit114ms, ‘‘ Do you bite your thumb at us?” 

ed Abram, in the conversation between the Montague and tke 
Capulet retainers. 


Sampson. I do bite my thumb, Sir. 

Abram. Do you bite your thumb at us, Sir? 

Sampson. Is the law on our side, if I say—ay ? 

Gregory. No. 

Sampson. No, Sir, I do not bite my thumb at you, Sir; but I bite my 
thumb, Sir. 

Compare the passage with a little conversation that took place 
jast now between Seurke oF Buanxknzy and Davin ap THomas, 

avin had been slirging stones at giant on Treasury Bench. One, 
describing Rating Bill as baref iece of plunder promoted by 
those who would derive pecwmeey advantage from it, strack with 
resounding thud. Up jamped SeurrE in towering rage. What 
arliamentary report : 

Mr. Cuariin: Do you impute motive P 

Mr. Tuomas: No; I do not. : 

Mr, Cuapiin: Do you impute any motive ? 

Mr. Tuomas: That is not the actual motive, but—— 

‘**Bat me no buts!” roared the Squire, still sticking to SaHax- 
@PEARIAN form. Thereupon. seizing Davin by the scruff of the 
neck, he dragged him up to Chair, and propossd a caning. (This, of 
course, in Parliamentary sense.) 

Things looking lively till Chairman squirted stream of cold water, 
and the bubbling steam collapsed. 

‘* I wish to ask you, Sir,” said the Sauirk, giving his knuckles 
an adroit turn between Davin’s neck and the collar of bis coat, 
‘* whether it is not contrary to the Rules of the House for one hon. 
Member to impute motive to another P”’ 

e inly,” said the Chairman, with freezing blandness, ‘‘ But 
I did not understand that the hon. Member had imputed motive.” 
Whereat the Opporition wildly cheered. 

This an episode in a sitting that came in like a dyspeptic lam, 
and went out like a roaring lion. In the dinner hour Prince 
ARTHUR pounced. Not with your ordinary Closure, that shuts uo 
talk round trifling amendment. A sweeping stroke, that lopped off 
& page ] unde c eight mee ~ = ae ane its 
principal proposi at ex atio xchequer, agri- 
cultural land ehall be relieved of a moiety of its rates, 

‘“*Hal Hal” said Trucvutent Tr, rubbing his hands in ecstasy 
** Now the House is 
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having a taste of what we in Ireland used to get when your Prince 
AntHUR raled at Dublin Castle. The liberal minority have got a 
dab of Coercion, and I hope they like it.” 

Business done,—PrRinckE ARTHUR astonishes the Opposition. 


Wednesday.—Birthday honours have fallen lightly on House of 
Commons, All the three new Peers were with us once. The Marxis 
o’ Granby left of own free will at close of last Parliament. As he 
will in due course become e of RUTLAND, it seems waste of 
good material to make him a Peer. Sank says he knows a 

uarter in which peerage might have been more usefally bestowed. 

ENEAGE we lost amid crash of general election; completed a 
distinguished career by losing Unionist seat when Unionists tri- 
umphed all along ths line. Some curiosity as to what title he will 
adopt. Below Gangway, where he used to sit, it is said he will 
become Baron SMIKF. hy, I don’t know. Doesn’t seem parti- 
cularly nice title. Then there’s Colonel Matcozm, known in choira 
and places where they sing as Pottartccu. A model Highland 
Chief is dear PotTatiocn, one after Sir WAttER Scott’s own heart, 
~ for Argyllshire for six years, a man as good as he is good- 
ooking. 

Still with us in Commons is PenrosE-F'1TzGERALD, hereafter Sir 
Rosert—Sir Ropert UNIACKE PEWROSE-FzGERALD, Naturally 
when Home Rule became burning question PENROSE declared 


against it. 
“Pronounced how you like,” said he, ‘ U-N-I-a-c-K-x spells 









It was Penrose who for a moment abashed even the Car’En, 
Dace, ae the Old Salt had taken charge of debate in the Houee, 
e invi 


F11zGERALD to lend a hand. 


**No,” said the unconsciously budding Baronet, z I’m not going | 


to take my orders from a spit-to-win’nard admira 

It is to be hoped his new dignity will bring Sir Lrwis McIver, 
B.B.K., again to the front in + insrappeoirst ebate. In the short 
Parliament of 1886 he sat just long enough to show rare debatin 

ower. Has been silent in this Parliament; must not die with 
music in him, 

Business done.—In Committee on Rating Bill. 

” Friday, 1,30 P.m.—Just adjourned for the holidays, after sitting 
that lacked only hour and a half to round off the fullday. Began 
quietly enough. When we met hy teins 6 at three o’el PRINCE 
ArTHoR said, ‘I’m going t» get Agricultural Rating Bill through 
Committee before you go home,” 

** No, you don’t,” said the Opposition, 

Parnce ArTHouR did, but the cost was considerable. Gentlemen 
of Evgland who go to bed at ease, and get fresh flavour out of mild 
morning bacon, on opening paper to discover House has been sitting 
all night, think it’s fine fun, So it is, though amusement is divide 
after manner of frogs at bottom of well an boys pelting them from 
above. What’s fun to outside putlis is death to sume cf those who 
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Debating the “ Relief Bill”! (5.30a.m.) Loud Ministerial Snores! 


live through dreary watches of night, see the dawn break, and peg 
along int» another day, bathless and breakfastless. 

* Whom the gods love get suspended early,” said SQUIRE OF 
Matwoop, as. about half-past three this morning, Jonw Ditton and 
four others left the House under circumstances of compulsion. ‘‘ Much 
the best way out of it. You flout the Chairman or SPEAKER; are 
‘named’ ; resolution to you from service of House is solemnly 
made; division takes place; you march out with all honours of 
war; comfortably ‘go to bed, leaving us here to fight on to the 
melancholy end. As old Parliamentary Hand, if I weren’t Leader 
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of Opposition, bound to avoid so-called undignified situation, when- 
ever | saw all-night sitting setting in, should get ei suspended ; 
and, as Pepys occasionally remarked, so home to bed.”’ : 

Ditton and his friends comfortably tucked in, we went at it 
again ; w:rried on till noon; someone remembered we had arranged 
to meet at that hour to commence new sitting. Whera were we? 
Is to-day to-morrow, or was it merely yesterday? No one quite 
certain. Seemed every pape that, when we finish this coil, will 
begin quite fresh one, IncE ARTHUR, seeing opportunity, struck 
bargain with Houee. | 

‘**Pass Agricultural Rating Bill through Committee,” he said, 
“and we’ll say nothing about what should be Friday’s business,” 

S> it was settled. Thursday ran into Friday, obliterating it. 
There was no Friday’s sitting, as solemnly arranged yesterday. 
SaBk tays stems strange, since he was certainly here at half-past 
one this afternoon, with hazy consciousness of having been there, and 
thereabouts, since thres o’elock yeomtes: 

Business done.—Kating Bill carried through Committee, Ad- 
journed for Whitsun holidays. 


*“SHOOTING A SITTER.” 
I know not how it was—one day | My a , in this plight I 
0 


Quite off my guard you got me, ug 
Before I’d time to fly away, | On paper down I ’d jot me, 
The deed was done—you shot That you might know the woe 
me! you wrought 
Your weapon levelled at myhead,| The unhappy day you shot me. 
You “‘ sitting ’’ chose to Be me, | And yet not all unhappy day— 
Not sportsmanlike it may be said, If you will never blot me 


Out of your memory, as I pray, 


But co it was you shot me. } 
I’ll e’en rejoice you shot me, 


’Mid trophies of your skill, I hear, 





Beholders still may spot me; | Because through you, I truly vow, 
My carelessness has cost me _ All bliss the Fates allot me— 
even bless the Kodak now 


With which, dear NEL, you 


ear— I 
You took your chance, and shot | 
me. ** shot” me! 


| Juz 6, 1896,] 
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NOMENCLATURE. 


Errand Boy. ‘‘Lon! Wor’s ’1s Namg, I wonperR? Boornécss?” 








ROUNDABOUT READINGS, 


My Brorusr-in-Law, 


Tis is the story, so far as it has gone, of a real brother-in-law, 
whom for the sake of convenience I shall consider‘as mine, while for 
the same reason I naturally assume myself to have married his 
sister, and (though not perhaps so naturally) to have been for some 
oad settled in life as a barrister with a large and increasing 
practice, 


W2aeEn I married Aticz, it was explained to me, both by the dear 
girl herself, and by all her an that one of their chief joys in 
assenting to the match lay in the fact that henceforth little Y 
would have a na guardian and protector. Little Harry, the 
brother-in-law in question, was then a strip sixteen or 
seventeen, the which makes a boy painfully conscious of the 
awkwardness of hands, sfilicts him with a furious desire to dress 
in the most marked extravagance of the latest fashion, and, if he 
happens to possess a father, fills him with shame over the hopeless 
cut of his parent’s trousers, and the antiquated _— of his parent’s 
top hat. lf Harry had possessed a father, all would have been well, 
but death had removed this prosperous merchant from the scene 
eome ten years before ALICE accompanied me to the altar, By a 
carious freak, which I have never been able to explain, all her chief 
surviving relatives were of her own sex, and it was therefore assumed 
that I should not only make a home for Atick, but also act in all 
respects as a father to Harry. 


For a time all went well, Harry was at Eton, and only came to 
us during his holidays. Later on he went to Cambridge, and then 
ourtroubles began. I must explain that, by his father’s will, a small, 
but cient, annual allowance had been provided for him until he 


should come of age, at which time he was to come into the possession of | telegram from the 


beautiful brown boots. His bedroom was littered with a hundred 

ties of every degree of gorgeousness ; his toilet table was brilliant 

with his jewellery. The result of all this was that, before two years 

were out, he was in debt to various tradesmen in the sum of two 

thousand pounds; and, at a family conclave, it was resolved that 

vennenee was not the place for him, and that some other step must 
en, 


WE resolved, therefore, to send him to an army tutor, whose 
establishment was situated in a quiet part of the country, and who 
held himself out not only as the provider of a happy home, but also 
as a strict discip In two months Harxy had set the 
country-side on fire by his own exploits and those of his dogs, and it 
became necessary, for prudential reasons, to remove him. In three 
months more he came of age, and startled us with the intelligence 
that he was off to Monte Carlo. We protested in vain. He put us 
aside with a smile, and started. Shortly afterwards we learnt from 
paragraphs in the World that ‘‘a young Englishman, said to be a 
near relative of a succe barrister, who lately contested a north 
country borough in the Conservative in ” had had an extraordi- 
nary run of luck at the trente et quarante tables, that the bank had 
been practically broken, and that all Monte Carlo was marvelling at 
the audacity of this young player. As it turned out, it was none 
other than Harry. ALIcE was quite proudof him. *‘ There,” she 
said, ‘‘ you always said the boy was a fool—but I knew better. 


If 
he can win money t all clever people at Monte Carlo he 


can’t be a fool.” She wrote and congratulated him; and I must 
confess that, in a quiet way, I was rather pleased m self when some 


of my friends rallied me in Court about the fortune of my 
brother-in-law, and suggested that I should follow his brilliant 
example, In another month Harry returned to us, menus twenty 
thousand pounds, 


_HE then said he was going to be a business man, and that some of 
his friends had put him into a real ing. He gave us all 
beautiful presents, made my house his home, had a special breakfast 
at twelve o’clock in the morning, sauntered about town, visited all 
the race meetings, came home at the most unearthly hours, and in 
three months had been reduced to his last penny. The next sugges- 
tion made for his benefit was that he should try his fortune in 
British Columbia. He was away for a year, during which, according 
to his own account, he was six times on the verge of becoming a 
millionaire by means of silver mines. Something, however, always 
happened to prevent this desirable consummation ; ers 
swindled the government refused in the most dastardly fashion 
to make the necessary roads, the weather ores work, the town 
was overwhelmed a a landslip, or the legislation of the United 
States ruined the silver industry. Whatever may have been the 
reason, my amiable brother-in-law returned as he went out, bringing 
home nothing but a large stock of strange oaths, a pronounced taste 
for inferior varieties of whiskey, and a eet s m to some twenty 
thousand acres of barren land in British Columbia, 


(To be continued.) 


THE HIGH-METTLED RACER. 


[It is said that 6000 old horses have been imported into Belgium from 
England in one year, and afterwards killed and converted into tinned meat.] 


Ex? ‘The high-mettled racer is sold for the hounds?” 
Nay, not whilst the Spirit of Commerce abounds | 

He ran for the Derby, he crawled in a cab, 

But not yet the horse-knacker his carcase shall nab ; 
Not yet shall the hounds or the pussy-cats part 

His broken-down body, his plucky old heart. _ 

Still money,.if not Cups and Stakes, he may win. 

The high-mettled racer is packed up in tin. 


A potted Bucephalus yet has his price! 
The notion is new, though it hasdty sounds nice, 

He won lots of cash when young, handsome and fleet, 

And now he’Il still turn in the “* tin’”’—as tinned meat. 
Not cat’s-meat |! canes Pack him up in a can, 

And the horse, tho no more, shall still nourish the man. 
Despatch him to Belgium, when past all relief 

And the high-mettled racer returns—as tinned beef ! 


Pre-Dersy Paitre.—tThe starting of Regret is (according to a 
Duke of Wanterresats published in the Sports- 


some thirty thousand pounds absolutely. HAzny is one of the most| man last Saturday) to depend on the rain. If he does start, his 
tured young men in the world. Nothing delights him more| place will also, to a certain extent, depend on the rein, and the hand 


-na 
than to see all his friends enjoying the 

revelling at his expense. All his es were beautiful ; his smok- 
ing suits were a dream; he played polo in white linen breeches and 


VOL. cx. 


mselves, and feasting and|.that guides it. May Jupiter Pluvius be favourable! May Regret 


be in for the struggle, and not be ‘‘ hors de combat”! And may 
the Duke not have to exclaim, ‘* Regret is useless )”’ 


A\ 
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having a taste of what we in Ireland used to get when your Prince 
ARTHUR ruled at Dublin Castle. The liberal minority have got a 
dab of Coercion, and I hope they like it.”’ 

Business done.—PRiNcE ARTHUR astonishes the Opposition. 


Wednesday.—Birthday honours have fallen lightly on House of 
Commons, All the three new Peers were with us once. The Marxis 
o’ GransyY left of own free will at close of last Parliament. As he 
will in due course become e of RuTLAND, it seems waste of 
good material to make him a Peer. Sank says he knows a 

uarter in which peerage might have been more usefully bestowed. 

ENEAGE we lost amid crash of general election; completed a 
distinguished career by losing Unionist seat when Unionists tri- 
umphed all along ths line. Some curiosity as to what title he will 
adopt. Below Gangway, where he used to sit, it is said he will 
become Baron SMIKF. hy, I don’t know. Doesn’t seem parti- 
cularly nice title. Then there’s Colonel Matcoztm, known in choira 
and places where they sing as Pottartrcu. A model Hi d 
Chief is dear PotTaLLocu, one after Sir WALTER Scott’s own heart, 
ee Argyllshire for six years, a man as good as he is good- 
ooking. 

Still with us in Commons is PenRosE-F1TzGERALD, hereafter Sir 
Rosert—Sir Ropert UNIACKE PEWROSE-F'11zGERALD. Naturally 
when Home Rule became burning question PENROSE declared 


against it. 


‘** Pronounced how you like,’”’ said he, ‘* U-n-I-A-c-K-E spells 
Unionist.” 


It was Penrose who for a moment abashed even the Car'En. 
Once, when the Old Salt had taken charge of debate in the Houee, 
he invited F'11zGERALD to lend a hand. 

**No,”’ said the unconsciously budding Baronet, ‘‘ I’m not going 
to take my orders from a spit-to-win’nard admiral,” 

It is to be hoped his new dignity will bring Sir Lewis McIver, 
B.B.K., again to the front in Parliamentary debate. In the short 
Parliament of 1886 he sat just long enough to show rare debatin 

ower. Has been silent in this Parliament; must not die with 
music in him, 

Business done.—In Committee on Rating Bill. 

” Friday, 1,30 P.m.—Just adjourned for the holidays, after sitting 
that lacked only hour and a half to round off the fullday. Began 
quietly en When we met yesterday, at three o’el PRINCE 
AntTuour said, ‘‘ I’m going to get Agricultural Rating Bill through 
Committee before you go home.”’ 

** No, you don’t,” said the Opposition. : 

Parnce ARTHUR did, but the cost was considerable. Gentlemen 
of Evgland who go to bed at ease, and get fresh flavour out of mild 
morning bacon, on opening paper to discover House has been sitting 
all night, think it’s fine So it is, though amusement is divide 
after manner of frogs at bottom of well an 
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Debating the “ Relief Bill”! (5.30a.m.) Loud Ministerial Snores! 


live through dreary watches of night, see the dawn break, and peg 
along int» another day, bathless and breakfastless. 

‘* Whom the gods love get suspended early,” said Squigk oF 
Matwoop, as, about half-past three this morning, Jonn DiLLon and 
four others left the House under circumstances of compulsion. ‘‘ Mach 
the best way out of it. You flout the Chairman or SPEAKER; are 
‘named’ ; resolution to you from service of House is solemnly 
made; division takes ; you march out with all honours of 
war; comfortably ‘go to bed, leaving us here to fight on to the 
melancholy end. Asold Parliamentary Hand, if I weren’t Leader 
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boys pelting them from | ever 
What ’s fan to outside putlis is death to syme cf those who | and, as Pepys occasionally remarked, so home to b 
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THE LITTLE VISITOR FROM .TOWN. 


‘‘ Fancy, Auntigz, I HEARD THE NIGHTINGALE SAY ‘'CooKoo’!” 
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of Opposition, bound to avoid so-called undignified situation, when- 
saw all-night sitting setting in, should get aye suspended ; 


Ditton and his friends comfortably tucked in, we went at it 
again ; w:rried on till noon; someone remembered we had arranged 
to meet at that hour to commence new sitting. Whera were we? 
Is to-day to-morrow, or was it merely yesterday? No one quite 
certain. Seemed every prospect that, when we finish this coil, will 
begin quite fresh one, INCE ABKTHUR, seeing opportunity, struck 
bargain with Houee. | Y 

‘Pass Agricultural Rating Bill through Committee,” he said, 
“and we’ll say nothing about what should be Friday’s business.” 

S> it was settled. Thursday ran into Friday, obliterating it. 
There was no Friday’s sitting, as solemnly arranged yesterday. 
SaBK tays scems strange, since he was certainly here at half-past 
one this afternoon, with hazy consciousness of having been there, and 
thereabouts, since thres o’clock peenteys : 

Business done.—Rating Bill carried through Committee, Ad- 
journed for Whitsun holidays. 


““SHOOTING A SITTER,” 


I know not how it was—one day |My feelings in this plight I 
Quite off my guard you got me, | thought 


Before I’d time to fly away, | On paper down I'd jot me, 
The deed was done—you shot That you might know the woe 
me ! | you wrough 


t 
Your weapon levelled at my head, | The unhappy day you shot me, 
You ‘‘ ne chose to eo me, And yet not all unhappy day— 
Not sportsmanlike it may be said, | If you will never blot me 
But co it was you shot me. | Out of your memory, as I pray, 


’Mid trophies of your skill, Ihear, | _1’ll e’en rejoice you shot me. 


Beholders still may spot me; | Because through you, I truly vow, 
My carelessness has cost me _ All bliss the Fates allot me— 
d I even bless the Kodak now 


With which, dear NEL, you 


ear— 
You took your chance, and shot 
me. **shot’’ me! 


| Juwz 6, 1896] 
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NOMENCLATURE. 


Errand Boy. ‘Lorn! Wor’s ’1s Nams, I wonpER? Boorndécss?” 


ROUNDABOUT READINGS, 


My Brorusr-in-Law, 


Tus is the story, so far as it has gone, of a real brother-in-law, 
whom for the sake of convenience I shall consider-as mine, while for 
the same reason I naturally assume myself to have married his 
sister, and (though not perhaps so naturally) to have been for some 
ae settled in life as a barrister with a large and increasing 
practice. 


WaeEn I married Atick, it was explained to me, both by the dear 
girl herself, and by all her relatives, that one of their chief joys in 
assenting to the match lay in the fact that henceforth little Y 
would have a natura] guardian and protector. Little Harry, the 
brother-in-law in question, was then a stripling of sixteen or 
seventeen, the age which makes a boy painfully conscious of the 
awkwardness of hands, sfilicts him with a farious desire to dress 
in the most marked extravagance of the latest fashion, and, if he 
happens to possess a father, fills him with shame over the hopeless 
cut of his parent’s trousers, and the antiquated shape of his parent’s 
top hat. If Harry had possessed a father, all would have been well, 
but death had removed this prosperous merchant from the scene 
some ten years before ALICE accompanied me to the altar. By a 
curious freak, which I have never been able to explain, all her chief 
surviving relatives were of her own sex, and it was therefore assumed 
that 1 should not only make a home for Aticg, but also act in all 
respects as a father to Y. 


For a time all went well, Harry was at Eton, and only came to 
us oe his holidays. Lateron he went to Cambridge, and then 
our troubles began. I must explain that, by his father’s will, a small, 
but sufficient, annual allowance had been provided for him until he 
should come of age, at which time he was to come into the possession of 
some thirty thousand pounds absolutely, Harry is one of the most 

-natured youns men in the world. Nothing delights him more 
than to see all his friends enjoying themselves, and feasting and 
revelling at his expense. All his clothes were beautiful ; his smok- 
ing suits were a dream ; he played polo in white linen breeches and 
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beautiful brown boots. His bedroom was littered with a hundred 

ties of every degree of gorgeousness ; his toilet table was brilliant 

with his jewellery. The result of all this was that, before two A iyi 

were out, he was in debt to various tradesmen in the sum of two 

thousand pounds; and, at a family conclave, it was resolved that 

pene ee was not the place for him, and that some other step must 
en, 


We resolved, therefore, to send him to an army tutor, whose 
establishment was situated in a quiet part of the country, and who 
held himself out not only as the provider of a happy home, but also 
as a strict disciplinarian. two months Harky had set the 
country-side on fire by his own exploits and those of his dogs, and it 
became necessary, for prudential reasons, to remove him. In three 
months more he came of age, and startled us with the intelligence 
that he was off to Monte Carlo. We protested in vain. He put us 
aside with a smile, and started. Shortly afterwards we learnt from 
paragraphs in the World that ‘‘a young Englishman, said to be a 
relative of a successful barrister, who lately contested a north 
country borough in the Conservative ee had had an extraordi- 
nary run of luck at the trente et quarante tables, that the bank had 
been practically broken, that all Monte Carlo was marvelling at 
the audacity of this young player. As it turned out, it was none 
other than Harry, ALICE was quite proudof him. ‘°* There,” she 
said, ** you always said the boy was a fool—but I knew better. If 
he can win money — all clever people at Monte Carlo he 
can’t be a fool.’ e wrote and congratulated him; and I must 
confess that, in a quiet way, I was rather pleased m self when some 
of my friends rallied me in Court about the aeod, fortune of my 
brother-in-Jaw, and suggested that I should follow his brilliant 
example, In another month Harry returned to us, menus twenty 
thousand pounds, 


He then said he was going to be a business man, and that some of 
his friends had put him into a real good thing. He gave us all 
beautiful presents, made my house his home, had a special breakfast 
at twelve o’clock in the morning, sauntered about town, visited all 
the race meetings, came home at the most unearthly hours, in 
three months had been reduced to his last penny. The next sugges- 
tion made for his benefit was that he should try his fortune in 
British Columbia. He was away for a year, during which, according 
to his own account, he was six times on the verge of 
millionaire by means of silver mines. Something, however, 
happened to prevent this desirable consummation; his ‘ 
swindled him, the government refused in the most dastardly fashion 
to make the necessary roads, the weather ere work, the town 
was overwhelmed by a landslip, or the legislation of the United 
States ruined the silver industry. Whatever may have been the 
reason, my amiable brother-in-law returned as he went out, bringing 
home nothing but a large stock of strange oaths, a pronounced taste 
for inferior varieties of whiskey, and a eats m to some twenty 
thousand acres of barren land in British Columbia, 


(To be continued.) 


ry 
always 
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THE HIGH-METTLED RACER. 


[It is said that 6000 old horses have been imported into Belgium from 
England in one year, and afterwards killed and converted into tinned meat.] 


Eu? ‘The high-mettled racer is sold for the hounds?” 
Nay, not whilst the Spirit of Commerce abounds 
He ran for the Derby, he crawled in a cab, 
But not yet the horse-knacker his carcase shall nab ; 
Not yet shall the hounds or the aay. cate part 
His broken-down body, his sineky old heart. — 
Still money,.if not Cups and Stakes, he may win. 
The high-mettled racer is packed up in tin. 
A potted Bucephalus yet has his price! 
The notion is new, though it kaally sounds nice, 
He won lots of cash when young, handsome and fleet, 
now he’1l still turn in the ** tin” —as tinned meat. 
Not cat’s-meat! Oh, no! Pack him up in a can, 
And the horse, though no more, shall still nourish the man. 
Despatch him to Belgium, when past all relief 
And the high-mettled racer returns—as tinned beef ! 


Pre-Dersy Paitre.—The starting of Regret is (according to a 
telegram from the Duke of WeEstminsTER published in the Sports- 
man last Saturday) to depend on the rain. If he does start, his 
place will also, to a certain extent, depend on the rein, and the hand 
that guides it. May Jupiter Pluvius be favourable! May Regret 
be in for the struggle, and not be “‘ hors de combat”! And may 
the Duke not have to exclaim, ‘‘ Regret is useless |”’ 


A\ 
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hnmtiteg Vinten Votre, 
KING .SOL AND KING CRICKET. 


Dr, Grace (addressing the Sun), ‘‘ BRAvo, oLp So! As LONG AS YOU'RE OUT, WE BATSMEN WILL KEEP IN!” 
(Vide verses, p, 267,) 
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DELIGHTFULLY EASY, ALL BUT THE CORNERS, 


THE TWO KINGS OF CRICKET. 
(King Sol and King Willow.) 
“Mr. W. G. Grace (in the match Sussex v. Gloucester, at Brighton, 


May 26—27) carried out his bat for a magnificent innings of 243, which is 
his twelfth score of over two hundred in first-class matches,”"— Daily News.) 


“So ho! so ho! may the courtiers sing, 
Honour and life to Willow the King.” 
Harrow Songs. 


Great Helios, or Sol, if he didn’t change places 
th glorious A , at least the 
GRACES may well love ‘‘ Old Solus,” 
‘* This Bat” (unlike most other bats) loves the Sun, 
And cries to the Ball ‘* While Sol keeps up the fun ; 
We are game through an innings to drive, cut, and run, 
And serenely dtfy you to bowl us!,” 


Old Sol], bless his beams, is the cricketer’s friend 

The farmer may wish the long drought at an end, 
But the Bat, who at spanking and run shines, 

A Grace or an ABEL, a STODDART or Brown, 

Js a faithful Sun- pper, country or town ; 

For the score will go up as the sunbeams come down, * 
And your Bat must ‘‘ make hay whilst the sun shines.” 


‘* Make hay—of the bowling! the trundler may sigh. 
Ah we!l, so he will, whilst the wickets keep dry; 
But wait till ‘Ju Plu’ has a drench at ’em! 
Then Ball wi)l beat Bat, oes the Bat were a Jupp, 
Carly ones will come down with the pace of a Knupp, 
Will bump, and break both ways, and ‘ shoot,’ and ‘ get up 
Tillfthe bravest of batsmen blench at ’em | 


** Old Sol and the Graces have no chance at all 
When Jupiter Pluvius backs up the Ball. 
But sun after shower! O, Jewellikins 
Then, then the bright hour of the bowler will come ; 
Then Grace and the Centuryites will look glum ; 
Then .he Bat ‘ bags a brace,’ and had better go heme 
And play at push-farthing, or spellikins !’ 


Well, well, the brave Ball will no doubt have its chance, 
Meanwhile, how the pulse of the Public will dance 
To see it cut, driven, or ! 
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SO IT SEEMS! 


‘‘ HAVE YOU EVER TRIED RIDING WITHOUT THE HANDLES f It’s | 















A ‘‘ boundary ”’ for four or a ‘‘ lifter”’ for six, . ; 
Whilst ‘‘ the Prince” or ‘‘ the Champion” keeps up his sticks 
For when ball after ball beats a alogger for nix, 

Even Cricket, ali bowling, gets boring. 


iol take him all round, ts the cricketer’s friend. 
Bat, Bowler, and Public agree in the end, 
We don't want much wet at the wick«t, 
And Grace may well “oy with his big, anes brown 
** Smile away, good old Sol! You mane oor "ll keep in /” 
Then the “‘ Cornstalks”’ are with us ; ve them a spin 
We want sunshine,—not sawdust, chill wet skin. 
Here’s Australia’s new team! May the best always win! 
And hooray for King Sol and King Cricket | 


ONE NEVER KNOWS. 


ScenE—Hansom cab. Outside, two large portmanteaux. Inside, 
Mr, and Mrs, CAREFUL, a dressing-case, a big bundle of rugs. 


Mrs. Careful. Off at last! Really I thought I should never get 
— trunks packed, you would insist on so many extra things bene 


en. 
Mr, C. My dear, I told you we might make a Jonger stay than 
usual this time ; so that it was best to be amply provided. 
Mrs. C.. Well, we’ve got enough to last us two good mcnths 


anyway. 

Mt  C. (with great anxiety). Did you put in those tins of ** pem- 
mican,”’ tke biscuits, the poe i and the beef extract ? 

Mrs. C. Yes, dearest; and Ido hore you’ve not forgotten about 
the cate cf claret and the soda water. 

Mr, C. Buiaas is to meet us with them on the platform ; he also 
has the medicine chest. 

Mrs, C. (vehemently), Oh, I knew I’d left something out !— 


telegrem forms. 
r. C. Don't 2 2 told Briaes to be sure to include them, 
m ” 


with writ'ng materi y ** Gladstone. ; 
Mrs. C. (much rekeved), Oh, then, that’s all right. We’ve got 
everything we can possibly need. 


N.B.—From the abcve dialogue it might reasonably te inferred 
that the CakEFULs are starting upon a trip to Thibet, or a Polar 
tion. Not so. They are mere'y off for a ‘* turn” on the 

Great Wheel, with the exhi chance of receiving a five-pound 


note each on their return to terra 
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KING .SOL AND KING CRICKET. 
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Dr, Grace (addressing the Sun), ‘‘ Baavo, oLp Sou! AS LONG AS YOU'RE OUT, WE BATSMEN WILL KEEP In |” 


(Vide verses, p, 267.) 
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SO IT SEEMS! 


‘* HAVE YOU EVER TRIED RIDING WITHOUT THE HANDLES f It’s 
DELIGHTFULLY EASY, ALL BUT THE CORNERS,” 


THE TWO KINGS OF CRICKET. 
(King Sol and King Willow.) 
(“ Mr. W. G. Grace (in the match Sussex v. Gloucester, at Bri 


May 26—27) carried out his bat for a magnificent innings o of 243, w ich i is 
his twelfth score of over two hundred in first-class matches.’ "— Daily News. ] 


“So ho! so ho! may the courtiers sing, 
Honour and life to Willow the King.” 
Harrow Songs, 


Great Helios, or Sol, if he didn’t change places 
With glorious Apollo, at least loved the Graces ; 
And Graces may well love ‘‘ Old Solus,” 
“This Bat ” (unlike most other bats) loves the Sun, 
And cries to the Ball ‘‘ While Sol keeps up the fun ; 
We are game through an innings to drive, cut, and run, 
And serenely dt fe you to bowl us!,” 


Old Sol, bless his beams, is the cricketer’s friend 
The farmer may wish the drought at an er 
But the Bat, who at Ne sworn and run shines, - 
A Grace or an ABEL, a STODDART or BRown, 
Js a faithful Sun-worshipper, country or town ; 
For the score will go up as the sunbeams come down,” 
And your Bat must ‘‘ make hay whilst the sun shines,” 


‘* Make hay—of the bowling! the trundler may sigh. 
Ah we!l, so he will, whilst the wickets keep dry; 
But wait till ‘Ju Plu’ has a drench at ’em! 


Then Ball wi)l beat Bat, though the Bat were a Jupp, 


Carly ones will come down with the pace of a Kuvrr, 
Will bump, and break both ways, and ‘ shoot,’ and ‘ get up 
Tillfthe bravest of batsmen blench at ’em | 


** Old Sol and the Graces have no chance at all 
When Jupiter Pluvius backs up the Ball. 
But sun after shower! O, Jewellikins 
Then, then the bright hour of the bowler will come ; 
Then Grack ye the Centuryites will look glum ; 
Then .he Bat ‘ bags a brace,’ and had better £0 heme 
And play at p -farthing, or spellikins |’ 


Well, well, the brave Ball will no doubt have its chance, 
Meanw how the pulse of the oe will dance 


To see it cut, driven, or soaring 








A “‘ boundary” for four or a “‘ lifter” for six, | 
Whilst ‘‘ the Prince” or ‘‘ the ee tg keeps up his sticks 
For when ball after ball beats a slogger or nix, 

Even es all bowling, gets boring. 


i him all round, #s the cricketer’s friend, 
Bowler, and Public agree in the end, 
Bare don't want much wet a a 7G 
And Grace ma a well ny Pi ig, my 

You pig 


** Smile away, 
orice ” are with ai ts 
We want sunshine,—not er ge Be chill 
Here’s Australia’s new team! May the Set al clays = 
And hooray for King Sol and King Cricket 


brown 
02 outs I'll them # pin ™ 


ONE NEVER KNOWS. 
ScenE—Hansom cab. Outside, two large pap heap inn i Inside, 
Mr. and Mrs, CAREFUL, @ dressing-case, big bundle of rugs. 


Mrs. Careful. Off at last! Really I thought I should never get 
those trunks ed, you would insist on so many extra things 


taken. 
Mr, C, My dear, I told you we might make a Jonger stay than 
usual this time ; so that it was best to be amply provided. 
rs. C. Well, we’ve got enough to last us two good menths 


an my 
C. (with great anxiety). Did you put in those tins of ** pem- 
nica” the biscuits, the rea an the beef extract P 
Mrs. C. Yes, dearest ; ore you’ve not forgotten about 
the care cf claret and the soda water. 
Mr. C. Briaas is to meet us with them on the platform ; he also 
has the — chest. 
Mrs. C. (vehemently), Oh, I Bige I’d left something out !— 
telegrem forms. 
r. C. Don't I told fee a ibe sure to include them, 
with writ ng a ateriais, in m 
Mrs. C. (much relied). oc thet ’s all right. We've got 
everything we can possibly eo 


N.B.—From the abcve dialogue it might reasmably te inferred 
that the CAREFULS are ares upon a trip to Thibet, or a Polar 
Expedition. Not so, They are ss off for a ‘* turn” on the 
Great Wheel, with the 2 — of receiving a five-pound 
note each on sg et return to ecee an 
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KING .SOL AND KING CRICKET. 


Dr, Grace (addressing the Sun), ‘‘ Bravo, oLp Sou! As LONG AS YOU'RE OUT, WE BATSMEN WILL KEEP IN!” 
(Vide verses, p, 267.) 
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SO IT SEEMS! 


‘* HAVE YOU EVER TRIED RIDING WITHOUT THE HanpiEs? It’s 
DELIGHTFULLY EASY, ALL BUT THE CORNERS,” 


THE TWO KINGS OF CRICKET. 
(King Sol and King Willow.) 
{(*Mr. W. G. Grace (in the match Sussex v. Gloucester, at Brighton, 


on 26—27) carried out his bat for a magnifice nt innings of 243, w ich is 
his twelfth score of over two hundred in first-class matches.”— Daily Ne News.} 


So ho ! so ho! may the courtiers sing, 
Honour and life to Willow the King.” 
Harrow Songs. 


Great Helios, or Sol, if he didn’t change places 
bis ee oe Apollo, at least loved the Graces ; 
GRACES mey well love ‘* Old Solus.” 
" This Bat” (unlike most other bats) loves the Sun, 
And cries to the Ball ‘‘ While Sol keeps up the fun ; 
We are game through an innings to drive, cut, and run, 
And serenely die fy you to bowl us!,” 


Old Sol, bless his beams, is the cricketer’s friend, 
The farmer may wish the long drought at an end, 
But the Bat, who at spanking and run shines, 
A Grace or an ABEL, a STODDART or Brown, 
Js a faithful Sun-worshipper, country or town ; 
up as the sunbeams come down,” 


For the score will go 
And your Bat must ‘‘ make hay whilst the sun shines.” 


‘* Make hay—of the bowling! the trundler may sigh. 
Ah well, so he will, whilst ha wickets keep dry; 
But wait till ‘Ju Plu’ has a drench at ’em! 
Then Ball will beat Bat, h _ Bat wee a JUPP, 
Carly ones will come down wi ee a Kuvrr, 
Will bump, and break bth "wr ways ’ and ‘ get up 
Tillfthe bravest of batsmen clap at ’em | 


** Old Sol and the Graces have no chance at all 
When Jupiter Pluvius backs = the Ball. 
But sun after shower! O, J 
Then, then the bright hour of the bowler will come ; 
Then Grace xs the Cen an) ae will look glum ; 
Then .he Bat ‘ seer and had better £0 heme 
And play at p farthing, or spellikins |’ 
Well, well, the brave Ball will no doubt have its chance, 


Meanw how the pulse of the —— will dance 
To see it cut, driven, or soaring ! 








A ‘* boundary” for four or a “‘ lifter” for 

Whilst ‘‘ the Prince” or S as Champion” katona ili sls 
For when ball after ball beats a a mogner for niz, 

Even Cricket, ali bowling, gets g- 


take him all round, is the cricketer’s friend. 
pee and Public agree in the end, 
don't want much = om en wick. 


And Galen me well sa rae ay brown grin, | 
ont wal tea 3 Tos et ener 
ve them a spin _— 


stalks’ are with us; 

we cto sunshine,—not sawdust, chill wers, and wet 

Here’s Australia’s new team! May the best aways win ! 
And hooray for King Sol and King Cricket 


ONE NEVER KNOWS. 


ScenE—Hansom cab. Outside, two large portmanteaux. Inside, 
Mr. and Mrs, CAREFUL, a dressing-case, a a big b of rugs. 
Mrs. Careful. Off at last! Really I thought I should never get 

those trunks ed, you would insist on so many extra things i 


taken. 
Mr, C. My dear, I told you we might make a Jonger stay than 
usual this time ; so that it was best to be amply provided. 

a “ Well, we’ve got enough to last us two good menths 

Mire. . (with great anxiety). Did you put in those tins of ** pem- 
mican,”’ tke biscuits, the pint lamp, an the beef extract ? 

Mrs. C. Yes, dearest; and I ore you’ve not forgotten about 
the Sy cf claret and the eoda water. 

. Briaas is to meet us with them on the platform ; he also 

has the medicine chest. 

Mrs. C. ‘ (vehemently), Oh, I hitbie I’d left something out !— 


tele oe forms. 
C. Don't = — Briaes . ibe sure to include them, 
with writ ng m ater ** Gladsto 
Mrs. C. (much reat h, then, that? s all right. We’ve got 
everything we can possibly need, 


N.B.—From the abcve dialogue it might reaswably te inferred 
that the CaREFULS are on upon a pg to Thibet, or a Polar 
Beretta ae oe ey are mere'y off for a * turn” on the 
Great Wheel itt chance of receiving a five-pound 
ae cadkon Male eek tae ee 
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THE OLD LOVE AND THE NEW. 
“For O, for 0, the hobby-horse is forgot !” 


ScenE— The Stables at Saddlesprings, the WHEELERS’ Country House 
oe eres Miss Drana’s Horse, ‘‘ Bayard,” discovered 
in his Stall, 


Bayard (talking to himself, as isthe habit of some horses when alone). 
I can’t make it out. She’s here, All the family came down yester- 
day—I heard the omnibus start for the station to mest them. And 
ve she hasn’t sent for me; hasn’t even been nearme! She always 
used to rush in here and kiss me on the nose the very first- She ’s 
ill—that ’s it of course—sprained her fetlock ortomething. If she 
was well, she’d have me saddled as soon as she’d had her 
morning feed, and we’d have gone for a canter together somewhere. 
.++ I hope she'll get well soon. I’m sick of being taken out by 
the stableman; he’s so dull—no notion of conversation beyon 
ae Now, Miss Diana would talk to me the whole way.... 
Perhaps her hands and seat might have been—— But what did that 
matter? I liked to feel she was 

on my back, I liked the sound of 
her ea voice, and the touch of 
her when she patted me 
after her ride.... (He pricks 
his ears.) Why, that’s her voice 
outside now! She’s all right, 
after all, She’s coming in to see 
me!.,.. I knew she couldn’t 
have forgotten ! 

Miss Diana's Voice (outside). 
Yes, you might put it in here 
for the present, Bs, I sup- 
pose it will be quite safe. 

Stubbs’s Voice, Safe enough, 
Miss, there ’s plenty o’ empty 
stalls this side, Nothing im ‘ere 
just now, ex 

Miss D.’s Voice. Very well, 
then. Just wipe someof the dust 
off the mud-guards, because I 
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kind of bicycle to boast; but I 
paetews her ‘‘ bike”’ (she always calls me her ** bike’’—very nice and 


[Jone 6, 1896. 


Bayard, Again! You will have had a hard day of it altogether 


then. Bat I suppose "ll get a day or two's rest after wards P I 
aoe Tad wate = : 


The Bicycle. Bless you, I never want rest. Why, I’ve been 
forty miles with her, and come home without clanking a link! She 
was knocked up, if you like—oouldn’t go out for days! 

Bayard, she was never knocked up after riding me / 

The Bicycle. Because—it’s no fault of yours, of course, but the 
way you’ve been constracted—you couldn’t go far enough to knock 
anybody up. And she doesn’t get tired now, either. I’m not the 

ve often heard her say that she much 


iendly of her, isn’t it?) to any mere horse. 
Bayard, To any mere horse 


And does she—give any reaso 
The Bicycle. Lots. For one thing, she says 


ns ? 
she feels so absolutely 


ne me; she knows that, whatever she meets, I shall never start, 
or shy, 


or pret sce anything of that sort. 


Bayard, on’t remember ever playing any of those tricks with 


her, however hard she pulled the curb. 


The Bicycle. Then she says she 
never has to consider whether any 
distance will be too much for me, 

Bayard, As for that—— But 
the longer I was out with her, 
the r I was pleased; she 
might have brought me home as 
lame as a tree all round, and J 
shouldn’t have cared ! 

The Bicycle. Perhaps not. 
But she would; so inconvenient, 
you see, Now my strong point 
is, I can’t go lame—in 
hands, of course, and she knows 
exactly how to manage me, I will 
say that for her! 

Bayard, Does she give rn 
carrots or sugar after a ride? 
she did me. 

The Bicycle (with a creak of 
contempt). Now what do you sup- 


shall want it after lunch. - = pose I could do with sugar or a 
And mind you don’t scratch the sat eee carrot if I had it? No, a dro 
enamel taking it in. 2S —_ 3 Bees Y or two of oil now and then is 
Stubbs, Very good, Miss, I’ll_ = - SS ; on uh take in the way of sustenance. 
be keerful. er —— SOAS That ’s another point in my 
[Miss Drana’s steps die away OFA favour, I cost little or nothing to 
upon the cobbles. i) keep. Now, your oats ay 
Bayard (to himself). She ’s and stuff, I daresay, cost more in 
gone—without even asking after a year than I’m worth altogether! 


me! What has she been out in 
—a bath chair? I’m sure she 
must be ill, 

Stubbs (to the bicycle, as he 
wheels it in). ’Ere, steady now, 
’old up, can’t ye? And don’t go 
a-scratchin’ my enamel with that 
blarsted near > yourn. 
Blest if I w ’t ruthe: rub 
down arf a dozen ’unters nor one 
o’ these yere bloomin’ bi-cycles. 
I know where I am with a ’orse; 
but these ’ere little, twisty, 
cae wheelsa—— Come over, will ye. I'll lean ye up agen ’ere 

I’ve ’ad my dinner. 
[He places the machine against a partition next to “‘ Bayard's” 
stall, and goes out. 

Bayard (io himself, as he inspects his neighbour with the corner of 
his eye). It’s not a bath-chair ; it ’s one of these bicycles. It must 
be a sort of animal, I suppose, or BS n’t have spoken to it. 
I should like to ask it one or two questions. (He gets his neck over 
the partition, and breathes gently through his nostrils upon the handle- 
bars.) Excuse me, but do you understand horse-language at all ? 

The Bicycle (answering by a succession of saddle-creaks), Per- 


fectly. I’m a kind of ees L believe, only im emer tmprored, 


of course, Would you not breathing on m bars like 
that ? it tarnishes the plating so. The saddle is the seat of in- 
telligence, if you will Pindiye address your remarks there, ad 


Bayard. I didn't know. I’m sorry. I will in future, I don’t 


creak myself, but I’ve been closely connected with saddles ever since | Aa 


I was a two-year old, so I can f you fairly well. Didn’t I hear 
my mistress’s voice outside just now ? : 
The Bicycle. No; my mistress’s, Miss Diana's, I’d just taken 
her out for a short spin—not far, only fifteen miles or so. 
aren aan eee quite well P 
icycle, Than e’s alling pretty stro ‘ 
Tims aula ent with bor teste ae ctienae BAe lis 





Bayard. I muet admit that 
you have the advantage of me 
in cheapness. If I thought she 
grudged me my oats—— ButI’m 
afraid I couldn’t manage on a 
drop or two of oil. 

he Bicycle. You’d want 
buckets of it to oil your bear- 
ings. No, she wouldn’t save by 
that! (Stubbs re-enters.) Ah, 
here — _ men -s must - 
going ; 0 e her over t» 
Masbate rather a bore this 
in the case, eh ? 


dusty weather, but when a lady ’s 
ees one ay a nasty hill going into Pineborough; do be 


Bayard, 
careful how you take her down it! 
The Bicycle. You forget, my fri I’m not a Boneshater, J’m 
a Safety. Why, she’ll just put her feet up on the rests, fold her 
arms, and leave the reat tome. She knows J can be trusted. 
Bayard, Just tell me this before you go. Does—she doesn’t pat 
you, or kiss you on your—er—handle-bar afterarun, doesshe? 
The Bicycle (turning its front wheel to reply, as Stubbs wheels it 
out). You don’t imagine I should stand any sentimental! rot of that 
sort, do you? She knows better than to try it on! : 
Bayard (to himself). I’m glad she doesn’t kies it. I don’t think 
Ie have stood that! 
Same Scenk, Some Hours Later, 
Stubbs (enters, carrying a dilapidated machine with crumpled 
nares a twiste Welk’ Tan a we oe eee into = 
rr r pentagon). ope as ‘ow this ’ll sarve as a lesson 
‘en, t ieee she ain’t Boke her blessed little neck! (Zo the 
Bicycle.) No need to be hover and above purtickler ’bout scratehin’ 
your enamel now, any’ow ! [He pitches tt wnto a corner, and goes, 
Bayard (after reconnottring). You don’t mean to ray it’s you / 
The Bicycle. Me? of course it’s me! A nice meas I’m in, too, 
entirely owing to her carelessness. Never put the brake on down 
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THE OLD LOVE AND THE NEW. 
“For O, for 0, the hobby-horse is forgot!” 

ScenE— The Stables at Saddlesprings, the WHEELERS’ Country House 
near Bykersall. Miss Drawa’s Horse, ‘* Bayard,” discovered 
in his Stall. 

; Bayard (talking to himself, as isthe habit of some horses when alone). 

can 


t make it out. She’s here. All the family came down yester- 
day—I heard the omnibus start for the station to mest them, And 
nf she hasn’t sent for me; hasn’t even been nearme! She always 


used to rush in here and kiss me on the nose the very first—— She’s 
ill—that ’s it of course—sprained her fetlock or tomething. If she 
was well, she’d have had me saddled as soon as she’d had her 
morning feed, and we’d have gone for a canter together somewhere. 
. ++.» LT hope she’ll get well soon. I’m sick of being taken out by 
the stableman; he’s so dull—no notion of conversation beyon 

whistling! Now, Miss Diana would talk to me the whole way.... 
Porksns hee hands and seat might have been—— But what did that 
matter? I liked to feel she was 
on my back, I liked the sound of 
her er voice, and the touch of 
her when she patted me 
after her ride.... (He pricks 


Layer 


ii Wf, | ff 


a eae 
ou now e’s night, —— SS if 
after She’s coming in to see Serer es 
me!... I knew she couldn’t a — - = 





have forgotten ! 

Miss Diana’s Voice (outside). 
Yes, you might put it in here 
for the present, Bs, I sup- 
pose it will be quite safe. 

Stubbs’s Votce, Safe enough, 
Mies, there ’s plenty o’ empty 
stalls this side. Nothing im ‘ere 
just now, ry 

Miss D.’s Voice. Very well, 
then. Just wipe someof ge 
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[Jone 6, 1896. 


Bayard, Again! You will have had a hard day of it alto A 
Gian” Bat I suppose you’ll get a day or two's rest after ae I 
know J should want it. 

The Bicycle. Bless you, I never want rest. Why, I’ve been 
forty miles with her, and come home without clanking a link! She 
was knocked up, if you like—couldn’t go out for days! 

Bayard, Ah, she was never knocked up after riding me / 

The Bicycle. Because—it’s no fault of yours, of course, but the 
way you’ve been constracted—you couldn’t go far enough to knock 
anybody up. And she doesn’t get tired now, either. I’m not the 
kind of bicycle to boast; but I ’ve often heard her say that she much 
ae her “* bike” (she always calls me her ** bike””—very nice and 

iendly of her, isn’t it?) to any mere horse. 

Bayard, To any mere horse! And does she—give any reasons ? 

The Bicycle. Lots. For one thing, she says she feels so absolutely 
safe on me; she knows that, whatever she meets, I shall never start, 
or shy, or rear, or anything of that sort. 

Bayard, I don’t remember ever playing any of those tricks with 
her, however hard she pulled the curb. 

The Bicycle. Then she says she 
never has to consider whether any 
distance will be too much for me. 

Bayard, As for that—— But 
the longer I was out with her, 
the r I was pleased; she 
might have br 

e as a tree all round, and J 
shouldn’t have cared ! 

The Bicycle. Perhaps not. 
But she would; so inconvenient, 
you see. Now my strong point 
is, I can’t go lame—in good 
hands, of course, and she 
exactly how to manage me, I will 
say that for her! 

Bayard. Does she give 58 
carrots or sugar after a ride? 
she did me. 

The Bicycle (with a creak of 





a ARS . 
7, S 
A ity 

hi) 
ss! 

ey 


_ 
—— 
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off the mud-guards, because contempt). Now what do you sup- 
shall want it again after lunch. : = pose I could do with sugar or a 
d mind you don’t scratch the ARR carrot if I had it? No, a — 
enamel taking it in. - fff or two of oil now and then is 
Stubbs. Very good, Miss, I’ll = - BOT take in the way of sustenance. 
be keerful. That ’s another point in my 
[Miss Dtana’s steps die away favour, I cost little or a to 
upon the cobbles. keep. Now, your oats and hay 
Bayard (to himself). She ’s and stuff, I daresay, cost more in 
gone—without even asking after a year than I’m worth al er! 


me! What has she been ont in 
—a bath ir? I’m sure she 
must be ill, 

Stubbs (to the bicycle, as he 
wheels it in). ’Ere, ateady now, 
’old up, can’t ye? And don’t go 


a-scratchin’ my enamel with that 
blarsted near o §6yourn. 
Blest if I wouldn’t ruthe: rub 
down arf a dozen ’unters nor one 
o’ these yere bloomin’ bi-cycles, 
I know where I am with a ’orse; 
but these ’ere little, twisty, 
spidery wheels—— Come over, will ye, I'll lean ye up agen ’ere 

I’ve ’ad my dinner. 

[He places the machine against a partition next to “‘ Bayard's” 

stall, and goes out. 

Bayard (to himself, as he inspects his neighbour with the corner of 
his eye). It’s not a bath-chair; it ’s one of these bicycles. It must 
be a sort of animal, I suppose, or Stusgs wouldn’t have spoken to it. 
I should like to ask it one or two questions. (He gets his neck over 
the partition, and breathes gently through his nostrils upon the handle- 
bars.) Excuse me, but do you understand horse-language at all ? 

The Bicycle (answering by a succession of saddle-creaks), Per- 
fectly. 1’m a kind of horse myself, I believe, only immensely smprored, 
of course. Would you mind not breathing on m bars like 
that? it tarnishes the plating so. The saddle is the seat of my in- 
telligence, if you will y address your remarks there. 

Bayard. I didn't know. I’m sorry. I will in future, I don’t 
creak myself, but I’ve been closely connected with saddles ever since 
I was a two-year old, so I ean follow you fairly well, Didn’t I hear 
my 88'S Voice outside just now ? 

The Bicycle. No; my mistress’s, Miss Diana's, 


I’d just taken 
her out for a short spin—not far, only fifteen miles or so. 
Bayard, Then, she—she’s quite well P 
The Bicycle, Thanks, she 


alling pretty ‘ 
I'm going ook with her igsta the atteeeee ipa as 





Bayard. I muet admit that 
you have the advantage of me 
in cheapness. If I thought she 


grudged me my oats—— But I’m 
afraid I couldn’t manage on a 
drop or two of oil. 


Bicycle. You’d want 
buckets of it to oil your bear- 
ings. No, she wouldn’t save by 
that! ( bs re-enters.) Ah, 
here comes my man, I must be 
going; got to take her over t» 
Pineborough, rather a bore this 
in the case, eh P 
going into Pineborough; do be 


I’m not a Boneshater, J’m 


dusty weather, but when a aay 
Bayard, There’s a nasty hi 

careful how you take her down it! 
The Bicycle. You forget, my fri 

a Safety. Why, she’ll just put her feet up on the rests, fold her 


arms, and leave the rest tome. She knows J can be tra 

Bayard, Just tell me this before you go. Does—she doesn’t pat 
you, or kiss yon on your—er—handle-bar afterarun, doesshe? 

The Bicycle (turning its front wheel. to reply, as Stubbs wheels it 
out), You don’t imagine I should stand any sentimental rot of that 
sort, do you? She knows better than to try it on! 

Bayard (to himself). I’m glad she doesn’t kiesit. I don’t think 


I could have stood that! 
Same Scenz. Some Hours Later. 

Stubbs (enters, carrying a dilapidated machine with crumpled 
nena’ a on Wall Tv a on o mente: into - 
irr r pentagon). ope as ’ow this’ll sarve as a lesson 
rer, f dew; a she ain’t broke her blessed little neck! (Zo the 
Bicycle.) No need to be hover and above purtickler ’bout scratehin’ 
your enamel now, any’ow ! [He pitches it into a corner, and goes, 

Bayard (after reconnoitring). You don’t mean to ray it’s you / 

The Bicycle. Me? of course it’s me! A nice mess I’m in, too, 
entirely owing to her Never put the brake on down 
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that infernal hill, lost all control over me 
and here I am, a wreck, Sir! ing ant I had 
to be driven home, by a grinning groom, in a 
beastly dog-cart! Pleasant eat thes! 

Bayard. But she—Miss DianAa—was she 
hurt? Not—not seriously, eh? 

The Bicycle. Oh, of aie you don’t care 
what becomes of me so long as—— ’s all 
right enough—fell in a ditch, luckily for ae 
T came down on a heap of stones. It’ll be 
weeks before I’m out of the repairer’s hands. 

5 ee (to on I oughin’t to be glad; 
am—I She ’s safe, and—an 

ns ll come beck 1 to me after this! (Zo the 
Bicycle.) Wasn’t she ta you ? 

The ee ae ot she | 
no feeling in th Why, what do ee eae 
pose she said whan: ae told her it would take 
weeks to tinker me u 

Bayard (to himself—with jov). I think I 
can guess! (Zo the Bicycle.) What did she 


Bay 

The Bicycle fei with eonenon 
Why, all she sai ‘* How tiresome! I]. 
wonder if I can hits a t death bike here with- 
out having to send to town for one.’’ There’s 
gratitude for you! But yow cau’t enter into 
my feelings about it. 

Bayard, Pardon me—I fancyI can. And, 
after all, your day will come again, as soon as 
the Vet has set you Mine’s over for ever. 
F To aratels .) Oh, why, «why wasn’t I born a 

icycle 





METER OF GASLIGHT, ATONE! 


(‘‘ Quis custodiet ipsos custodes?”" Who'll 
mete the Meters ?) 
[ In a recent case it appeared that a gas-meter 


had registered 20,000 feet too much gas within 
one quarter. | 


Atr—‘' Meet me by Moonlight alone !” 
MetTER of gaslight, atone! 


Of your cheats we could tell a sad tale. 
It seems that remonstrance alone 
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/ Ht% Bese 
To Monopoly will not avail. WLBT , A PET HEE isbact 
One must watch the sly meter instead, / Hy } } a i, We fee EEE 
To prove what its ‘‘ registries” mean ; | ae +t 


Or ’twill turn on whilst one is in bed ; 
Tis the trickiest gauge ever seen. 
Ah! Meter of gaslight, atone! 


Gas-meters may do for the By, 
The thoughtless, who ’re all £ s. d. ; 
But for that twenty thousand to pa pay, 
Which I have not consumed, won’t suit me. 
Oh! Remember a meter’s a snare, 
And though coarly. your your gaalighé you you prize, 
Have your gas-meter | 


And ce it may open your seas. 
Raper ce of Tay atone. 


DovsitEx DutcH anp EavuivocaLt ENGLISH, 
—England says, wittily, that ‘‘if President 
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HOSPITALITY. 
Spokesman 0 Working Men's Club (on the occasion of their Patron’s first visit),.‘' AND WE 


’oPpES, SIR’ AS THIS ’LI. BE-NSITHER THE FIRST NOR THE -LAST TIME As“ vou "LL DEW US THE 
HONNER OF SETTIN’ AMONG US rg i 









KRUGER wanted to teach us Datch, he o ht XCEI SIS. rt ‘You would have somé idea of modern az 
to begin with short sentences,” Yes, but Oom Ga Mom ate ne = saa When they to the mi have ve. gone 

PauL may perhaps retort that, if the Out- . Ms oe cee ng. | Obstea ‘ion in Parliament? Lor’, what is 
landers wanted to teach him ‘ plain nyeerioua| to the meeting ’s gone, 

they ought not to have begun with my Wi a ha hat "ike the Eiffel Tower ; 


To a mnlech maid i ina May Mecting hat? 
cypher s and obscure cryptograms, z —— oh 
ener R, I, P. 


fruit thereon, | 
[‘* The steam- hoe Se and Breeze have 


OMINOUS FOR THE UNIONIST CavsE.—The 


Liberal candidate for the Wick Burghs is been put out of the. D d Calais service, and 
Mr. HeppErwick — doubtless a fumintty, It looks like a city 0 ’ercrowded with spires, as to Tilbury.”] over an a ’ 


In a forest o’ercrowded by trees, 
And one’s neck with continual shifting tires, Gown thei resting place! 
But ’tis precious little one sees, Bef d t soon may tl grave 
With bows, and blossoms, and grasses ’tis Wherei 0 ae & little space 


ee erein to mow the, Wave ! A 
a rcmaieaead being i 
And the he fowls ot of the air in its branches In dock-yard grave with them at Tilbury. 


who intends to plunge into Parliament, 





THE DIFFERENCE BETWEEN A [| 'INANCIER 
AND A Rowrne Man.—One feathers his nest, 
the other his oar. 





PAINFUL REMINDER ON THE Oaks Day,.— 


If xy to ou took an ait from the reedy Thames, 
A corn, 


ed Covent Garden thereon, | | “Baunep Wire.”—An insulting telegram. 
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BALL-ROOM WHISPERS, 


Archie, '‘ BERTIE, SHALL I INTRODUCE You TO Miss OHOLMONDELEY-MAINWARIN’ , THAT ALGY’s TALKIN’ TO? PreEtTry GIRL—AND 
CAPITAL SHOOTIN’ |”’ 








CONSULTING THE ORACLE. 
(A DIALOGUE ON THE DeeBY.) 
Interlocutors, Mr,‘ Puncu and a Pretty Girl. 

Mr. P. Going down to the Derby, my dear? 

Miss P, G. (with emphasis), You bet, Mr. Punch! 

Mr. P. Never, my dear; not even on you / 

Miss P. G. Oh! I meant ** you bet” in the American sense, you 
know ; not as a charge against you / you dear, punctilious old thing! 
But it really now, do you never, NEVER, NEVER have a bit on? 

P. I never have a bet on, if that is what you mean. 


To do the ee thing and look jolly, 
The sportamanlike thiog is—to pay / 
Miss P. G. Oh bother! That’s as just what ALcy says—in 
ee oe oa up and look pleasant!’ 
Mr. P ; (polite y). The latter you must always do |! 
Miss P. G. Thank you—for nothing! At ie Mr. P,, Iam 
a for valuable *‘ tips,” not cheap —- ents. 
Mr. P. (genially). Very net indeed, Miss, You deserve—— 
Miss P. G. (eagerly). 


ae P. sarees 
that is P—— 
dis ‘es P G. (excitedly), Yes—yes—yes P 


y bast advice. 
Mr. P. Back—— 
Mr. P. eet 


Miss re G. Why? Are you a mem ber of the Anti-Gambling Miss P, G. Oh, you aggravating—— Well, well, I dare say 


League ? 
r. P. No! I never bet,—save, perchance, a 


that is not ** sport,” you know. 

Miss P, G. Oh, ion’t it though? J — the sport I like! 

Mr. P. N aturally | And, therefore, I 
you on—— 

Hiss P. G. (eagerly), Ah! on what, Mr, Punch ? 

r. P. (astutely), Oh, on any horse you like! 

Miss P, G. (pettishly). Oh, bother! (Coazringly.) I dv to want a 

tip, Pa ged Gn old 


* tilted” ous ag ey 

Miss P, G. (austerely), I am sur 
but just as straight as—well, as 
persuasively.) Mr. P. Blyboots! 

Miss P. G, No, but really now, entre nous, and in perfect con- 
fidence, can I y back Persimmon? 1 do so want the dear 


nemce ewe Don’t you? 
Mr. P. Look at my Big Cut, and see for yourself, Miss CLEVER. 
Miss P G. demain. Not as clever as you are, I am sorry to 


say. And that ’s why I come to you for advice. 
Mr. P. I'll give it you, in verse :— 

When lovely woman stoops 

And finds too late that “ 


8 to folly, 
tips”’ betray, 


few gloves with a| year. 
like yourself,—because if I did I should always win, and enueed largely 


”)1 have a dozen pairs with | never to ‘' cake a book,’ as you call it, any more, 


have one, my dear; a very pretty Tennysonian, dear Doctor Jim and 


Sir, my tip is not tilted at all,| Mr. P. Not much, perhaps. 
trust ‘ers will be. (Purrs|cryptographs and 


and I’ really think over your counsel —next 
This year | have made quite a book on a Blue Riband, 
aes tard I do assure you, and I do want the aid of 


ittle “fatterer Well, well, if 


you’re quite righ 


your eaeeor ye 
Mr. P. Artful ou ’ll promise me 
11 do my best to 


hel re Seer the present one. 


ws P, G, (triumphantly), Oh, thanks—thanke—thanks, so much! 
you sweet "old darling! An what shall I do about Persimmon 
Mr. P. a nee you we read about those Outlander cyphers ? 


Miss P. G. (d ubiously), Why, eo of course. But what have 
tena h horrid Boers to do with the Prince and 


Bat there’s a deal of talk about 
other secret writing just now. And my advice to 
ne ee rs the latter and your little ‘* book’’ is saaduad in the 


— BLACK PRINCE MINUS ONE! 


Miss P. G. Oh, but that - so mysterious / 

Mr. P. Ail oracles are. An a me as an Oracle, you 
know. Au revoir, my dear! t you at Epsom, and—I wish you 
luck !|—better luck than ‘‘ dear D_ctor Jmm’s”’ |! { Exit. 


Private Key to Cryptogram.—“ Black Prince,”’ minus one letter, ma 
read either ‘* Back Prince fo” or “Lack Prince”) ” ay 


Persimmon ? 





PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI.—June 6, 1896. 





W/Z LA 
ir See: 
f/f V La 


ee, ee 


ra Is 


te 
" = — 


poe 


ad 
ee nd 


* 


— 
et 
“Say 





(eR fie Wr) SG 


A DERBY FAVOURITE. 


Mr. Puncn (to H.R.H. THE Pr-Ncr oF W-t-s, owner of ‘* Persimmon”), ‘* YOU’RE A GOOD SPORTSMAN, SIR,—AND I 
WISH YOU LUCK ON YOUR FIRST ‘ DERBY ’,”’ 








270 





PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 


[Joxe 6, 1890. 


‘it y ; | 


Archie, ‘‘ BenTIZ, SHALL I INTRODUCE You To Miss Cindeeiientan Sieiw cone" THAT Alcy’s TALKIN’ TO! Pretry GIRL—AND 
CAPITAL SHOOTIN’ !” 





CONSULTING THE ORACLE. 
(A DIALoGvE on THE Dezev.) 
Interlocutors, Mr.’ Puxcu and a Pretty Girl. 

Mr, P. ce eee ees my dear? 

Miss P. G. (with emphasis). You bet, Mr. Punch ! 

re Never, m my Sones not even on you / 

Miss P. G. Oh! meant “’ you bet” in the American sense, you 
know ; ask an kaos veaenial nee? you dear, punctilious old thing! 
But really, nee do you never, NEVER, NEVER have a bit on? 

Mr. I never have a bet on, if that is what you mean. 

aise 2. (7, Why? Are you a member of the Anti-Gambling 


ae Wel % caves beleive ce, a few gloves with a/| yea 
or t,—save, perchan g 


girl —because if I did I should always win, and 
that 1s not *‘ sport,” know. 
iss P, G. Ob, isn’tit though? Just the sport I like! 


Mr. P. Naturally! And, therefore, I’)] have a dozen pairs with 
“EEE Goer, Mh si Me eet? 
‘i ge 1G. (pti 0 Steel tc (Coaringly.) 1 ds 20 wanta 
it, P. Y You have one, my dear; a very pretty Tennysonian, 


* tilted” one, too! 
Miss P, "6 (austere), Iam Sir, my tip is not tilted at all, 


but just as straight sew as at — yours will be. (Purrs 
ey Mr. P 
POMiss P. G, No, but really now, aaa nous, and in perfect con- 
fidence, can I safely Persimmon? 1 do so want the dear 


Prince to win! Dun’t you? 

Mr. P. ae Cat, and see for yourzelf, Miss CLEVER. 
Miss P. G. (demurely), Not as clever as you are, I am sorry to 
say. And that’s why I come to you for advice. 


Mr. P. 1’ll give it you, in verse :— 
When lovely woman ae to folly, 
And finds too late that “tips” betray, 


To ne the square 
Oh bother! 


and look jolly, 
ike thiog is—to pay / 
That’s oe just what ALcy says—in 
ively) Ths later  aleaye 
= you mu 

hank you—for nothing! at eek: Me. P., lam 
fishing for valuable “ftps,” not cheap compliment. 

Mr. P. (genially). vary amet » indeed, Miss, Yuu deserve— 

Mises P. G. rn t? 

vee advice. 


Mr. P. a 
taal Eh ne ik * ok 


188 
Mr. P. Nothing!!! 


Miss P. G. (excitedly), Yes—yes—yes ? 
Mus P. G. Oh, zn ret Well, well, I dare say 
really think over your 


a a Ng counsel —nex 
This ae saliets beak au the Blue Riband, 
eked imgae 3 loyalty, I do assure you, and I do want the aid of 


OM ; ittle aatiaie Well, well, if 


eens aes 
PM. Pot 
Miss Bet 


Mr. P. Artful "ll promise me 
never to ‘‘ make a book,” as you call it, aay deve: 7 Ge ane best to 
an you square the present one. 
uss P, G, (triumphantly), Oh, thanks—thanks—thanks, so much! 
sag a is darling ] what shall I do about Persimmon ? 
you ’ve read about those oo Tee ce 
y e—es, of course. Bu ave 
a tae GL dabiraly) Wh herd Beees to do with the Prince and 
Persimmon ? 
Mr. P. Not much, perhaps. Bat there’s a deal of talk about 
cryptographs and other secret writing just now. And my advice to 
eS your littie ‘* book” is couched in the 


‘ BLACK PRINCE MINUS ONE! 
Mis: P. G. Oh, but that is so mysterious / 
Mr. P. Ailoracles are. And consulted me as an Oracle, you 

know. da Cobaie, te date ast yon at Eqaem, and—I wish you 
luck !|— better luck than ** dear D_ctor Jmm’s”’ ! 


Private K. Cry, am.—“ Black Prince,” minws one letter, ma 
rend either ‘* Beck Prints or “ Lack Prince.”} ? 
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a Am ee 


BALL-ROOM WHISPERS. — 


Archie, ‘‘ BERTIE, SHALL I INTRODUCE You TO Miss OHOLMONDELEY-MAINWARIN’ , THAT ALcY’s TALKIN 


’ To? Prerry GrRu—AND 


CAPITAL SHOOTIN’ !”’ 





CONSULTING THE ORACLE. 
(A DIALOGUE ON THE DERBY.) 
Interlocutors, Mr.‘ Puncu and a Pretty Girl. 
Mr, P. Going down to the es my dear ? 
Miss P. G, (with emphasis). You bet, Mr. Punch ! 
Mr. P. Never, my dear ; not even on you / 
Miss P. G. Oh! I meant “ you bet” in the American sense, y 
know; not as a charge against you / you dear, punctilious old thing! 


But really, now, do you never, NEVER, NEVER have a bit on? 
Mr. P. I never have a det on, if that is what you mean, 


ae es G, Why? Are you a member of the Anti-Gambling Miss P. G. 


ue? 


To do the ee = and look jolly, 
The sportamanlike thiog is—to pay / 
Miss P. G. Oh bother! That’s only just what ALcy says—in 
eT ¢ ‘** Pay up and look pleasant! ’ 
er The /atter you must always do |! 


eg olite 
Bet k you—for nothing! At at ae, Mr. P., lam 
fishing ec sclaalie **tips,’’ not — compliments, 
Mr, P. (genially). Very smart, indeed, Miss. You deserve—— 
Miss P. G. (eagerly). What? 


ae i. (gravely epee fies advice. 
that is P— r. P, Back—— 

Mis ; P. e. loner). Yeo—yeo—yes? Mr. P. ne I] 
ye . PO Well, well, I dare say 


you’re pag wright, I’ul really think over your tena 


—next 
r.P. Nol I a bet,—save, perchance, a few gloves with a| year. ve made quite a book on the Blue Riband 
pretty girl like y f,—because if I did I should always twin, and iad tor iveae’ by loyalty, I do assure you, and I do want the aid ot 

that is not ** ab eg know. your angi Je ment. 
Miss P. G. Ob, isn’t it though? Just the sport I like! Mr. P. Arttul little flatterer | Well, well, if you ’ll promise me 
Mr. P. Naturally! And, therefore, I’}] have a dozen pairs with | never to ‘‘ make a book,” as you call it, any more, I’ll do my best to 
you on—— 


— P, G, (eagerly). Ah! on what, Mr. Punch ? 
5 ea a oe on any horse you like! 


help you square the present one. 
ws P.G, . tumphantly), Oh, thanks—thanke—thanks, so much! 
you sirens old darling ! And what shall I do about Persimmon ? 


Miss P, G. (pettishly). Oh, bother! (Coazingly.) Ido ro wanta| Mr. P. Well, you’ve read about those Outlander cyphers ? 
tip, ae know, dear old thing. Miss P. G. ;! ubiously), Why, ie of course. But what have 
You have one, my dear; a very pretty Tennysonian, dear Doctor Jim and those horrid Boers to do with the Prince and 


tilted” one, too! 

Miss P, G. eer wh: I - poi 
but just as straight oe 
persuasively.) Myr. ly boots ! 

Miss P. G. No, but oie now, entre nous, 


fidence, can I safely back Persemmon? I1 do so want the dear 


Prince to Don’t you ? 
Mr. ts Look at my Bi Cat, and = for yourself, Miss CLEVER. 
Miss P G (demrely Not as clever as you are, I am sorry to 
say. And that! s why I come to you for advice. 
Mr. P. 1’ll give it you, in verse :— 
When lovely woman stoops 1 to folly 
And finds too late that “ tips” betray, 


Sir, my tip ie not tilted at all,| Mr. P. Not much, perhaps, 
trust yours will be. (Purrs|cryptographs and 


and in perfect con- k 


Persimmon ? 

Bat there’s a deal of talk about 
other secret writing just now. And my advice to 
ou concerning the latter and your little ‘‘ book”’ is seanhed in the 


ey-phrase : 
BLACK PRINCE MINUS ONE! 


Miss P, G. Oh, but that i a - mysterious / 

Mr. P. Ail oracles oe _ a consulted me as an Oracle, you 
know. Au revoir, my d ut you at Epsom, and—I wish you 
luck !|— better luck than * de Sard. ctor Jrm’s”’ | [ Brit. 


[Private Key to Crypto am.— Black Prince,’’ minus one letter, may 
read either ‘* Back Prince ” or “* Lack Prince.’’} 
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~ BALL-ROOM WHISPERS, 


Archie, '‘ BenTIE, SHALL I INTRODUCE you TO Miss CHOLMONDELEY-MAINWARIN’, THAT ALGY’S TALKIN 


’ To? Pretry GrRL—AND 


CAPITAL SHOOTIN’ |” 








CONSULTING THE ORACLE. 
(A DIALOGUE ON THE DeRBy.) 
Interlocutors, Mr.‘ Puncu and a Pretty Girl. 


Mr, P. cine down to the Derby, my dear? 

Miss P. G. (with emphasis). You bet, Mr. Punch ! 

Mr. P. Never, my dear; not even on you / 

Miss P. G. Oh! I meant ** vou bet” in the American sense, y 
know; ae as a charge against you / you dear, punctilious old thing! 
But really, now, do you never, NEVER, NEVER have a bit on? 

Mr. P. i ure never have a bet on, if that is what you mean. 

‘ — P. G. Why? Are you a member of the Anti-Gambling 
e 


Py No! I never bet,—save, perchance, a few gloves with a| year. 
yourself, —because if I did I should ry win, and | inspired largely iy ye loyalty, I do assure you, and I do want the aid of 


girl like 
that is not ** sport,” you know. 
Miss P. G. Oh, isn’t it though? Just the sport I lik 
Mr. P. Naturally! 
you on—— 
Hiss P. G. (eagerly). Ah! on what, Mr. Punch ? 
r. P. (astutely), Oh, on any horse y 


ou like! 
Miss P. G. (pettish iy). Ob, Oh, bother ! "Cases 3 I do co wanta 


And, therefore, I’)] have a donee ve with | never to ‘‘ make a book,” as you call it, any more, 


To do the square thing and look jolly, 
he sportsmanlike thiog is—to pay / 
Miss P. G. Oh bother! That’s ani just what ALcy says—in 
eo ., ‘' Pay up and look pleasant! ’ 


ony salen” The latter you must always do | 
Miss P Bet hank you—for nothing! At present, Mr, P., I am 
fishing f or valuable **tips,” not cheap compliments, 
Mr. P. (genially). Very smart, indeed, Miss, You deserve—— 
Miss P, G. (eagerly). What? 


Mr. P. (gravely). My b2st advice. 

Miss P. G. And that is p—— . Back—— 

Miss P. G. meen Yeo—yeo—yes? Mr. P. Nothing!!! 
Mus J G. > you et ee Well, well, I dare say 


eally think over your counsel —next 


ou’re quite ‘sett 
: f fad Lia made quite a book on the Blue Riband, 


Lhis year 


your unerring 
Mr, P. Artful ou ll promise me 
il a my best to 
elp you square the present one. 
uss P, G. (triumphantly), Oh, thanks—thanks—thanks, so much |! 
you sweet old darling ! And what shall I do about Persimmon ? 
r. ell, you’ve read about those Outlander cyphers ? 
Miss P. G. ubtously), Why, Tt tO of course. But what have 
ose horrid Boers to do with the Prince and 


ittle aatterer ! Well, well, if 


tip, you know, dear o 
r. P. You have one, my dear; a very pretty Tennysonian, dear Doctor Jim and 
= tilted =n one, too! Persimmon ? 
iss 


G. (austerely), Iam s 
but just as straight a5 wel, ov 


ga aa 


P. G, No, ies sails Bisb ears nous, and in perfect _ 


Aiente, can I safely back Persimmon? 1 do so want the 
cince to win! Don’t you? 
Mr. P. Look at my Big Cut, and see for yourself, Miss CLEVER. 
Miss P, GE \deaurely). Not as clever as you are, I 
say. And that "s why I come to you for advice. 
Mr. P. I'll give it you, in verse :— 
When lovely woman stoops | to folly 
And finds too late that “ tips” betray, 


Sir, my tip is not tilted at all,| Mr. P. Not much, perhaps. 
Fits sei will be. (Purrs | cryptographs and 


am sorry t0| ;now. Au revoir, my dear | 


Bat there’s a deal of talk about 
other secret writing just now. And my advice to 
ou concerning the latter and your littie ‘‘ book”’ is seashell in the 


ey-phrase : 
BLACK PRINCE MINUS ONE! 


Miss P. G. Oh, but that is so mysterious / 
Mr. P. Ail oracles are, And ee consulted me as an Oracle, you 
eet you at Epsom, and—I wish you 
luck !|—better luck than ‘‘ dear D_ctor Jmm’s”’ ! { Brit, 


Private Key to Crypto am.—* Black Prince,’’ minus one letter, ma 
red either Back Prince ” or “ Lack Prince.’’} F oes | 
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SPORTIVE SONGS. 


An Op ETONIAN MUSES IN UPPER ScHOOL 
ON THE FourTH OFr JUNE, 


BENEATH the busts of Fox and Pitr 
In Upper School the youths declaim 
The lines of statesman, poet, wit, 
Who little recked of schoolboy fame. 
None ever deemed his transient voice 
Would live to kindle boyish fire. 
But even Porson would rejoice 
To know that Greek lads inspire | 


The old dead languages revive, 

E’en spoken with our ‘* foreign twang,” 
And French and German seem to thrive 
Where Gray and SHeriry thought and 


sang ; 

Where Went NGTON his battles won 
Before his jacket turned to ‘‘ tails,”’ 
And Grapstone burned for many a son 

The Eton light that never fails, 


> 


‘ 





Where Rosrsery and Batrovur too 
Authoritative rules would mock, 

And earned, as stripliog traitors do, 
Meet expiation on the block. 

Those panels with inwrought names 
Are tribute to Etonians past, 

Who, at ‘‘ my tutor’s”’ or ‘‘ my dame’s,”’ 
Gave not a thought to names that last ! 


I hardly hear the ches made, 

Can scarce the ‘* Head”’ or AINGER see, 
=e not their aid, 

y speech unheard is one for me! 

I think how in this dear old school 

1 longed to test the unforeseen. 
But now I know I was a foo. 

And only mourn what might have been! 


I see you sitting open-eyed— 
The san entangled in your hair ; 
You looked a dainty little bride, 

So wondrous white, so purely fair. 
Precocious youngster! How 1 wished 
Our lives we could together tune | 

For you I ‘‘ absence” shirked, 
‘* swished,”’ 
elt love-lorn on the Fifth of June! 


Theo, 


DEFINITION OF THE START FOR THE DERBY, 
t from Coventry. 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON OHARIVARI. 


NECK OR NOTHING! 
(By an Old Fogey, after a course of Fashion 
Plates.) 
Ox, ladies! of loveliness little you reck ! 
Most fair is the feminine throttle ; 
But Fashion now packs up the daintiest neck 


Till it looks like the neck of a bottle. 
Destructive of shape, of sweet curve, of soft 


na 
kee that: Wicd dla lak tie 
e 
And what lover can doat on a fair female 
throa 


t, 
Tied up at the back like a bundle ? 
La Mode does its worst woman’s beauty to blur, 
To cramp, or di or her, 
ow, & nice ap and head swathed in stiff 
or fur 
Look too much like St, Jonn’s ‘“‘on a 
charger.” 
**A neck like a swan,” made for 


ing upon, 
Was a beauty in sweet Annie 


ure ; 


But when modish pride would disfigure or hide| large portion of 


Woman’s throat, every man must feel sorry. 


WHAT IT WILL COME TO. 


THe man in front of the booketall was 
** But I assure you, Sir,” r 
the attendant, ‘‘ that this paper contains the 
aay news = ~ best —— ae It 

as correspondents in par @ wor. 
and = information is at once unique ar 

e. 

**But how about the city intelligence and 
the sporting ?” 

** Prophets of the most wonderful sagacity 
and success are in command, and have made 
the fortunes of thousands of readers.” 

**And Literature, Music, Art, and the 
Drama?” 


** The very best critics give their finest work 
to the consideration of the subjects to which 
you refer,”’ 

The man in front of the bookstall wavered. 

** Is ita large paper ?”’ he asked. 

_ “A very large one,” was the reply, “* but 
in a most convenient mre You see it con- 
tains not only the news of the day, but all the 
best features of a magazine, and a cyclopedia.”’ 
eS ee oes present prices in jour- 
nalism, it is very expensive, 
__ **My dear sir,” said the attendant, ‘*I see 
it is best to be frank with you. I admit that 
itis not cheap. But look at the quantity and 
quality! Surely it is worth the money f” — 

‘* Well, I nape it is,’”’ returned the man in 
front of the book-stall, and without more ado 
he paid the necessary— farthing ! 


MANY HAPPY RETURNS, 


To know the day—your birthday, dear— 
Was my desire, that once a year 
Somet for certain I might know 
Of you when far away. 
But calm reflection tends to show 
’Twas folly to have wanted so 
To know the day! 


Because all days, where’er I go, 
You know—they say maids always know— 
I think of you morn, noon, and night, 
In moods both grave and gay. 
Could I do more if some kind sprite 
Gave me the the great delight, 
To know the day? 
And yet to-day with phrases trite, 
But still with all my heart, I write, 
Snatching a moment from my work, 

To wish you joy alway, 
Because—the truth I will not shirk— 
Because—I’ye found you out in Burke, 

And know the day | 
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“BE MERRY AND WISE!” 


A Niexr Ovr, thoroughly farcical comedy, 
at the Vaudeville, most adroitly adapted (by 
somebody whose name isn’t mentioned in the 
bill—why ?) from L’ Hotel du Libre-échange, 
is, as the public has already soeerecs oe 
of the funniest and most mirth-provoking 

ieces that has 

een seen in Lon- 
don for some 
years. Time was, 
when, it is not 
improbable, the 
Licenser of Plays 
would have re- 
sion for the per- 
formance of this 
farce as we now 
see it. Mats, on 
a changé tout cela, 
and that very j 


theatre - goers, 
who dearly love 
a laugh, is fast 
becoming (some of 
the stricter -sort 
would finish the 
sentence here, and reverse the words, so that 
they should read ‘‘ becoming fast’) tempo- 
varity attached to the light, airy, and utterly 
farcical plays, which are genuine pass-times, 
if only they be irresistibly amusing, sending 
away the audiences feel as satisfied as 
were the spectators of the plays during the 
period of the Restoration, when they looked 
on the actors as pu . who had ‘* neither 
souls to be saved nor bodies to be punished.” 
Honni soit qui mal y pense, and who is there 
but will ereres joy 4d Night Out, in 
company with Messrs. GippENns, SuepEn, and 
Wi.r1am Wres, assisted by bright Miss 
Fannie WARD, earnest Mrs, EpMUND PHELPS, 
ee — atan tatoos —_ _— 
charm in irreproachable robes 
du soir, of the Notary Matthteu ? 

The scene in France—in what department 
is not mentioned—is still retained as in the 





“T'm going to see A Night 
Out at the Vaudeville.” 


original, though it would have been perfectl 
to have made all the ieanidtets Rawle. 


ea 

cad ta have localised it in suburban London. 
It is admirably acted; the earnestness of Mr, 
SuapEn and of Mrs. EomMunp Puetps bei 
in telling contrast to the light-heartedness 
the two culprits, Mr, Gzonce GippEns and 
Miss Fannre Warp, The studious n W, 
who, of course, as is the ralein French farces, 
falls into the hands of the tempting cham- 
bermaid, Miss Parrre Browne, is capitally 
played by Mr. Ausrey FitzGEratp; and, to 
sum up, those who want to thoroughly enjoy 
an ‘‘ Evening from Home” cannot do better 
tan g0 to the Vaudeville, and there be con- 
vulsed by the humours of 4 Night Out. 


A Correct Misprint.—The Daily News of 
Thursday, May 28, in its account of Sir Henry 
Trvine’s return to England, mentioned, as his 
“ paves secretary and manager,” the name of 
** Mr, Brarn Stoker,” meaning ‘*‘ Mr. Bram 
Sroxer.” But * Brain” is good : without it, 
where and re one Bram Sroxer be? 

y not Sir Henny’s private secretary 
manager, and still less the author of 
several charming short stories. 


PAsSsEnGER(in Parliamentary Train, which 
has d for over an hour on a siding). 
**Hi, Guard! Are we on the Big Wheel? 


Morro roR THE Home For Cats aT Hamp- 
STEAD.— La jote fast PURR, 





EE 


June 6, 1896.] 


SPORTIVE SONGS. 


An OLp ETONIAN MUSES IN UPPER SoHOOL 
ON THE FourTH or JUNE, 


BEnEkaTH the busts of Fox and Prrr 
In Upper School the youths declaim 
The lines of statesman, poet, wit, 
Who little recked of schoolboy fame. 
None ever deemed his transient voice 
Would live to kindle boyish fire. 
But even Porson would rejoice 
To know that Greek lads inspire | 


The old dead lan es revive, 


E’en spoken with our ‘‘ foreign twang,”’ 
And French and German seem to thrive 
Where Gray and SHetiey thought and 


sang ; 

Where WELLINGTON his battles won 
Before his jacket turned to ‘‘ tails,” 

And GiapsTonsr burned for many a son 
The Eton light that never fails, 





Where Rosrsery and Batrour too 
Authoritative rules would mock, 

And earned, as stripliog traitors do, 
Meet expiation on the block, 

se panels scored with inwrought names 

Are tribute to Etonians past, 

Who, at ‘‘ my tutor’s”’ or ‘‘my dame’s,”” 
Gave not a thought to names that last | 


I hardly hear the ches made, 

Can scarce the ‘‘ Head’ or AINGER see. 
= ems needs not their aid, 

y speech unheard is one for me! 

I think how in this dear old school 

I longed to test the unforeseen. 
But now I know I was a foo 

And only mourn what might have been! 


I see you sitting open-eyed— 
The sun entangled in your hair ; 
You looked a dainty little bride, 
So wondrous white, so purely fair. 
ious youngster! How I wished 
Our lives we could together tune | 
For you I ‘‘absence” shieked. Thea, 


swished,”’ 
elt love-lorn on the Fifth of June! 


DEFINITION OF THE START FOR THE DERBY, 
—Sent from Coventry. 


_ NECK OR NOTHING! 
(By an Old Fogey, after a cowrse of Fashion 
Plates, ) 


Ox, ladies! of loveliness little you reck ! 
Most fair is the feminine throttle ; 

But Fashion now packs up the daintiest neck 
Till it looks like the neck of a bottle. 

Destructive of shape, of sweet curve, of soft 


nape, 
Are those wheel-frills—away let them 
e 
And what lover can doat on a fair female 
throa 


Tied up at the back like a bundle ? 
La Mode does its worst woman’s beauty to blur, 


To cramp, or distort, or enlarge her. 
Now, a nice neck and head swathed in stiff 


or fur 
Look too much like St. Joun’s ‘“‘on a 
charger.”’ 


**A neck like a swan,” made for gazing upon, 
Was a beauty in sweet Annie arte a 
But when modish pride would disfigure or hide 


Woman’s throat, every man must feel sorry. 


WHAT IT WILL COME TO. 


Tse man in front of the booketall was 
niescent, ‘* But I assure you, Sir,”’ repeated 
the attendant, ‘‘ that this paper contains the 
—— news and _ best neem Jr gravgen It 
8 correspondents in every par © Wor 
and its information is at once unique cad 
reliable,” 
‘“* But how about the city intelligence and 
wre Deeks kt ost derful t 
‘* Prophets of the most wonde sagacity 
in command, have made 
the fortunes of thousands of readers.” 
‘*And Literature, Music, Art, and the 
Drama?” 
** The very best critics give their finest work 
to the consideration of the subjects to which 
you refer,” 
The man in front of the bookstall wavered. 
‘* Is it a large paper ?” he asked, 
_ “A very large one,” was the reply, ** but 
in a most convenient shape. You see it con- 
tains not only the news of the day, but all the 
best features of a magazine, and a cyclopedia.”’ 
** Bat considering present prices in jour- 
nalism, it is very expensive.” 
., . My dear sir,” said the attendant, ‘‘I see 
it is best to be frank with you. I admit that 
itis not cheap. But look at the quantity and 
quality! Surely it is worth the money ?” : 
** Well, I suppose it is,” returned the man in 
front of the book-stall, and without more ado 
he paid the necessary— farthing / 


MANY HAPPY RETURNS, 


To know the day—your birthday, dear— 
Was my desire, that once a year 
Somet for certain I might know 
Of you when far away. 
But calm reflection tends to show 
’T was folly to have wanted so 
To know the day! 


Because all days, where’er I go, 
You know—they say maids always know— 
of you morn, noon, and night, 

In moods both grave and gay. 
Could I do more if some kind sprite 
Gave me the the great delight, 

To know the day? 

And yet to-day with —_ trite, 
But still with all my heart, I write, 
Snatching a moment from my work, 

To wish you joy alway, 
Because—the truth I will not shirk— 
Because—I’ve found you out in Burke, 

w the day | 
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“BE MERRY AND WISE!” 


A Nigur Our, thoroughly farcical comedy, 
at the Vaudeville, most adroitly adapted (by 
somebody w name isn’t mentioned in the 
bill—why ?) from L’ Hotel du Libre-échange, 
as the public has already nevaptesb te 
of the funniest and most mirth-provoking 

ieces that has 

een seen in Lon- 
don for some 
years. Time was, 
when, it is not 
improbable, the 


sion for the per- 
formance of this 
farce as we now ‘“f£ 
see it. Matis, on £ 
a changé tout cela, 
and that very | 
large portion of 
theatre - goers, 
who dearly love 
Socoatas (ve oof 
strintoe cect ‘I'm going to see A Night 

the stricter “sort Ou at the Vaudeville.” 
sentence here, and reverse the words, so that 
they should read ‘‘ becoming fast’’) tempo- 
really attached to the light, airy, and utterly 
farcical plays, which are genuine pass-times, 
if only they be irresistibly amusing, sending 
away the audiences feeling as satisfied as 
were the spectators of the plays during the 
period of the Restoration, when they looked 
on the actors as puppets, who had ‘’ neither 
souls to be saved nor bodies to be punished,” 
Honni soit qui mal y pense, and who is there 
but will Seeeeny enjoy 4 Night Out, in 
company with Messrs, GrppENns, SuepEn, and 
Wu.1amM Wres, assisted by bright Miss 
Fannie WARD, earnest Mrs, EpMuND PHELPS, 
sprightly Miss Partre Browne, and the four 
charming daughters, in irreproachable robes 
du soir, of the Notary Matthieu ? 

The scene in France—in what department 
is not mentioned—is still retained as in the 
original, though it would have been aes 
a to have made all the characters English, 
and to have localised it in suburban London. 
It is admirably acted; the earnestness of Mr, 
SuapEn and of Mrs. Epmunp Preps bei 
in telling contrast to the light-heartedness o 
the two culprits, Mr. Gronaz GippEns and 
Miss FannreE Warp, The studious nephew, 
who, of course, as is the rule in French farces, 
e into the ha - 





nds of the tempting cham 
Miss Pattre Browne, is capitally 

played by Mr. Ausrey FirzaERatp; 

sum up, those who want to thoroughly enjoy 

an ‘‘ Evening from Home”? cannot do better 

than go to the Vaudeville, and there be con- 

valsed by the humours of 4 Night Out, 





A Correct Misprivt.—The Daily News of 
Thursday, May 28, in its account of Sir HENRY 
Trvine’s return to ae. mentioned, as his 
** private seoretary and manager,” the name of 
** Mr, Brarn Stoker,” meaning ‘* Mr, Bram 
Stoxer.” But ‘‘ Brain” is good : without it, 
where and what would Bram Sroxer be? 

y not Sir Henny’s private secretary 
manager, and still less the author of 
several charming short stories, 


PASSENGER(in Parliamentary Train, which 
has stopped for over an Y on a siding), 
“Hi, Guard! Are we on the Big Wheel ? 


Morro FoR THE Home For Cats aT Hamp- 
STEAD.— La joie fait PURR, 
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SPORTIVE SONGS. 


An Op ETONIAN MUSES IN UPPER ScHOOL 
ON THE FouRTH OF JUNE, 


BENEATH the busts of Fox and Pitr 
In Upper School the youths declaim 
The lines of statesman, poet, wit, 
Who little recked of schoolboy fame. 
None ever deemed his transient voice 
Would live to kindle boyish fire. 
But even Porson would rejoice 
To know that Greek lads inspire | 


The old dead lan es revive, 


E’en spoken with our ‘‘ foreign twang,” 
And French and German seem to thrive 
Where Gray and SHELtEy thought and 


sang ; 

Where WELLINGTON his battles won 
Before his jacket turned to ‘‘ tails,’”’ 
And GLapsTone£ burned for many a son 

The Eton light that never fails, 





Where Rosrsery and Batrour too 
Authoritative rules would mock, 

And earned, as stripliog traitors do, 
Meet expiation on the block, 

Those panels scored with inwrought names 
Are tribute to Etonians past, 

Who, at ‘‘ my tutor’s”’ or ‘‘ my dame’s,”’ 
Gave not a thought to names that last ! 


I hardly hear the 
Can scarce the ‘‘ 
“ee needs not their aid, 
y speech unheard is one for me! 
I think how in this dear old school 
I longed to test the unforeseen. 
But now I know I was a fool 
And only mourn what might have been! 


I see you sitting open-eyed— 
The san entangled in your hair ; 
You looked a dainty little bride, 

So wondrous white, so purely fair. 
Precocious youngster! How 1 wished 
Our lives we could together tune ! 

For you I ‘‘ absence” shirked. 


swished, 
elt love-lorn on the Fifth of June! 


ches made, 
ead’ or AINGER see. 


Thea, 


DEFINITION OF THE START FOR THE DEBBY, 
—Sent from Coventry. 
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NECK OR NOTHING! 
(By an Old Fogey, after a cowrse of Fashion 
Plates.) 


Ox, ladies! of loveliness little you reck ! 
Most fair is the feminine e; 

But Fashion now packs up the daintiest neck 
Till it looks like the neck of a bottle. 

Destructive of shape, of sweet curve, of soft 


"thes 

Are those wheel-frills—away let them 
trundle! 

And what lover can doat on a fair female 
throa 


t, 
Tied up at the back like a bundle ? 
La Mode does its worst woman’s beauty to blur, 


To cramp, or distort, or enlarge her. 
Now, @ nioe neck and head swathed in stiff 


frills or fur 
Look too much like St. Jonn’s “fon a 
A neck likes swan,” made f 
“An ea swan, e for gazing upon, 
Was a beauty in sweet Annie neu : 
But when modish pride would disfigure or hide 
Woman’s throat, every man must feel sorry. 


WHAT IT WILL COME TO. 


THE man in front of the booketall was 
niescent, ‘* But I assure you, Sir,” repeated 
the attendant, ‘‘ that this paper contains the 
— news — _ — on It 
as corresponden every par @ wor 
and its information is at once unique ni 
reliable,” 

** But how about the city intelligence and 
Oe ee of th ost wonderful ty 
‘** Prophets of the most wonderful sagaci 
and i , and have made 

the fortunes of thousands of readers.” 

‘And Literature, Music, Art, and the 
Drama?” 

** The = best critics give their finest work 
to the consideration of the subjects to which 
you refer,’’ 

The man in front of the bookstall wavered. 

‘* Is it a large paper ?” he ask 
_ “A very large one,” was the reply, ‘“* but 
in a most convenient shape. You see it con- 
tains not only the news of the day, but all the 
best features of a magazine, and a cyclopedia.”” 

** But considering present prices in jour- 

nalism, it is very expensive.” 
__ **My dear sir,” said the attendant, ‘I see 
it is best to be frank with you. I admit that 
itis not cheap. But look at the quantity and 
quality! Surely it is worth the money ?”’ 

** Well, I suppose it is,” returned the man in 
front of the book-stall, and without more ado 
he paid the necessary— farthing ! 


MANY HAPPY RETURNS, 


To know the day—your birthday, dear— 
Was my desire, that once a year 
Somet for certain I might know 
Of you when far away. 
But calm reflection tends to show 
’T was folly to have wanted so 
To know the day! 


Because all days, where’er I go, 
You know—they say maids always know— 
I think of you morn, noon, and night, 
In moods both grave and gay. 
Could I do more if some kind sprite 
Gave me the boon, the great delight, 
To know the day P 
And yet to-day with — trite, 
But still with all my heart, I write, 
Snatching a moment from my work, 
To wish you joy alway, 
Because—the truth I will not shirk— 
use—I’ye found you out in Barke, 
And know the day | 
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“BE MERRY AND WISE!” 


A Nigur Our, thoroughly farcical comedy, 
at the Vaudeville, most adroitly adapted (by 
somebody whose name isn’t mentioned in the 
bill—why ?) from L’ Hotel du Libre-échange, 
is as the public has already discovered, one 
of the funniest and most mirth-provoking 

ieces that has 
n seen in Lon- 
don for some 
years. Time was, 
when, it is not 
i bable, the 
Licenser of Plays 
would have re- 
fused is- 
sion for the per- 
formance of this 
farce as we now 
see it. Mats, on 
achangé toutcela, @ 
and that very 
large portion of 
theatre - goers, 
who dearly love 
a laugh, is fast 
becoming (some of 
the stricter -sort 
would finish the 
sentence here, and reverse the words, so that 
they should read ‘* becoming fast’) tempo- 
ailiy attached to the light, airy, and utterly 
farcical plays, which are genuine pass-times, 
if only they be irresistibly amusing, sending 
away the audiences feeling as satisfied as 
were the ee of the plays during the 
period of the Restoration, when they looked 
on the actors as puppets, who had 
souls to be saved nor bodies to be 
Honni soit qui mal y pense, and w ? 
bat will ees yd A Night Out, in 
company with Messrs. GIppENs, SucpEN, and 
Wrttram Wryes, assisted by bright Miss 
FANNIE WARD, earnest Mrs, EpmunD PHELPS, 
sprightly Miss Patrre Browne, and the four 
charming daughters, in irreproachable robes 
du soir, of the Notary Matthteu ? 

The scene in France—in what department 
is not mentioned—is still retained as in the 
original, though it would have been perseeey 
— to have made all the characters English, 
and to have localised it in suburban London. 
It is admirably acted; the earnestness of Mr. 
Suapen and of Mrs, Epmunp PHELPS being 
in telling contrast to the light-heartedness 
the two culprits, Mr. Gzorce GippEns and 
Miss FANNIE Warp, The studious nephew, 
who, of course, as is the rale in French farces, 

into the hands of the tempting cham- 
ber Mies Patrre Browne, is capitally 
played by Mr. AusrEy FirzcERatp; and, to 
sum up, those who want to thoroughly enjoy 
an ‘‘ Evening from Home” cannot do better 
than go to the Vaudeville, and there be con- 
valsed by the humours of 4 Night Out. 





**T°m going to see A Night 
Out at the Vaudeville.”’ 


** neither 


A Correct Misprint.—The Daily News of 
Thursday, May 28, in its account of Sir Henry 
Invuove’s return to England, mentioned, as his 
= ao secretary and m r,”’ the name of 
‘Mr, Brain STOKER,” meaning ‘*‘ Mr, Bram 
Stroker.” But “ Brain” is good: without it, 
where and what would Bram Sroxer be? 

inly not Sir Henry’s private secretary 
manager, and still less the author of 
several charming short stories. 


PAssEnesR(in Parliamentary Train, which 
has over an hour on a sidi 


stepped ° 
. Hi, eet hse we on the Big Wheel? 


Motto FoR THE Home For Cats aT Hamp- 
STEAD.— La joe fait PURR, 
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BROKEN ON THE WHEEL. 


First Lesson.—Held on by 
instructor, a tall, muscular 
young man. Thought it was 
Cling for dear life to 


manship cling to 
Instructor says I must not, 
Evidently cannot hold on bv 
my knees. what I 
am to‘hold on by. ‘‘No- 
‘| thing,”, he says. How awful! 
Feel dedintheair. That 
is what lought tobe. At pre- 
sent am more on ag * any- 
way, one foot down. Even 
when in movement tion of 
feet AACR. . a a 

yards, supported. usc 
instructor rather hot and tired, 
but says civilly, ‘‘ You ’re get- 
ting on nicely, Sir.” At this 
get off unexpectedly, and, 
when I am picked up, reply, 
** very likely,” only my feet 
were off the pedals all the time. 
— as ee chil- 
ren riding easily. One pretty 
girl, Wonder whether she 
laughed at me, Probably. 

Shall have another try. 

Second Lesson. — Held on 
by another instructor, who 
urges me ‘‘to put more life 
intoit.”” Hope it won’t be the 
death of me. Work in amanner 
which even the I 
imagine, could not necessi- 
tate, and get the wheel round 
a few times. Painful whob- 
bling. Instructor says I must 
prow! more quickly. Can’t. 
a minute. Panting. 


Awfully hot. Observe little BIRTHDAY 





Third Lesson.—Endeavour 
to get on alone. Immediately 
get off on other side. Nearly 
upset the pretty girl. Polite 
self - ¢€ ent impossible 
when one is at the mercy of 
a mere machine, After a 


time manage better. And at 
last get started and ride alone 
distan 


| 


. V7 yj - 
OPN AG | 

TG Te i ¥ for short ces, Always 

1 ee tumble off ignominionsly just 

hy Wt | as I meet the pretty girl. In- 

ve. We structor urges me to break the 

aa record. Hope I shan’t break 

Se 


i 


x my neck. Finally goall round 
the ground, Triumph! Pretty 
es seems less incline] to 

bh. Delightful exercise, 


>. 


bieyele riding come 
again to-morrow. 
Fourth Lesson, — High 


north-east wind. Hot sun. 
Regular May weather. Clouds 
of coal-dust from track. Pretty 
girl not there at all. Start 
dently. Endeavour to 
down a Wall 

does not suffer much. Start 
again. Faster thistime. The 
tty girl has just come. 
ill show what I can do now. 
Career over large hole, Bicycle 
sinks, and then takes a mighty 
leap. Unprepared for this. 
Am cast into the air. Picked 
up. Can’t stand. Something 
broken. Doctor will say what. 
Anyhow, clothes torn, bruised, 
disheartened. Dare not catch 
the eye of pretty girl. Carried 
home. Shall give up bicycle 
riding. Awful fag, and no fun. 


HONOURS. Vive LE Price! — The 


children going round com-| Afr. Smith, ‘I wisH PARTICULARLY TO sEE Mr, Jonzs—I MEAN S1B| Prince of WaLes runs a colt 
fortably. Pretty girl here|JAmzs Jones, Is HE IN?” called Safety Pin, which seems 
again, ing as fresh and| Junior Partner. ‘‘HE’s Nor IN scsT Now, Mg, Smits. Bort iF rr’s To | likely to be connected with a 


cool as possible. Suddenly 
manage to ride three yards 
unsupported. Then nollepee. 
Bat am progressing. ll 
come again soon. 


DELIVER IT.” 


JAMES HAS SUCCEEDED, 


THE DERBY A FEW YEARS HENCE. 


(By our Prophetic Reporter.) 

‘* ARE we not fortunate in having so fine a morning?” exclaimed 
ee ‘f ‘* You are lucky, my friend, to see our national pastime 
a 

‘*T have often heard of it,’ returned the Arab. ‘* And itis so 
much better arranged nowadays than in 
the Wai of long ore 7" 

* yes,”’ was the ** The 
course is got over eulgicar heal whee we 
took it in : or, to be more correct, 
I should say in legs, A cen since 
it was very popular with the Yahoos,” 

‘* And they never come now ?” 

** No, they have given up the grand 
stand, the hill, everything—save the 
course—to us,’’ 

‘“*Bat why do they meddle with 

the course?” asked the intelligent 
foreigner. . 
‘* Because, my dear fellow,” replied 
his friend, ‘‘ the es require 
jockeys as much as we did, In fact 
; even more, because, you see, we had 
in mee, and did not work by machinery.” 

At this moment there was much neighing, and a good deal of horse 
Isughter. It was evident that the great trial of s was on the 
eve of con Downs bathed in the sunshine wa; 
a sight to see. Masses of hay and oats were apeend ia protusnd, 
shortly to be discussed at luncheon after the race been decided. 





LEAVE ANY MEssaGE OF OONGRATULATION, I SHALL BE VERY HAPPY TO 


Mr. Smith. ‘‘Yxes. PLeasE SAY THAT I’M NOT ASTONISHED THAT SIB 
JUST LOOK AT THIS DIRTY OLD HAT THAT HE 
LEFT AT THE CLUB IN THE PLACE OF MY BRAND-NEW ONE!” 


good deal of scratching this 
season. But H.R.H.alsoowns 
another animal in whoe ap- 
pellation the letters P.I. N. also 
appear, Snaff, et curb. sap. 


At last there was a hush. Every horse, every pony, every donkey 
showed intense interest, 
** They come! They come!’ was the cry. 
Then the machines. some of them propelled by steam power, others 
by paraffine, and others by electricity, appeared in sight. They 
assed rapidly, like a flash of lightning, and reached the judge’s seat. 
a me moment more the numbers were up, and the event was a thing 
€ ; 


The Derby Motor of 19— had been lost and won! And, this 
being so, the four-footed multitude, that had been doing nothing in 
particular for the last six hours but eating, eeene, and : 


returned, more or less contentedly, to their stables. 


A NEW TIP FOR AN OLD TALE. 
S1r,—In reply to your application for the name of the winner of 


the Derby, I beg to submit the annexed tip, which is about the best 
point to the required cue that it has ever been my privilege to furnish. 
Trusting that your readers and yourself will not fail to act in the 
way, and cheque a portion of their takings to the old 
prophet, I am, Sir, yours confidently, DarBy JONES, 
N.B.—You will notice that on these lines I have hung several 
hooks— 
If the Derby by Saint be not won, 
By Old Nick he will surely be done, 
But do not forget 
That there may be regret 


When American fruit ’s on the run. 


THE DIFFERENCE BETWEEN ARMENIA AND CRETE.—Fleet action. 
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BROKEN ON THE WHEEL. 


_ First Lesson.—Held on by 
ctor, a tall, muscular 
young man. Thought it was 
SO easy. for dear life to 
handle, as beginners in horse- 
manship cling to the reins. 
Instructor says I must not, 
Evidently cannot hold on bv 
my knees. him what I 
to‘hold on by. ‘*No- 
thing,” she says. How awful! 
Feel dedintheair. That 
is what I ought to be. as pre- 
sent am more on eens ; any- 
way, one foot Even 
when in movement position of 
feet uncertain. a few 
yards, supported. Muscular 
instructor rather hot and tired, 
but says civilly, ‘‘ You ’re get- 
on nicely, Sir.” At os 
get off unexpectedly, and, 
when I Rt pic oe up, m romlys 
“‘ very likely, 
were off the we tala all the: the time, 
a rom ead watah itl chil- 
ren riding easily. One pretty 
e Wonder whether she 
are at me. Probably. 
have another try. 

Second Lesson. — Held o 
by another instructor, wh 
urges me ‘‘to put more life 
into it.’? Hope it won’t be the 
death of me. Work in amanner 
which even the treadmill, I 

eee could not necessi- 
tate, get the wheel round 
a few times. Painful whob- 
bling. Instructor says I must 
more quickly. Can’t. 





Third Lesson,—Endeavour 
to get on alone, Immediately 
get off on other side. Nearly 
upset the pretty girl. Polite 
self - effacement impossible 
when one is at the mercy of 
a vege machine. After a 
time age better. And at 
last oak ‘tated and ride alone 
for short distances. Always 
tumble off ignominiously just 
as I meet the pretty girl. In- 
structor urges me to break the 
record. Hope I shan’t break 
my neck. Finally goall round 
the ground, Triumph! Pretty 

girl seems less nes to 
faugh. Delightful exercise, 
bicycle riding ! come 
again to-morrow. 

Fourth Lesson. — High 
north-east wind. Hot sun. 
Regular May weather. Clouds 
of coal-dust from track, Pretty 
girl not there at all. Start 
confidently. Endeavour to 
knock down a wall. Wall 
does not suffer much. Start 
again. Faster thistime. The 
Wills girl has just come, 

ill show what I can do now. 
Career over large hole, Bicycle 
sinks, and then takes a mi ay 


“4 
Ay , 


tote , 


IN 
\ 


leap. Unprepared for 
Am inte the air. Picked 
up. Can’t stand. Something 


broken. Doctor will say what. 

Anyhow, clothes torn, bruised, 

eevee. bean a 
e eye of pr 

home. Shall sleaiap bi - 

riding. Awful fag, and no 


a minute. Panting. 
children round com-| Afr. Smith, ‘I wisH PARTICULARLY TO SEE Mr. Jonrs—I MEAN Si18/| Prince of WALES runs a colt 
fortably. Oo retty girl here| James Jongss, Is HE IN?” called Safety Pin, which seems 
again, | as fresh and| Junior Partner. ‘‘H&’s nor IN JcsT Now, Mz, SmitH. Burt 1F 11T’s To | likely to be connected with a 
Feo as possible, Suddenly |LEAvVe ANY MessaGE oF OONGRATULATION, I SHALL BE VERY HAPPY TO! gocd deal of scratching this 
manage a ride three yards | DELIVER IT.” season. But H.R.H.alsoowns 
unsupported. Then colla Mr. Smith, ‘‘Yus. PiLeask say THAT I'M NOT ASTONISHED THAT S1e | another animal in whore ap- 


Bat am progressing. all| JAMES HAS SUCOREDED, 


come again soon. 


THE DERBY A FEW YEARS HENCE. 


(By our Prophetic Reporter.) 

** ARE we not fortunate in having so fine a morning ?” exclaimed | py 
rah meet ‘* You are lucky, my friend, to see our national pastime 
a 8 

**T have often heard of a ” utecene the Arab, ‘“* And it is so 

better arranged nowadays than in 
the 1 times of long ago,”’ 

‘* Well, yes,” was the response. ‘“* The 
course is got over quicker when we 
or d; or, to be more correct, 

I should say in legs. A cen since 
it was ver popular with the Y hoo,” 

** And they never come now ? 

** No, they have given up the ens 
stand, ‘the hill, ev g—save the | th 
course—to us.” 

** Bat why do they meddle with 
the course?” asked the intelligent 


er. 
# use, my dear fellow,” replied 
his friend, ‘* the require 
jockeys as ‘much as we did, In fact 
aae even more, because, you see, we had 
in ce, and did not work by. 
ie is moment there was much neighing ‘and a — deal of horse 
Langit It was evident that the ieee trial of was on the 
of being a Downs bathed in the sunshine was 
a sight to see, hay and oats were Ses & fusion, 
shortly to be tose at luncheon after the race been decided. 





JUST LOOK AT THIS DIRTY OLD HAT THAT HE 
LEFT AT THE CLUB IN THE PLACE OF MY BRAND-NEW ONE!” 


pellation the letters P. I. N. also 
appear. Snaff, et curb. sap. 


At last there wasa hush, Every horse, every pony, every donkey 
showed intense interest, 

‘** They come! They come!” was the cry 

Then the machines, some of them 

by paraffine, and others by electricity 
eee rapidly, like a flash of lightning, eached the judge’s seat. 
: ae: moment more the numbers were up, and the event was a thing 

of the 
The Merby Motor of 19— had been lost and won! And, this 
being so, the four-footed multitude, that had been doing nothing in 
particular for the last six hours but eating, shouting, and . 
returned, more or less contentedly, to their stabl 


y steam power, others 
ne in sight. : They 


A NEW TIP FOR AN OLD TALE. 


Mg Son reply to yout ication for the name of the winner of 
be, to submit the annexed tip, which is about the best 
e comtined cue that it has ever been my privilege to furnish. 


t to 
rae that your readers and yourself will not fail to act in the 


customary way, and ae a portion of their takings to the old 
prophet, I am, Sir, yours confidently, Darsy Jones, 
N.B.—You will notice that on these lines I have hung several 
hooks— 
If the Derby by Saint be not won, 
ef Old Nick he will surely be done, 
But do not forget 
That there may be regret 


When American fruit’s on the run. 


THE DIFFERENCE BETWEEN ARMENIA AND CRETE.—Fleet action. 





[Jone 6, 1896. 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 


274 








9 
° 


Li 





> TAR 
: THAT. 
THAT 


OOM PAU 
IS THE MAN 


THIS 
SAT ON THE PLAN 


ue 

° 
. 
° 





LED TO THE RAID 








x 
. * 


¥ 


) 


» 


Boer.) 


UGER STATUE AT PRETORIA! 


(By Our Own snsuserable 


A REJECTED DESIGN FOR THE KR 





Juxe 6, 1896.] 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 


275 








BROKEN ON THE WHEEL. 


First Lesson.—Held on by 
instructor, a tall, muscular 
young man. Thought it was 
so easy. Cling for dear life to 
handle, as beginners in horse- 
manship cling to the reins. 
I says I must not. 
Evidently cannot hold on bv 
my knees. him what I 
am to‘hold on by. ‘*No- 
‘| thing,” he says. How awful! 
Feel dedintheair. That 
is what I ought tobe. At pre- 
sent am more on ground ; any- 
way, one foot down. Even 
when in movement position of 
aah rea. ee 

» supported. usc 
instructor rather hot and tired, 
but says civilly, ‘‘ You ’re get- 
ting on nicely, Sir.” At this 
get off unexpectedly, and, 
when I am picked up, reply, 
** very likely,” or, y feet 
were off the pedals all the time. 
grensittie cally. Ons Deuety 

ren ri easily. Onep 
girl. Wonder whether she 
laughed at me. Probably. 
Shall have another try. 

Second Lesson, — Held on 
by another instructor, who 
urges me ‘‘to put more life 
into it.” Hope it won’t be the 
death of me. Work in amanner 
which even the treadmill, I 
imagine, could not necessi- 
tate, get the wheel round 
a few times. Pai whob- 
bling. Instructor says I must 
yrg more quickly. Can’t. 

a minute. Panting. 
Awfully hot. Observe little 
children going round com- 
fortably. Pretty a here 
again, as fresh and 
cool as possible. 
4 ae DELIVER IT.” 
unsupported. en collapse. 

Bot am progressing. Shall J 
come again soon. 


BIRTHDAY 


JAMES JoNgsS. Is HE IN?” 


AMES HAS SUCCEEDED. 


THE DERBY A FEW YEARS HENCE, 
(By owr Prophetic Reporter.) 

‘* ARE we not fortunate in having so fine a morning?” exclaimed 
beeen « ‘* You are lucky, my friend, to see our national pastime 
a 8 

‘*T have often heard of it,” returned the Arab, ‘* And itis s0 
much better arranged nowadays than in 
the wit of long aR. 7: 

" es,’’ was the ** The 
course is ‘ over welekiar thait when we 
took it in ; or, to be more correct, 
I should say in legs. A cen since 
it was very popular with the Yahoos,” 

‘* And they never come now P” 

** No, they have given up the grand 
stand, the hill, everything—save the 
course—to us,’’ 

**But why do they meddle with 
the course?” asked the intelligent 








Mr, Smith, ‘I wisH PARTICULARLY TO SEE Mr, Jonrs—I MEAN SIB 


Junior Partner. ‘‘Hs’s Nor In scstT Now, Mg, Smits. Bot iF 1T’s To 
Suddenly | LEAV& ANY MessaGE OF OONGRATULATION, I SHALL BE VERY HAPPY TO 


Mr. Smith, ‘‘Yus. PLease SAY THAT I'M NOT ASTONISHBD THAT SIB 
JUST LOOK AT THIS DIRTY OLD HAT THAT HE 
LEFT AT THE CLUB IN THB PLACE OF MY BRAND-NEW ONE!” 


Third Lesson.—Endeavour 
to get on alone. Immediately 
get off on other side. Nearly 
upset the pretty girl. Polite 
self - effacement impossible 
when one is at the mercy of 
a mere machine, After a 
| time manage better. And at 
Jast get started and ride alone 

for short distances. Always 
tumble off ignominiously just 
as I meet the pretty girl. In- 
structor urges me to break the 
record. Hope I shan’t break 
my neck. Finally goall round 
* the ground. Triumph! Pretty 
> |girl seems less inclinel to 
laugh. Delightful exercise, 
bicycle riding ! 
again to-morrow. 

Fourth Lesson, 
north-east wind. Hot sun. 
Regular May weather. Clouds 
of coal-dust from track, Pretty 
girl not there at all. Start 
confidently. Endeavour to 
knock down a wall. all 
does not suffer much. Start 
again. Faster thistime. The 
ene girl has just come, 

ill show what I can do now. 
Career overlargehole. Bicycle 
sinks, and then takes a mugaty 
leap. Unprepared for this. 
Am cast into the air. Picked 
up. Can’t stand. Something 
broken. Doctor will say what. 
Anyhow, clothes torn, bruised, 
disheartened. Dare not catch 

Carried 


‘ i Fit . 

Wa! i pe 
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My 


’ 
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| r “ae 
wi iM 
i” 


th of 

on Shell eee up bicycle 

riding. Awful fag, and no fun. 
HONOURS. 


VivE te Parimce! — The 
Prince of WALES runs a colt 
called Safety Pin, which seems 
likely to be connected with a 
gocd deal of scratching this 
season. But H.R.H.alsoowns 
another animal in whore ap- 
pellation the letters P. I. N. also 
appear. Snaff, et curb. sap. 


At last there was a hush. Every horse, every pony, every donkey 
showed intense interest, 
‘** They come! They come!” was the cry. 
Then the machines, some of them by steam power, others 
by paraffine, and others by electricity, appeared in sight. They 
assed rapidly, like a flash of lightning, and reached the judge’s seat. 
; : meee more the numbers were up, and the event was a thing 
of the ’ 


The Derby Motor of 19— had been lost and won! And, this 
being so, the four-footed multitude, that had been doing nothing in 
particular for the last six hours but eating, es and : 


returned, more or less contentedly, to their sta 


A NEW TIP FOR AN OLD TALE, 


S1z,—In reply to your application for the name of the winner of 
the peeves I beg to submit the annexed tip, which is about the best 
t to the required cue that it has ever been my privilege to furnish. 

ing that your readers and yourself will not fail to act in the 

and cheque a portion of their takings to the old 


customary wa 
prophet, 4 am, Sir, yours confidently, DarsBy Jones, 


foreigner. 

** Because, my dear fellow,” replied} N,B,—You will notice that on these lines I have hung several 
his friend, ‘‘the machines require | hooks— —_ 
jockeys as much as we did. In fact If the Derby by Saint be not won, 

: even more, because, you see, we h By Old Nick he will surely be done, 
in ence, and did not work by machinery.’’ But do not forget 
At this moment there was much nee See a good deal of horse That there may be regret 
laughter. It was evident that the great of 5 was on the When American fruit’s on the run. 
ing contested. E Downs bathed in the sunshine was — + - =: 


eve 
a sight to see. Masses See SOR, Ale Were eaters beet 
y to be discussed at luncheon after the race been decided. 


THE DIFFERENCE BETWEEN ARMENIA AND CRETE.—Fleet action. 
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BROKEN ON THE WHEEL. 


First Lesson.—Held on by 
instructor, a tall, muscular 
young man. Thought it was 
so easy. Cling for dear life to 
handle, eee horse- 
manshi g e reins, 
Taalegenie says I must not, 
Evidently cannot hold on bv 
my knees. him what I 
am to‘hold on by. ‘‘No- 
‘| thing,”, he says. How awful! 

Feel dedintheair. That 
is what lought tobe. At pre- 
sent am more on erase > any- 
way, one foot down. Even 
when in movement tion of 
feet uncertain. a few 
yards, supported. Muscular 
instructor rather hot and tired, 
but says civilly, ‘‘ You ’re get- 

i Sir. his 


get off unexpectedly, and, 
when I am picked up, reply, 
** very likely,” aA my feet 
were off the pedals all the time, 
reg heel gy reer 
ren riding easily. Onep 
girl. Wonder whether she 
laughed at me, Probably. 
Shall have another try. 
Second Lesson. — Held on 
by another instructor, who 
urges me ‘‘to put more life 
into it.” Hope it won’t be the 
death of me. Work in amanner 
which even the I 
could not necessi- 
tate, get the wheel round 
a few times. Pai whob- 
bling. Instructor says I must 
Spy more quickly. Can’t. 


imagin 





Third Lesson.—Endeavour 
to get on alone, Immediately 
get off on other side. Nearly 
upset the pretty girl. Polite 
self - effacement impossible 
when one is at the mercy of 
a mere machine, After a 
time manage better. And at 
last get started and ride alone 
for short distances. Always 
tumble off ignominiously just 
as I meet the pretty = In- 
structor urges me to break the 
record, Hope I shan’t break 
my neck. Finally goall round 
the ground, Triumph! Pretty 
girl seems less incline] to 

Delightful exercise, 
iding ! Shall 


f 
"els 
Ae me 1t 


Fn , iy 
. Why Dy 
a ye | 
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north-east wind. Hot sun. 
Regular May weather. Clouds 
of coal-dust from track, Pretty 
girl not there at all. Start 
confidently. Endeavour to 
knock down a wall. all 
does not suffer much, Start 
again. Faster thistime. The 
etty girl has just come, 
ill show what I can do now. 
Career over large hole. Bicycle 
sinks, and then takes a migney 
leap. Unprepared for this. 
Am cast into the air. Picked 
up. Can’t stand. Something 
broken. Doctor will say what. 
Anyhow, clothes torn, bruised, 
riprcrip: oom Pee — 
e eye of pretty girl, Carri 
home. Shall give up bicycle 
riding. Awful fag, and no fun. 


a minute. Panting. 
Awfally hot. Observe little BIRTHDAY HONOURS. iva ea eet =. Wee 
children going round com-| Ar. Smith, ‘‘I wisH PARTICULARLY TO SEE Mr. Jonrs—I MEAN SiB| Prince of WALEs runs a colt 
fortably. Pretty girl here| James Jonss. Is HE InN?” called Safety Pin, which seems 
again, ing as fr and| Junior Partner. ‘‘H&’s Nor IN JcsT Now, Mr, Smity. Bort 1, 17 ’s To| likely to be connected with a 
cool as le. Suddenly | LEAve ANY MessaGE OF OONGRATULATION, I SHALL BE VERY HAPPY TO| gocd deal of scratching this 


manage ride three yards | DELIVER IT.” 

unsupported, Then collapse. 
Bat am _ progressing. 
come again soon. 


THE DERBY A FEW YEARS HENCE. 


(By our Prophetic Reporter.) 

‘* ARE we not fortunate in having so fine a morning?” exclaimed 
ae nae: . ‘* You are lucky, my friend, to see our national pastime 
at i 

‘*T have often heard of it,” returned the Arab. ‘* And itis so 
much better arranged nowadays than in 
the Wit of long are “, 

~ es,” was the ** The 
course is ‘ over culsicek theal white we 
i ; or, to be more oer 

ce 


I should say in legs. A cen 
oos.” 


it was very popular with the Y 
‘* And they never come now P”’ 
** No, they have given up the grand 
stand, the hill, everything—save the 
course—to us,” 





Mr. Smith, ‘‘Yes. PLeAsE SAY THAT I'M NOT ASTONISHED THAT SIB 
Shall | JAMES HAS SUCCEEDED. JUST LOOK AT THIS DIRTY OLD HAT THAT HE 
LEFT AT THE CLUB IN THE PLACE OF MY BRAND-NEW ONE!” 


season. But H.R.H.alsoowns 
another animal in whore ap- 
péellation the letters P.I. N. also 
appear. Snaff, et curb. sap. 


At last there wasa hush. Every horse, every pony, every donkey 
showed intense interest, 

‘* They come! They come!” was the cry. 

Then the machines. some of them ed by steam power, others 
by paraffine, and others by electricity, appeared in sight, They 

assed rapidly, like a flash of lightning, or reached the judge’s seat. 
= . eens more the numbers were up, and the event was a thing 
e 

The Derby Motor of 19— had been lost and won! And, this 
being 80, the four-footed multitude, that had been doing nothing in 
particular for the last six hours but eating, shouting, and s 
returned, more or less contentedly, to their stables. 


A NEW TIP FOR AN OLD TALE. 
Si1r,—In reply to your application for the name of the winner of 
bee to submit the annexed tip, which is about the best 


the Derby, 
t to the required cue that it has ever been my privilege to furnish. 
that your readers and yourself will not fail to act in the 


** Bat o they meddle with ting L 

the ee o intelligent | customary way, and cheque a portion of their takings to the old 

foreigner. prophet, I am, Sir, yours confidently, DaRBY JONES, 
_* Because, my dear fellow,” replied] N,.B.—You will notice that on these lines I have hung several 

his friend, ‘‘ the require | hoo 

: : jockeys as much as we did, In fact If the Derby by Saint be not won, 
even more, because, you see, we had By Old Nick he will surely be done, 
intelligence, and did not work by machinery.” But do not forget 
At this moment there was much neighing, and a good deal of horse That there may be regret 


laughter. It was evident that the great trial of s was on the 


eve of being contested. E Downs bathed in the @ wa; 
a sight to see. Masses of hay and coe wee ee eee 
y to be discussed at luncheon after the race been decided. 


When American fruit’s on the run. 


THE DIFFERENCE BETWEEN ARMENIA AND CRETE.—Fleet action. 
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MEDIEVAL ITALIAN DOG MUZZLE. 
(From a Mural Tablet.) 


OUR SPECIALLY RECOMMENDED SELECTION FOR THE DERBY. 
(By a New Hand.) 


I am glad, Sir, you decided to move with the times, and deputed 
me to give you and your numberless readers a genuine put- 
your-last-dollar-cn-it prophecy on the event of the ane ear, 
And having placed this confidence in my knowing-it-all-beforehand 

ers, I would not think of deceiving you. No, Sir, I would not 
escend to talkiug like some of the ignorant tipsters of the so-called 
racing papers, of ‘* Old Solis,” or *‘ Ja Plu,’”’ or ‘*’Appy o’Polly who 
drives the Fee ’Bus,” If I to ascend to classical particulars, I 
would remind a that the circus of the ancients was composed of 
the ‘‘ cavea,” the ‘* spina,” and some cypress trees, called by the 
good old sportsmen of those distant days the ‘‘ mate,” or go 
would suggest that ‘‘ ava” or eggs were oe up or down as each 
charioteer completed a ‘‘ lap,” in honour of those genuine contest- 
loving Johnnies dear old Castor and good old Pollux. I could write 
ards more in this line, if you could not get for yourself the whole 

g of tricks—as I did—at firat hand from Dr. Smith’s Smaller 
Duetionary of Antiquities. 

So leaving the classics—the pure gold of my book-shelves, and the 
spurious imitation of the ignorant tipsters of the so-called racing 
papers—I come to modern times. You want to know who is to win the 
event which has been very p ly called ** The Blue Riband of the 
Tarf.” And in these days of Stock Exchange surprises, of South 
African slumps, and cycle booms, when you scarcely know where you 
are or what you are doing, it is refreshing to get away from the 
heated atmosphere of Capel Court to inhale the hawthorn-ecented 
breezes of Epsom Downs. And if you should be able to make a few 
pounds before ** going home to tea,” like the faithful mariner whose 
** heart was true to Poll,” why shouldn’t you? In these precious 
hard timer, when you have to pay five-and-sixpence in the d as 
rates, and the same old *‘ eightpence”’ for income-tax, why, I repeat, 
wy shouldn’t you ? 

I contend he who can pick out the absolute winner before it’s 
printed on world-renowned ‘‘ Correct Card” is a public benefactor. 
And, beforehand, let it be known I don’t want a statue. No, noteven 
if it could be done as old Horace hath it, ‘‘ as easily as the nimble nine 
dupondi,” b saying that the effigy alleged to be the late Joun 
Bricut in the Lobby of the House of Commons was in realit 
intended for me. No, Sir, and ladies and gentleman all, don’t insult 
me with statues, but send to me—as a mark of respect and personal 
goodwill—a s percentage of your winnings. However small a 
sum it is I shall be pleased, as it will be a token to me that I have 
given pleasure to others, 

And now comes the momentous question—who is to win? I oan 
tell you, and I am not going to beat about the bush, as some of the 

orant tipsters of the so-called racing papers do by saying in one 
line what they unsay in the next, t is the use of becoming 
ee as pare P When all the horses are good, why 
pick out the flower of the flock? If I did, I would be sure to hurt 
someone’s feelings. It may be a certainty for the Prince, or the 
Duke, or the Baron. It’s a pity it can’t be as sure as nails for the 
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three, as they are all and every one of them fine specimens of the 
best traditions of the British Turf. And mind you nowadays it’s 
not all ‘‘ rara avis in terris,” which, by the way, must not be con- 
founded with the talented gentleman who appears nightly at the 
Adelphi in One of the Best. 

_And having now said enough to show my preference, my fancy, I 

ick out the winner. I give you ‘one, two, three,” so that if you 

on’t secure the absolute first, you can at any rate come safe home 
with a place, Without further circumlocution or additional procras- 
tination, I plump for— 

THE FIgxp, 


and have no hesitation as to the result. And now, please, print my 
name—sounding the second ‘‘i”’ short for special identification. 


Ixton, THE W BEELER. 


OPERATIC NOTES. 


Whit Monday.—The two DE Reszxés, with all their wits about 
them, appear, Jonw as Faust, and Epwarp as Mephistopheles, The 
latter, refraining from indulgence in - 
that sort of humour which formerly 
made his Mephisto a “* devilish amusing 
fellow, dontcherknow,” is now more sa- 
turnine and satirical. Prefer his first 
reading, as more in character with the 
mocking fiend who wishes his victim to 
have a short life, but a merry one. 
Mephisto enters into the game as ‘‘ the 
joker.” He used to cower and snarl only 
when interfered with by objectionable 
persons with cross-handled swords; other- 
wise he was a jovial, cynical companion, 
full of impish practical jokes. Macare 
MAc-INTIRELY pee as Marguerite ; fresh 
as a daisy, and sad as a lack-a-daisical 
prima donna should be when she has come 
to grief. Operain French. That acoom- 

lished M.A., or Mistress of Arts, Madame 

AUERMEISTER, as ever, if not better 
than ever, in character of gay young thin 
Martha. ee House crowded, thoug 
many stall- away, taking their 
Whiteun holiday. MancrvE xii conduct- 
ee admirably, Orchestra out of 
sig 





*€ Cavalleria Rusticana,” 


t, but not out of mind, nor out of time or tune, Never better. 
Chorus, perkaps, a trifle Whitmondayish 


yish. 
Tuesday.—Fra Diavolo, as before, Br- 
VIGNANI in the chair. 
Wednesday and Thursday.—Warbling 
WAGNER — with Emma Kames, PLan- 
ON, and coma, in Zannhduser, and 
ES DE Retzk& Faerxs, with M e 
ALBANl, in Lohengrin. Tannhduser excel- 
lentissimo, The Brothers at their best, as 
are Emma Eames and the others. 
Friday.— Paglhacci and Cavalleria Rus- 
ticana, always a charming ae with a 
new Santuzza, Mile. D’Atma; { we are 
waiting to see the second opera made into 
. Calvé-leria, which will give it a fresh 
’ ptart. Povi-Corsr e quite a pleasant 
io of Alfio, But original cast pre- 





Brae ee eg Saturday —Meistersinger to commence 

Pagliacci. * at 7.30. When shall we dine? And if it is 
not over till past midnight, where shall we sup? _ These difficulties 
surmountei, we go to to-night’s performance of Die Meistersinger. 
House crowded, Extra seats wherever they could be placed. 
Brothers Jean and Epovarp pe Reszkf& warbling WacNeEk in the 
choicest Italian, {msgoificently, with PLancgon 5. Phra level best, 
and Davin BispHaM with M. Bonnakp, an Eoglishman a 
Frenchman, thoroughly entering into the Wagnerian fun of German 
low comedy. Emma Eames as Eva and Madame BAUERMETSTER as 
Maddalena leaving nothing to be desired, except that Waggish 
WAGNER should have given them more t» do. Knthusiastic calls 
for everybody after every Amt and Merry Mancinetii dragged on 
by the Great Twin Bre to take his well-earned share of the 
general congratulations. Splendid finish to second week’s Opera. 
DavuRIOLANvs delighted. AGNER Wictorious! 





By ovr THOUGHTFUL JAMES IN A CoNFECTIONER’s SHoP,— 
What is the natural companion to a Bath Bun P—Why, evidently, a 
Sponge Cake. [ Buys both and rettres, 
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ECONOMY. 


Dolly, '‘WHaT DOES THIS MEAN? ‘LApy CARNABY AT Homes, 
Danornc, R,.S.V.P,’ Jw 4n Opznw ENVELOPE, WITH A HALFPENNY 
Sramp !/” 

Hughie, ‘‘lvy MBANS SHE DOESN’T CARE A HALFPENNY WHETHER 
You GO OB NoT!” 





ROUNDABOUT READINGS. 
My BrorHEr-in-Law, 
(Continued.) 


Here then was Hagry once more on my hands. Though he was 
still a very young man, he had contrived to cram a great deal of life 
into a very short space of time. He had been at Cambridge, had 
made an army-tutor’s too hot to hold him, had revelled from wealth 
to penury at Monte Carlo, had totally failed in business, and had 
apparently exhausted the resources of British Colombia, The eitua- 
tion was a serious one, for we were confronted with the nes 
necessity of doing something for Harry. You can’t put a brother- 
in-law away in a drawer of your writing-table, lock him up, and 
ad all about him, as if he were a bill, and you can’t tear him up 
and throw him into a waste-paper basket, as if he were an apveal for 
a church building-fund ; but apart from such drastic proceedings in 
the direction of total neglect and oblivion, it was difficult to see how 
we were to treat this returned prodigal. 


Harry, I am bound to say, was quite amiable, and showed a 

ect readiness to fall in with any proposal made for his benefit. 

ere was a fine carelessness about him that disarmed anger. ‘‘ You 

settle it yourself, old man,” he said, ‘‘I’ll chip in when you tell me 
the band’s ready to start playing.” 

‘** But you won’t like the tune, you know,” I observed. 

‘Lord bless you, I shall like any tune, and, look here,” he con- 
tinued, with a generous show of making a great concession, “I'll 
play any blessed instrument you like, big drum, bones, or concertina 
—it’sallone tome, Just you settle it, and then give me the office, 
that’s all I want.” Thereupon he helped himself to one of my long 
on rang the bell, and told my butler to bring him a whiskey and 
50 a, 
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” or you must have some preference,” He pondered for a few 
moments, and sipped his drink. ‘‘I’ll tell you what, old man,” he 
suddenly broke out, “I’ve got it. I’ll go to the Bar. I can eat 
dinners with the best of ’em, and as for going into chambers, why, I 
could do it on my head, wig and all, You can take me into - 
ship, old man, or I’Il devil for you. I don’t know what a chap does 
when he devils, but it sounds the sort of thing that might suit me, 
S» there you are, and don’t you ever say Ir to help in pro- 


viding myself with a profession. I’ll go to the Bar and keep on 
devilling all day; and I shan’t want a big screw to begin with. Five 
or six hundred a year willdome, Isitawhack?” Ihad to explain 


to him that it was not a whack, a decision which did not impair his 
cheerfulness in the very least. 


WuEN I consulted Atice, she said that the poor boy must not be 
hurried into sayraing: There was lots of time, and, thank Heaven, 
we had money enough to support him in the meanwhile. As a prac- 
tical propoeal, she suggested that I ought to find a pleasant open air 
occupation for him, something that would keep him amused without 
putting too great a tax upon his intellectual faculties. Why 
shouldn’t J send him down to look after the shooting I had taken in 
Suffolk? Harry could live in the house, superintend the keepers 
and make preparations for the season ; and as | could onl get down 


there occasionally, the arrangement would really be advantageous 
tome. Sosaid, so done, This conversation took place in the begin- 


= of August, and in the following week Hanny started for Suffolk 
= one of the handsomest shooting and game-keeping outfits I 
ve ever seen, 


I HAVE no wish to linger long over the recollection of this experi- 
ment. It is enough to say that I got very little shooting myself. 
Somehow or other Harry always wrote, at a time most inconvenient 
for me, to say that the birds any must be killed at once, and that, 
if I couldn’t come myself, he thought he could get two or three 
fellows who could hold pretty straight, and, with their help, he 
might manage. He did mana He and his friends had what he 

ed a slap-up time, and lived—at my expense—on the fat of the 
land, ALicrk certainly pointed out that it was delightful to have so 
many partridges and pheasants to give away to our friends, and that 
she always knew Harry had a good heart, and would come right in 
the end. But, when I had paid all the bills, and counted the cost, 
I concluded that a shooting, managed in this style, was too expensive 
a luxury for me, eT as my own friends did not seem to fit in 
with Harry’s ideas. ‘* Those two old Q. C. johnnies,” he remarked, 
**can’t shoot for nuts; and as for the Judge, he seemed to think 
I was a pheasant or a rabbit, by the way he tried to pepper me. No, 
thanks ; I'll let the coroner get along without me, if I can.” On the 
whole, the experiment was not a success, and I determined not to 
repeat it. So there was Harry on my hands again. 


Since then we have tried Bed jee man 

little cottage on the Thames installed yinit. His bill for 
steam-launches was colossal. We packed him off with a couple of 
friends for a voyage on the Norfolk Broads ; we took rooms for him 
in a moderate hunting county, but he soon tired of that, and said 
Leicestershire was the only county for a man who respected himself. 
So, though the inference was not obvious, to Leicestershire he went, 
with two horses of mine, and two that he beet for himself, dirt 
cheap, as he told me. As to the dirt I know nothing; the cheapness 
I deny, especially as I had to pay for them. At present, we have 
quartered him out in a centre, with a brand new set of clubs, 
and a first-class bicycle. In fact, Harry is sampling every amuse- 
ment and almost every expensive pursuit under the sun, and all at 
my cost. This cannot goon much longer; no income can stand it. 
But I am as far as ever from knowing what to do with my cheerful 
brother-in-law. 


other plans. We took a 


A Bicyclist’s Adieu. 
Ir isn’t because you said I was curt, 
en you shot from your “‘ bike’’ like a dart, 
And curled up in all-too-promiscuous dirt, 
That for ever and ever we es 
It is simply and eolely hy secrets disclose ? 
Bat, another time, do not have holes in your hose! 





Mimitary INTELLIGENCE.—The Honourable and Ancient Artill 
Company of Boston, U.8.A., will invade this island next month, an 
will be immediately made prisoners by the Prince of WaLEs and the 
H.A.C. of London. The wrongs of Joun Burt will only be redeemed 
by the rites of hospitality. 


Jest IN Trw¥.—A well-known miser is sa'd to have back ed the 


All this talking, he said, made his throat as dry as a limekiln, | winner of the Derby simply because he was so Persimmonious! 


‘*Bur couldn’t you suggest something yourself?” I asked 


VOL. CX. 


** Watts” mv A NamME?—The Derby winner’s jockey. 
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MEDIEVAL ITALIAN DOG MUZZLE. 
(From a Mural Tablet.) 


OUR SPECIALLY RECOMMENDED SELECTION FOR THE DERBY. 
(By a New Hand.) 


I am glad, Sir, you decided to move with the times, and deputed 
me to give you and your numberless readers a real genuine put- 
your-last-dollar-cn-it prophecy on the event of the sportive year. 
And having placed this confidence in my knowing-it-all-beforehand 

ers, I would not think of deceiving you. No, Sir, I would not 
escend to talkiug like some of the ignorant tipsters of the so-called 
racing papers, of ‘* Old Solis,” or ** Ja Plu,’ or ‘*’Appy o’Polly who 
drives the Fee ’Bus.”’ If I had to ascend to classical particulars, I 
would remind you that the circus of the ancients was com 
the ‘‘ cavea,’”’ the ** re and some cypress trees, called by the 
good old sportsmen of those distant days the ‘‘ mate,” or goals. I 
would suggest that ‘‘ ava” or S were spat up or down as each 
charioteer completed a ‘‘ lap,’ in honour of those genuine contest- 
loving Johnnies dear old Castor and good old Pollux. I could write 
ards more in this line, if you could not get for yourself the whole 

g of tricks—as I did—at firat hand from Dr. Smith’s Smaller 
Duetionary of Antiquities, 

So leaving the classics—the pure gold cf my book-shelves, and the 
spurious imitation of the ignorant tipsters of the so-called racing 
papers—I come to modern times. You want to know who is to win the 
event which has been very p ly called ‘‘ The Blue Riband of the 
Tarf.” And in these days of Stock Exchange surprises, of South 
African slumps, and cycle booms, when you scarcely know where you 
are or what you are doing, it is refreshing to get away from the 
heated atmosphere of Capel Court to inhale the hawthorn-ecented 
breezes of Epsom Downs. And if you should be able to make a few 
pounds before ** going home to tea,” like the faithful mariner whose 
** heart was true to Poll,” why shouldn’t you? In these precious 
hard times, when you have to pay five-and-tixpence in the d as 
rates, and the same old ‘‘ eightpence”’ for income-tax, why, I repeat, 


wy shouldn’t you ? 

I contend he who can pick out the absolute winner before it’s 
printed on world-renowned ‘‘ Correct Card” is a public benefactor. 
And, beforehand, let it be known I don’t want a statue. No, not even 
if it could be done as old Horace hath it, ‘‘ as easily as the nimble nine 
dupon dis,” by saying that the effigy alleged to be the late Joun 
Brieut in the Lobby of the House of Commons was in reali 
intended for me. No, Sir, and ladies and gentleman all, don’t insult 
me with statues, but send to me—as a mark of respect and personal 
goodwill—a percentage of your winnings. However small a 
sum it is I shall be pleased, as it will be a token to me that I have 
given pleasure to others, 

And now comes the momentous question—who is to win? I can 
tell you, and I am not going to beat about the bush, as some of the 
ignorant tipsters of the so-called racing papers do by saying in one 
line what they unsay in the next, What is the use of becoming 
invidious by partioularsing When all the horses are good, why 
pick out the flower of the flock? If I did, I would be sure to hurt 
someone's f s. It may be a certainty for the Prince, or the 
Duke, or the Baron. It’s a pity it can’t be as sure as nails for the 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON OHARIVARI. 
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three, as they are all and every one of them fine specimens of the 
best traditions of the British Turf. And mind you nowadays it’s 
not all ‘‘ rara avis in terris,” which, by the way, must not be con- 
founded with the talented gentleman who appears nightly at the 
Adelphi in One of the Best. | 

_And having now said enough to show my preference, my fancy, I 

ick out the winner. I give you “one, two, three,’ so that if you 

on’t secure the absolute first, you can at any rate come safe home 
with a place, Without further circumlocution or additional procras- 
tination, I plump for— 

THE FIELp, 


and have no hesitation as to the result. And now, please, print my 
name—sounding the second ‘‘i”’ short for special identification. 


Ixton, THE WHEELER. 


OPERATIC NOTES. 


Whit Monday.—The two De Reszxés, with all their wits about 
them, appear, JoHN as Faust, and Epwarp as Mephistopheles, The 
latter, refraining from indulgence in - 
that sort of humour which formerly 
made his Mephisto a “‘ devilish amusing 
fellow, dontcherknow,”’ is now more sa- 
turnine and satirical. Prefer his first 
reading, as more in r with the 
mocking fiend who wishes his victim to 
have a short life, but a merry one. 
Mephisto enters into the game as ‘‘ the 
joker.’”’ He used to cower and snarl only 
when interfered with by objectionable 
persons with cross-handled swords; other- 
wise he was a jovial, cynical companion, 
full of impish practical jokes. Maaare 
Mac-INTIRELY good as Marguerite ; fresh 
as a daisy, and sad as a lack-a-daisical 
prima donna should be when she has come 
to grief. Operain French. That acoom- 

lished M.A., or Mistress of Arts, Madame 
AUERMEISTER, good as ever, if not better 
than ever, in character of gay young thi | 
Martha. Holiday House crowded, thoug peo 
taking their @~ 





> Snr 


Whitews heiday, Manet duet- 

olday. ANCINELLI conduc ‘ : : ” 
ing himself admirably, Orchestra out of .-*”*l/eria Rusticana, 
sight, but not out of mind, nor out of time or tune, Never better. 


Chorus, perhaps, a trifle Whitmondayish. ' 
Tuesday.—Fra Diavolo, as before, Br- 
VIGNANI in the chair. 
Wednesday and Thursday.—Warbling 
Waaenek nights, with Emma Kames, Plran- 
ON, and coma, in Zannhduser, and 
ES DE RrtzKeé Fairs, with Madame 
ALBAN1, in Lohengrin. Tannhiuser excel- 
lentissimo, The Brothers at their best, as 
are Emma Eames and the others. 
Friday.— Paghacci and Cavalleria Rus- 
ticana, always a charming cone with a 
new Santuzza, Mile. D’Atma; t we are 
waiting to see the second opera made into 
Calvé-leria, which will give it a fresh 
y start. Prvi-Corsr made quite a pleasant 
fellow of <A/fio, But original cast pre- 
ag day —Meistersi: t 
so ai urday —Meistersinger to commence 
“ Pagliacci. ~ at 7.30. When shall we dine? And if it is 
not over till patt midnight, where shall we sup? These difficulties 
surmonuntei, we go to to-night’s performance of Die Meistersinger. 
House crowded, Extra seats wherever ney 2 could be placed. 
Brothers Jean and Epovarp pe ReszKf& warbling WacNER in the 
choicest Italian, {magoificently, with PLancgon oe, level best, 
and Davin BispHaM with M. Bonnarp, an Eoglishman a 
Frenchman, thoroughly entering into the Wagnerian fun of German 
low comedy. Emma Eames as £va and me BAUERMEISTER 88 
Maddalena leaving nothing to be desired, except that W 
WAGNER should have given them more t> do. Knthusiastic calls 
for everybody after every Act; and Merry Mancrnetii dragged on 
by the Great Twin Brethren to take his well-earned share of the 
general congratulations. Splendid finish to second week’s Opera, 
DRURIOLANUS delighted. AGNER Wictorious! 








By ovR THOUGHTFUL JAMES IN A CONFECTIONER’Ss SHop,— 
What is the natural companion to a Bath Bun P—Why, evidently, a 
Sponge Cake. [ Buys both and rettres, 





Junz 13, 1896.] 





ECONOMY. 


I 
Dolly, ‘WHat Dogs THI3 MEAN! ‘Lapy Carnasy at Home, thanks I'll let the coroner get along without me, if I can.” On the 


Danone, R,.S,V.P.’ Jv Aw Opgznw ENVELOPE, WITH A HALFPENNY 
Stamp !” 

Hughie, ‘‘ly MBANS SHE DOESN’T CARE A HALFPENNY WHETHER 
YOU GO OB NOT!” 


ROUNDABOUT READINGS. 
My BroruHer-in-Law, 
(Continned.) 


Here then was Harry once more on my hands, Though he was 
still a very young man, he had contrived to cram a great deal of life 
into a very short space of time. He had been at Cambridge, had 
made an army-tutor’s too hot to hold him, had revelled from wealth 
to penury at Monte Carlo, had totally failed in business, and had 
apparently exhausted the resources of British Columbia, The eitua- 
tion was a serious one, for we were confronted with the pees 
necessity of doing something for Harry. You can’t put a brother- 
in-law away in a drawer of your writing-table, lock him up, and 
forget all about him, as if he were a bill, and you can’t tear him up 
an w him into a waste-paper basket, as if he were an apveal for 
a church building-fund ; but apart from such drastic ones = 
the direction of total neglect and oblivion, it was difficult to see how 
we were to treat this returned prodigal. 





Harry, I am bound to say, was quite amiable, and showed a 

pore readiness to fall in with any proposal made for his benefit. 
ere was a fine carelessness about him that disarmed anger. ‘* You 

settle it yourself, old man,” he said, ‘‘I’ll chip in when you tell me 
the band’s ready to start playing.” 

‘* But you won’t like the tune, you know,” I observed. 

‘Lord bless you, I shall like any tune, and, look here,” he con- 
tinued, with a generous show of making a great concession, “I ’ll 
play any blessed instrument you like, big drum, bones, or concertina 
—it’s all one tome, Just you settle it, and then give me the office, 
that’s all I want.’ eee he hel to one of my long 

igars, rang the bell, and told my butler to bring him a whiskey and 
soda. All this talking, he said, made his throat as dry as a limekiln. 


‘*Bur couldn’t you suggest something yourself?” I asked 


VOL. CX. 
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**Surely you must have some preference.’”’? He pondered for a few 
moments, and sipped his drink. ‘‘I’ll tell you what, old man,’’ he 
suddenly broke out, ‘“‘I’ve got it. I’ll go to the Bar. I can eat 

inners with the best of ’em, and as for going into chambers, why, I 
could do it on my head, wig and all, You can take me into er- 
ship, old man, or I’ll devil for you. I don’t know what a chap does 
when he devils, but it sounds the sort of thing that might suit me. 
S» there you are, and don’t you ever say I refused to help in pro- 
viding myself with a profession, I’ll go to the Bar and: keep on 
devilling all day; and I shan’t want a big screw to nwith. Five 
or six hundred a year willdome. Isitawhack?” Ihad to explain 
to him that it was not a whack, a decision which did not tiene his 
cheerfulness in the very least. 


WEN I consulted Axicg, she said that the poor boy must not be 
hurried into an . There was lots of time, and, thank Heaven, 
we had money enough to support him in the meanwhile. As a prac- 
tical propoeal, she suggested that I ought to find a pleasant open air 
sears for him, something that would keep him amused without 
putting too great a tax upon his intellectual faculties. Why 
shouldn’t J send him down to look after the shooting I had taken in 


Suffolk? Harry could live in the house, superintend the keepers 
and make preparations for the season ; and as | could onl get down 
there occationally, the arrangement would really be advantageous 


tome. So said, so done, This conversation took place in the begin- 
=e of August, and in the following week Hanny started for Suffolk 
with one of the handsomest shooting and game-keeping outfits I 
have ever seen, 

I HAVE no wish to linger ue over the recollection of this experi- 
ment. It is enough to say that I got very little shooting myself. 
Somehow or other Harry always wrote, at a time most inconvenient 
for me, to say that the birds ao, must be killed at once, and that, 
if I couldn’t come myself, he thought he could get two or three 
fellows who could hold pretty straight, and, with their help, he 
might manage. He did mana He and his friends had what he 
ed a slap-up time, and lived—at my expense—on the fat of the 
land, Aticr certainly pointed out that it was delightful to have so 
many partridges and pheasants to give away to our friends, and that 
she always knew Harry had a good heart, and would come right in 
the end. But, when I had paid all the bills, and counted the cost, 
I concluded that a shooting, managed in this style, was too expensive 
a luxury for me, TL as my own friends did not seem to fit in 
with Harry’sideas. ‘* Those two old Q. C, johnnies,’’ he remarked, 
**can’t shoot for nuts; and as for the Judge, he seemed to think 

heasant or a rabbit, by the way he tried to pepper me. No, 


whole, the experiment was not a success, and I determined not to 
repeat it. So there was Harry on my again. 


Stnce then we have tried a great many other plans. We took a 
little cottage on the Thames installed yinit. His bill for 
steam-launches was colossal. We packed him off with a couple of 
friends for a voyage on the Norfolk Broads ; we took rooms for him 
in a moderate hunting county, but he soon tired of that, and said 
Leicestershire was the only county for a man who respec i ; 
So, though the inference was not obvious, to Leicestershire he went, 
with two horses of mine, and two that he bought for himself, dirt 
cheap, as he told me. As to the dirt I know nothing ; the cheapness 
I deny, especially as I had to pay for them, At present, we have 
quartered him out ina g centre, with a brand new set of clubs, 
and a first-class bicycle. In fact, Harry is sampling every amuse- 
ment and almost every expensive see under the sun, and all at 
my cost. This cannot goon much longer; no income can stand it. 
Bat I am as far as ever from knowing what to do with my cheerful 
brother-in-law. 


A Bicyclist’s Adieu. 
Ir isn’t because you said I was curt, 
en you shot from your ‘‘ bike”’ like a dart, 
And curled up in all-too-promiscuous dirt, 
That for ever and ever we perks 
It is simply and eolely Vhy secrets disclose ? 
But, another time, do not have holes in your hose! 





Mruirary IntTeLLicEeNce.—The Honourable and Ancient Artill 
Company of Boston, U.8.A., will invade this island next month, an 
will Ne tucniodintele made prisoners by the Prince of WaLEs and the 
H.A.C. of London. The wrongs of Joun Butt will only be redeemed 
by the rites of hospitality. 


Jest IN Trwx.—A well-known miser is sa'd to have backed the 
winner of the Derby simply because he was so Persimmonious! 


** Watts” 1x A NamE?—The Derby winner’s jockey. 
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MEDIEVAL ITALIAN DOG MUZZLE. 
(From a Mural Tablet.) 


OUR SPECIALLY RECOMMENDED SELECTION FOR THE DERBY. 
(By a New Hand.) 


I am glad, Sir, you decided to move with the times, and deputed 
me to give you and your numberless readers a real genuine put- 
your-last-dollar-on-it prophecy on the event of the sportive year. 
And having placed this confidence in my knowing-it-all-beforehand 
powers, I would not think of deceiving you. No, Sir, I would not 

escend to talkiug like some of the ignorant tipsters of the so-called 
racing papers, of ‘* Old Solis,” or ‘* Ja Plu,” or ‘*’Appy o’Polly who 
drives the Fee’Bus,”’ If I had to ascend to classical particulars, I 
would remind you that the circus of the ancients was composed of 
the *‘ cavea,” the ‘* spina,’ and some cypress trees, called by the 
good old sportsmen of those distant days the ‘‘ mate,” or go 
would suggest that ‘‘ava’’ or eggs were put up or down as each 
charioteer completed a ‘‘ lap,” in honour of those genuine contest- 
loving Johnnies dear old Castor and good old Pollux. I could write 

ards more in this line, if you could not get for yourself the whole 

g of tricks—as I did—at firat hand from Dr. Smith’s Smaller 
Dictionary of Antiquities, 

So leaving the classics—the pure gold cf my book-shelves, and the 
spurious imitation of the ignorant tipsters of the so-called racing 
papers—I come to modern times. You want to know who is to win the 
event which has been very properly called ‘‘ The Blue Riband of the 
Tarf.” And in these days of Stock Exchange surprises, of South 
African slumps, and cycle booms, when you scarcely know where you 
are or what you are doing, it is refreshing to get away from the 
heated atmosphere of Capel Court to inhale the hawthorn-ecented 
breezes of Epsom Downs, And if you should be able to make a few 
pounds before ** sang hone to ey like the faithful mariner whose 
** heart was true to Poll,” why shouldn’t you? In these precious 
hard times, when you have to pay five-and-sixpence in the pound as 
rates, and the same old *‘ eightpence”’ for income-tax, why, I repeat, 
why shouldn’t you ? 

I contend he who can pick out the absolute winoner before it’s 
printed on world-renowned ‘‘ Correct Card” is a public benefactor. 
And, beforehand, let it be known I don’t want a statue. No, not even 
if it could be done as old Horace hath it, ‘‘ as easily as the nimble nine 
dupondis,” by ae that the effigy alleged to be the late Jonn 
Bricut in the Lobby of the House of Commons was in reali 
intended for me. No, Sir, and ladies and gentleman all, don’t insult 
me with statues, but send to me—as a mark of respect and personal 


— 


goodwill—a small percentage of your winnings. However small a 
sum it is I shall be pleased, as it will be a token to me that I have 
given pleasure to others, 


And now comes the momentous question—who is to win? I can 
tell you, and I am not going to beat about the bush, as some of the 
ignorant tipsters of the so-called racing papers do by saying in one 
line what they unsay in the next, t is the use of becoming 
invidious by partiouarising? When all the horses are good, why 
pick out the flower of the flock? If I did, I would be sure to hurt 
someone’s fee It may be a certainty for the Prince, or the 


Duke, or the Baron. It’s a pity it can’t be as sure as nails for the 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON OHARIVARI. 
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three, as they are all and every one of them fine specimens of the 
best traditions of the British Turf. And mind you nowadays it’s 
not all ‘‘ rara avis in terris,” which, by the way, must not be con- 
founded with the talented gentleman who appears nightly at the 
Adelphi in One of the Best. 

And having now said enough to show my preference, my fancy, I 
- out the winner. I give you ‘one, two, three,” so that if you 

on’t secure the absolute first, you can at any rate come safe home 
with a place. Without further circamlocution or additional procras- 
tination, I plump for— 

THE FIExp, 


and have no hesitation as to the result. And now, please, print my 
name—sounding the second ‘‘i” short for special identification. 


Ixton, THE WHEELER, 


OPERATIC NOTES. 


Wht Monday.—The two De Reszxés, with all their wits about 
them, appear, JoHN as Faust, and Epwakp as Mephistopheles, The 
latter, refraining from indulgence a 
that sort of humour which formerly 
made his Mephisto a ‘* devilish amusing 
fellow, dontcherknow,” is now more sa- 
turnine and satirical. Prefer his first 
reading, as more in character with the 
mocking fiend who wishes his victim to 
have a short life, but a merry one. 
Mephisto enters into the game as “‘ the 
joker.” He used to cower and snarl only 
when interfered with by objectionable 
persons with cross-handled swords; other- 
wise he was a jovial, cynical companion, 
full of impish practical jokes, Maaare 
Mac-InTIRELY good as Marguerite ; fresh 
as a daisy, and sad as a lack-a-daisical 
prima donna should be when she has come 
to grief. Operain French. That accom- 

lished M.A., or Mistress of Arts, Madame 
AUERMEISTER, as ever, if not better 
than ever, in character of gay young thin | 
Martha. Holiday House crowded, thoug’ = 
Wiles biblar Mipcwmtr caduoks. ime 
ay. MANcCINELLI conduc “ : ” 
gears admirably. Orchestra out of LE ERR 
sight, but not out of mind, nor out of time or tune, Never better. 
Chorus, perhaps, a trifle Whitmondayisb. 
. y.—Fra Diavolo, as before, Br- 
VIGNANI in the chair. 
Ee Wednesday and Thursday.—Warbling 
: Waaener nights, with Emma Kames, Pran- 
oN, and coma, in Zannhduser, and 
ES DE RetzKk Fairs, with Madame 
ALBAN, in Lohengrin. Tannhduser excel- 
lentissimo. The Brothers at their best, as 
are Emma Eames and the others. 

Friday.— Pagliacci and Cavalleria Rus- 
ticana, always a charming a with a 
new Santuzza, Mile. D’Atma; { we are 

waiting to see the second opera made into 

Calvé-leria, which will give it a fresh 
Y gtart. Povi-Corst made quite a pleasant 
— of Alfio, But original cast pre- 

€ 


Saturday —Meistersinger to commence 
~ at 7.30. When shall we dine? And if it is 
not over till paet midnight, where shall we sup? These difficulties 
surmonntei, we go to to-night’s performance of Die Metstersinger.. 
House crowded. Extra seats wherever they could be placed. 
Brothers Jean and Epovarp De ReszKf& warbling WacneEeR in the 
choicest Italian, {magoificently, with PLancon doiog his level best, 
and Davip BispHaM with M. Bonnagp, an Englishman and a 
Frenchman, thoroughly entering into the Wagnerian fun of German 
low comedy. Emma Eames as Eva and Madame BAUERMETSTER as 
Maddalena leaving nothing to be desired, except that Waggish 
WAGNER should have given them more t» do. Knthusiastic calls 
for everybody after every Act; and Merry Mancineti dragged on 
by the Great Twin Bre to take his well-earned share of the 
general congratulations. Splendid finish to second week’s Opera, 
DavuRIOLANvs delighted. AGNER Wictorious! 








By ovk THOUGHTFUL JAMES IN A CONFECTIONER’s SHOP, — 
What is the natural companion to a Bath Bun ?—Why, evidently, a 
Sponge Cake. [Buys both and rettres, 
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ECONOMY. 


Dolly, ‘‘WHat DOES THiS MEAN? ‘LAapy CARNABY AT Homes, 
Danorno, R.S.V.P.’ Jw 4nw Open ENVELOPE, WITH A HALFPENNY 
Stamp !” 

Hughie, ‘‘lv MBANS SHE DOESN’T CARE A HALFPENNY WHETHER 
YOU GO OB NOT!” 


ROUNDABOUT READINGS. 
My BrorHer-in-Law, 
(Continned.) 


Here then was Hagry once more on my hands, Though he was 
still a very young man, he had contrived to cram a great deal of life 
into a very short space of time. He had been at Cambridge, had 
made an army-tutor’s too hot to hold him, had revelled from wealth 
to penury at Monte Carlo, had totally failed in business, and had 
apparently exhausted the resources of British Columbia, The eitua- 
tion was a serious one, for we were confronted with the preene 
necessity of doing something for Harry. You can’t put a brother- 
in-law away in a drawer of your writing-table, lock him up, and 
ae all about him, as if he were a bill, and you can’t tear him up 
and throw him into a waste-paper et, as if he were an apveal for 
a church building-fund ; but apart from such drastic proceedings in 
the direction of total neglect and oblivion, it was difficult to see how 
we were to treat this returned prodigal. 


Harry, I am bound to say, was quite amiable, and showed a 
= readiness to fall in with any proposal made for his benefit. 

ere was a fine carelessness about him that disarmed anger. ‘‘ You 
settle it yourrelf, old man,” he said, ‘‘I’ll chip in when you tell me 
the band’s ready to start playing.” 

** But you won’t like the tune, you know,’’ I observed. 

‘* Lord bless you, I shall like any tune, and, look here,” he con- 
tinued, with a generous show of making a great concession, “I'll 
play a instrument you like, big drum, bones, or concertina 
—it’s all one tome, Just you settle it, and then give me the office, 
that’s all I want.” cere he helped himself to one of my long 
cigars, rang the bell, and told my butler to bring him a whiskey and 
soda. All this talking, he said, made his throat as dry as a limekiln. 


‘Bur couldn’t you suggest something yourself?” I asked 
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‘Surely you must have some preference.” He pondered for a few 
moments, and sipped his drink. ‘‘I’ll tell you what, old man,” he 
suddenly broke out, ‘‘I’ve got it. I’ll go to the Bar. I can eat 
dinners with the best of ’em, and as for going into chambers, why, I 
could do it on my head, wig and all. You can take me into er- 
ship, old man, or I'll devil for you. I don’t know what a chap does 
when he devils, but it sounds the sort of thing that might suit me, 
S> there you are, and don’t you ever say I refused to help in pro- 
viding myself with a profession. I’ll go to the Bar and keep on 
devilling all day; and I shan’t want a big screw to a with. Five 
or six hundreda year willdome. Isitawhack?” Ihad to explain 
to him that it was not a whack, a decision which did not impair his 
cheerfulness in the very least. 


Wun I consulted Axicz, she said that the poor boy must not be 
hurried into an . There was lots of time, and, thank Heaven, 
we had money enough to support him in the meanwhile. As a prac- 
tical propoeal, she suggested that I ought to find a pleasant open air 
occupation for him, something that would keep him amused without 
putting too great a tax upon his intellectual faculties. Why 
shouldn’t I send him down to look after the shooting I had taken in 
Suffolk? Harry could live in the house, superintend the keepers 
and make preparations for the season ; and as | could onl get down 
there occasionally, the arrangement d really be advantageous 
tome. Sosaid, so done, This conversation took place in the begin- 
seen 4 of August, and in the following week Hanny started for Suffolk 
= one of the handsomest shooting and game-keeping outfits I 

ve ever seen, 


I HAVE no wish to linger long over the recollection of this experi- 
ment. It is enough to say that I got very little shooting myself. 
Somehow or other Harry always wrote, at a time most inconvenient 
for me, to say that the birds 7 must be killed at once, and that, 
if I couldn’t come myself, he thought he could get two or three 
fellows who could hold pretty straight, and, with their help, he 
might manage. He did manage, He and his friends had what he 
ed a slap-up time, and lived—at my expense—on the fat of the 
land. ALICE certainly pointed out that it was delightful to have so 
many partridges and pheasants to give away to our friends, and that 
she always knew Harry had a good heart, and would come right in 
the end. But, when I had paid all the bills, and counted the cost, 
I concluded that a shooting, managed in this style, was too expensive 
a luxury for me, epee y as my own friends did not seem to fit in 
with Harnry’s ideas, ‘Those two old Q. C. johnnies,” he remarked, 
**can’t shoot for nuts; and as for the Judge, he seemed to think 
I was a pheasant or a rabbit, by the way he tried to pepper me. No, 
thanks ; I’ll let the coroner get along without me, if I can.” On the 
whole, the experiment was not a success, and I determined not to 
repeat it. So there was Harry on my hands again. 


Srnce then we have tried a great many other plans. We took a 
little cottage on the Thames, and installed yinit. His bill for 
steam-launches was colossal. We axe him off with a couple of 
friends for a voyage on the Norfolk Broads ; we took rooms for him 
in a moderate hunting county, but he soon tired of roe and said 
Leicestershire was the only county for a man who respec i ; 
So, though the inference was not obvious, to Leicestershire he went, 
with two horses of mine, and two that he bought for himself, dirt 
cheap, ashe told me. As to the dirt I know nothing; the cheapness 
I deny, especially as I had to pay for them. At present, we have 
quartered him out in a centre, with a brand new set of clubs, 
and a first-class bicycle. In fact, Harry is sampling every amuse- 
ment and almost every expensive pursuit under the sun, and all at 
my cost. This cannot goon much longer; no income can stand it. 
But I am as far as ever from knowing what to do with my cheerful 
brother-in-law. 


A Bicyclist’s Adieu. 
Ir isn’t because you said I was curt, 
When you shot from your “‘ bike”’ like a dart, 
And curled up in all-too-promiscuous dirt, 
That for ever and ever we ahs 
It is simply and solely: y secrets disclose ? 
But, another time, do not have holes in your hose! 





Mimitary INTELLIGENCE.—The Honourable and Ancient Artill 
Company of Boston, U.8.A., will invade this island next month, an 
will be immediately made prisoners by the Prince of WaxEs and the 
H.A.C. of London. The wrongs of Joun Buut will only be redeemed 
by the rites of hospitality. 


Jest IN TrwE.—A well-known miser is sa'd to have backed the 
winner of the Derby simply because he was so Persimmonious ! 


** Watts” in A Name ?—The Derby winner’s jockey. 
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Mr, Punch (to the Marquis of D-ff-r-n, in last act of ‘‘ Diplomacy’), ‘‘ NoT FAREWELL, M¥ LORD, BUr ‘AU REVOIR!’ Horr 
SOON TO YOU IN A NEW CasT!” 
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THE PRINCE'S PAIR; 


Or, the Power of Loyalty. An Ode in Honour 
of the Derby (and Oaks) Day. (A long way 
after Dryden,) 

Arr—"‘ Alexander's Feast,” 


’Twas Friday, after the first Derby won 
Bv Queen VicToRia’s son 
(With Per-sim-mon), , 
Aloft in simple state 
The prinoely ortsman sate, 
The favourite his own, 
As in the Derby, in the Oaks he found. 
His brow with two Blue Ribands he saw 


bound. 
(So should a plucky Prince be crowned.) 
The lovely Zhats, side by side : 
With Drersy’s Oaks competitor did stride. 
Alas, for Thais, Watts’s pride | 
It were the loveliest of loyal jokes 
If he — me Derby won oo a ] 
pry, happy, happy pair 

None but the brave, 

None but the brave, 
None but the brave deserve such palms to wear! 


But Canterbury Pilgrim thundering nigh 
With Ricxasy, re, 
With flying feet draws nigher, nigher, 
Trembling, triumphant notes ascend the tky ! 
Thais appears to tire! 
The Pilgrim wins, by Jove! 
Stirred are the crowded seats above, 
oe is the power of loyal love!) [odds ! 
m shoots out—two lengths—upsets the 
undred to eight! How well young 
RicKaBy rode! 
Thais is second. We had liked it beat 
Had she srr — tho’, Well he stands the 


His princel lip in quiet smile is curled. 
We'd back him—Prince or sportsman—’ gainst 
the world ad 2 : 


The princely ‘* 2 rac meal smiled to see 
The public all, of high or low degree, 
With mighty sympathy a-move; 
For princel pluck doth stir the crowd to love ! 
‘The Blue Riband was no bubble, 
Thais’ s loss his mind won’t trouble. 
All things must have a beginning, 

What is won there’s no destroying, 
And the Derby tas worth winning, 

And the memory ’s worth ony ae- 
Lovely Thais! this win is denied thee ! 
Take the gifts the gods provide thee! ”’ 

The many rend the skies with loud applause, 
So Love is crowned, and Loyalty wins the 
cause, 

The Prince, quite able to conceal his pain, 
Smiles with an air 

Devoid of care, 

And—all the world hopes he will win again ! 


RESULTS BY RED TAPE. 
(A Story founded on Precedent.) 


THe crisisof the campaign had been reached. 
The Commander-in-Chief and the Diplomatist 
—each of them a celebrity of the century— 
had all but succeeded in bringing the matter 
to a satisfactory conclusion. They had worked 
side by side and hand in hand for years, and 

er grown old in the service of their 
ow : : 
** We attack the citadel to-morrow,” said 
the soldier, ‘‘ and the town, once taken, you 
will arrange details.” 

** Assuredly,” replied the statesman. ‘I 
have a draft treaty drawn out which must be 
accepted by the enemy. This poi ined, 
and we shall have secured peace with honour. 
Peace that will last a century, and honour 
that will endure for ever.’’ 

The colleagues—he of the pen and he of the 
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A SKETCH AT MARGATE. 


‘(It’s EASIER THAN I THOUGHT IT was!” 








sword—shook hands, and congratulated one 
another, Then they retired for the night. 

The next morning they were early a field. 
The werrior had marshalled his men, and the 
diplomatist had assumed his official costume 
Sasskameat & eouglh of Gaes, enil ca takeeon 

ent, a couple of pens, and an and, 

All was ready. The commander-in-chief 
called his officers round him to receive final 
instructions, and the courtier procured a taper 
and a stick of sealing-wax. 

It was at ea moment that a Government 
messenger put in an appearance, 

* a sorry to disturb you, gentlemen,” 
began the new comer, ** bat orders are orders, 
and must be obeyed.’ 

‘* We have no time to attend to you,” said 
the soldier. 

‘* Please stand aside,’’ added the statesman. 
‘We will discuss the matter further when 
occasion permits. Remember that this is a 
critical moment. Recollect that I am the 
principal political officer.” 

** And | the commander-in-chie f.” 

‘**Can’t help that, gentlemen,” respor ded 
the Government messenger; ‘‘ but, as you 
have both reached to-day the age limit, you 
are compulsorily retired.’ 

So the warrior and the statesman gave up 
the campsign at the critical moment. When 
they got home, they both received a pension. 
But, although the award was well earned, it 
was neither a pleasure to the recipients nor an 
ocr to the bestowers. 

Still it was a triumph for red tape, and 
that—as every one knows—is something. 


TENNYSON ON TWO EVENIS. 


H.R.H, the Prince of Wars won the 
Derby, and H.I.M. the German Emprnror 
won the yacht race, so Mr. Punch says to 
all Englishmen— 


“*O give him welcome! ”’ 
*' This (bowing to H.R. H.) is he 
Was great by land, as thou (saluting the 
German Emperor) by seal”? 
(Tennyson’s Ode on the “* Death of the 
Duke of Wellington.’’) 


SPORTIVE SONGS. 


A RerLectivE Bairon To A NATATORY 
Russian PRINCESS, 


WE read in tales from many lands 
Of mermaids playing in the brine, 
With looking-glasses in their hands, 
And ringlets flowing free and fine. 
Hans CueisTI4n ANDERSEN has told 
With perfect pathos, subtle wi 
Of that Princess with locksof gold _ 
Who loved, but could not walk or sit. 


You, too, Princess, I often dreamed 
Must be a mermaid cast ashore ; 

Your swimming gait was what I deemed 
No Naiad e’er oe before, 

You look divine wi at same walk, 
As down the Esplanade you sail, 

And from your ever constant talk, 
You must be very like a whale, 


You speak with rapture of the dive 
That day by day you undertake, 
I marvel that you ’re still alive, 
Your swimming feats make bathers quake. 
The safety-rope you never seize, 
E’en when the waves their own would 


claim, 
You laugh at all the angry seas, 
And Venus-like have earned her nam:, 


£o rhapsodizing from this height, 
Where mode sty bids me abide, 
I look upon the clean delight 
Of Woman battling with the tide. 
And far below I see a shape, 
Tall, skimpy, ightly clad in blue 
Briseis! do that damsel drape !—— 
By Neptune’s trident it is you / 


PaoveRBIAL PaitosopHy.—The * mug”’ 
always consorts with the *‘ juggins,”’ 


A DurteEx LAMP COUNTING TWO ON A 
Drvis1on.—The Member for Wick. 





Toe Mopern Epicr or ‘‘ Nants,’’— Pass- 
ing in swimming at Eton. 
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JOTTINGS AND TITTLINGS. 
(By Basoo Hurzy BunesHo JaABBERJEE, B.A.) 
No. XIV. 
What’s ina Title? An invitation 
toa Wedding, Mr. J. as a wedding guest, with what he thought | in the 
of the ceremony, and how he distinguished himself on the 


Mr. Jabber jee’s fellow-siudent, 


occasion, 


THERE is a certain English young fellow-student of mine— 

videlicet, Howard ALiBuTT-INNEIT, Esquire, with whom I have t 

ed in scratching an acquaintance at sundry Law Lectures, | critically ins 

Inn of Court—a most amiable 

young chap, who is ‘* the moulded glass of fashionable form, 
he cap-in-hand with innumerable aristocratic nobs. 

ing that I had (at an earlierSperiod) been a more diligent atten- 


su 
and in the Library of my 


dant and note-taker of lectures 
than himself, he did pay me the 
transcendent compliment of bor- 
rowing the loan of my note-book, 
which, to my gra astonish- 
ment, he condescended to bring 
back personally to Porticobello 
House, saying that he had found 
my notes magnificent, and totally 
incomprehensible to his more 
limited intellect ! 


In additum, he graciously ac- \37 


cepted my invitation to ascend 


to the drawing-room, where I ie 
introduced him freely to several ‘74 


select lady boarders as my alter 
ego and Fidus Achates. 

On ing his leave; he ex- 
pressed some marvelling that I 
should have concealed my superior 


rank under the reticence of a Me 
napkin, having observed that I Wie 


was addressed as ‘'Prince” by 
a one of the softer-sexed 


I replied that I attached no #7), 


valid ae to the nominis 
umbra of such a barren title, and 


that the contents of what there / 


is n in must necessarily be 
a 
e answered me warmly that 
he entirely joined issue with me 
in such an opinion, and that he 
was often affected to sickishness 
by the snobbery of mundane 
society adding that he hoped I 
would give him the look up at 
his paternal mansion in Prince’s 
Square, Bayswater, shortly, since 
his people would be overjoyed at 
making my acquaintance, which 
both enraptured and surprised 
me, for hitherto he had ridden 
the high and rough-shoed horse, 
and employed me to suck my 
brains as a cat’s foot. 
And odzookers! before many 
days I was the recipient of a 
silver - lettered missive, stating 


that Mr. and Mre. Lrorric Attsurt-Inwetr did r 
honour of Princs JABBERJEER’S company at the marriage of th 
daughter, CLonmnpA IsaBEL, with Mr. Overton WoopBEIGH-SMaRT, 
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Not being desirous to hide under a bushel, I did press myself 
whom I ok to’ be the bride, I 
that she might never become a widow, 
or use vermilion on her grey head, and that she might wear the iron 


| je) sore was born to blush unseen 


forward, and addressing a la 
felicitated her loudly, i 


bangle, and get seven male c 
appily the serene ray of my 
dark unfathomed cave of a 
of my compliments was an unmarried spinster relative, who had 
the years of discretion. a 
LBUTT-INNETT welcomed me with cordial effusiveness 
insisting that I should honour them by visiting their residence, and 
uptial gifts, to which 
a lengthy colloquy with the happy bride- 
m whom I was anxious to obtain ,eeos of English 
marriage customs, such as whether he woul 
the evening in having his ears pulled, and other facetious banterings, 








‘The spectators saluted me with shouts of joy as the returned Shahzadar.” 


entreated leave of 
And she, overjoyed at 
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esert ear, for the actual recipient 


consented. E>—g «> 


be required to spend 


by his mother-in-law and sisters- 
in-law, as in India, 

w But he seemed oppressed by so 
severe a bashfulness that I could 
extract no information . 
and presently the father of the 
bride came up and conducted me 
into an a ent wherein was a 
kind of bazaar, or exhibition of 
clocks and lamps and stationery 
cases and knives and forks and 
other trinkets . and gowgaws, 

a 


-none of which appeared to me 
all different from similar objects 


in shop windows. 
However, the greatest admira- 


_ tion and wonderment were ex- 


— by all who entered, and I 
ound that the host was under 
grave apprehensiveness that the 
presents might be looted by the 


’. WA more unscrupulous of the guests, 
‘4% for he pointed out to me a sharp- 


eyed, shy gentleman in a corner, 
ed tl i é 
who, he informed me, was a dis- 

police-officer, This, at 
first, I was loth to believe, but 
was that it was a neces- 
my recaution. : 

I will presume to point 


td é S out that the simulation by a 


policeman of the ordinary cha- 
racter of a friend of the family 


- and fellow-rejoicer, is a rather 


reprehensible trap to catch a 


~ sleeping weasel, since those whose 


honesty is not invariably above 
jar may be lulled into the false 
security by his civilian get-up. 
Aud I did assure him, privately, 
that it was totally unnecessary to 
keep an we on myself, who was 
a native University man with no 
necessity or natural taste for 

tion, but that I would in- 
allibly inform him if I should 


== _sueceed at detecting any attempted 
shones 


Later oo ushered into the 
refreshment-room, and partook of 


a pink ice, with champagne-wine and strawberries, after which I 
InneEtt to deliver a nuptial oration. 
happy thought, did loudly request silence 





m 
at a certain sacred Bayswater edifice. . | for Prince JaBBERJER, whe was to utter a few very briet utterances. 
This I eagerly accepted, perceiving that my friend must have; So as they became all ears, I addressed them, describing how, in 
eulogieed to his parents my legal accomplishments and forensic) my native country, at such a bridal feast and blow-out, it was 
acumen. ; customary for the bridegroom’s mother to eat a sevenfold repast, for 
When, like Hamlet, I did obey in all my best, I alighting at the fear of a subsequently empty stomach ; but the bride’s mother, on 
church in my embossed cap, shawl neckcloth, a pair of yellow glove- | the contrary, will touch no feeling that the more she fasts 
kids, and eee Japan shoes, the seen uted me with shouts | then, the more provender. will all to her later on, And I rather 
of joy as the returned SHaHzapar, which caused me to bow profusely, | facetiously added that, on the ree occasion, I had the certainty 
while the driver of the hansom petitioned an additional sixpence. that both the mothers might in — their appetites ad libitum. 

The interior of the church was dim and crowded with feminines,. Next I recounted how, during a former boyish wedding of my own, 
and I could only hear flutters and rustlings, together with a subdued | my wife’s mother after, as was befitting, setting a conical tinselled 
mumble at the remoter end—which I ascertained to be the ceremony. | cap upon my head, and. placing ten rings of twigs upon my ten 
Then followed the long stop and awkward pause, nea on the | fingers, and binding my hands with a weaver’s shuttle, did nay wT 
organ, and at len 1 the company stood on seats and the tiptoe of | have bound thee, and ht thee with cowries, and put a shuttle 
expectation, as the bridal procession moved slowly down the central | between thy fingers; now bleat then like a lamb.” hereupon I, 
passage amidst the congratulations of their friends and aad pg of a jokish disposition, did, unexpectedly and eaneey eens, 
relations. cry ‘‘ Baa’’ loudly, thereby causing my mother-in-law to fear that 
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I was a dull—until that night in the Zenana she had the 
great oe to overhear me outwitting all the females 
present by the sprightliness of my badinage. And I was 
D g, amidst vociferous cachinnation, to enumerate some 
of my most lively sallies, when the bride’s father did take me 
by the arm, and drawing me aside, inform me that the young 
coun were just about to start for their wedding journey, 
and that I was urgently required to see them d 

I observed that here, as with us, it is de régle to scatter 
rice upon the head of the bridegroom—but neither treacle 
nor spices, Moreover. this complimentary shower is extended 
to the bride and the carriage-horses, and hurled with 
athletic vigorousness, while it is a point of honour to knock 
off the saginaa's hat with a female satin slipper. 

I was disappointed to see that both the happy pair had cast 
aside their gosecns wedding ents, and put on quite 
ordinary and everyday attire, which, if not due to excessive 
parsimoniousness, must originate in a shamef desire to 
conceal their state of connubiality, though it might be 
reasonably anticipated that they should rather be anxious 
to manifest their triumphant good-luck pro bono publico, 
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-RELIEF. “SIC ITUR AD ASCOT.” 
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AFTER{THE EPSOM WEEK IS OVER. 
(To the Editor of Punch.) 

So you see, Sir, you were right in trusting me. I gave you, asI 

ae d, the absolute winner for the Derby. Butmore,Sir. If you 

ollowed my fancy, not only did you get Persimmon, but St. Frusquin 
and Earwig. It is not often that a racing prophet can boast of 
having given the absolute ‘‘ one, two, three,’’ of the Blue Riband of 
the Turf. But I did it. Yes, Sir, I plumped for the Field, And 
the placed ones were in the Field. But it is only right and proper 
that you should share the merit of your conscientious and right- 
minded contributor. If I indicated, with absolute accuracy, the 
heroes of the hour, or, I should say, the observed of all observers of 
the something less than three minutes, you, pluckily, hours before 
the race was decided, published a portrait of the winner ! 

There is only one slight drawback to the satisfaction of the 
moment. Those who have won through this marvellous production, 
have not yet sent, as requested, a percentage of their winnings. 
This oversight corrected, and the great British public will receive not 
only the congratulations, but the respect of Ix1on THE WHEELER, 


OPERATIC -.NOTES. 


Tuesday.—DRURIOLANUS confers great benefit on old, middle-aged, 
and young stagers, or;.rather, opera-goers, by gi Martha with a 
remarkably good, and in the case of NED DE eek an exceptional 
caste. Just now, than MaRiz ENGEL, no better representative of the 

_ Engelish Martha, whose petit nom is 

** Patty,” a joke which escaped both 
Nedreszké - Plumketto (eo printed, 
j4@ though surely it ought to be with an 
‘*n,” not an “‘m’”’; but still, ‘* N or 
M,”’ as the case may be, there is more 
than one ‘‘ Plum” in this part) and 
the amiable lover, Lionello-Cremo- 
nint, who, in the last act. might have 
substituted ‘‘ Patty! Patty!” for 
‘* Martha! Martha!” to the well- 
known air. However, the opera wen 
capitally without this slight altera- 
tion. Then again, the opera bein 
an old one, and with one deligh 
typically English air in it, ‘‘ The 
Last Rose of Summer,” a second 
chance was lost by NEp pE Reszkf- 
PLUMPUDDINGKETTO, when makin 
up to the soubrette Nancy, play 
and sung with lady-like archness by 

adame MANTELLI, omitting to sing 
. ts ““I would I were with Nancy,” 
an innovation which, I am sure, Signor BevicNnani would have per- 
mitted, and would have orchestrated with the greatest ere 





The first scene of Martha is laid at Richmond, which at this 
somewhere about the time of Rosin Hoop, to judge by the costume 
was, it appears, overlooked by an Alpine range, including a suspicion 
of snow-capped mountains. The Surrey hills, always a fair scene, must 
have been very different then, as seen in this Fair Scene (in the second 
half of Act I.), to what they are nowadays. [Evidently they have been 
considerably cut down since the time of Plumkako and Sonat’: ahas 
** Sheriff.” Nzp pe Reezxé, with jovial drinking song and dance, 
obtained a tremendous encore. The dance didit. What a first-rate 
Henry the Eighth he would make! Let Sir Drurtotanvs look to it. 

The remainder of week given up to encores of already performed 
operas, In smooth water; and Martha again next Thursday, 


A LITTLE MOSCOW-RAID. 


[By a party of 170 revellers, led by an active chap-Perowne, who have 
visited Russia to witness the Coronation. } 


To Moscow we’ve been, and the show we have seen, 
And now we’re returning to Britain, 
Our tales to recount, despite the amount 
Of stuff that ’s already been written. 
We English all found, as we trotted around, 
That the Russians were ey civil ; 
The croakers’ alarms at the troubles and harms — 
We should meet with might well be called ‘* drivel.’’ 


If we photo’d or sketched, ’twas said we ’d be fetched 
By gendarmes and removed to Siberia ; 
While scribbling was banned by the law of the land— 
these warnings were simple hysteria ! 
Like Britishers bold, in each palace we strolled, 
With our visiting cards as mere permit ; 
The police let us h, without further ado, 
S by our ‘* cheek,’”’ as I'll term it. 
We kodaked the Czar and his entry bizarre, 
And felt not a qualm nor a trembling ; 
Quite free of all charge, we wandered at large 
O’er the place I must spell as the ‘*‘ Krembling.”’ 
We came and we saw and were conquered—no flaw 
Could we find in the pageant of wonders ; 
f we think we could beat this eo treat, 
We make just the biggest of blunders! 
If only they ’d spend a few roubles, and mend 
Those pavements that shake you to pieces, 
To Moscow we’d burn straightway to return— 
Tis a town where delight never ceases | 


And if ever the Russ should abolish the fuss 
About passports, as done by BRITANNIA, 

Why then, when we part, we could say from our heart 
The Slav au reroir—‘‘ do svidanya !” 


**Nor YsaAYEty But Too WELL.’’—I say that Ysaynr’s last concert 
takes place on Saturdaynext. Ysaye-turday? Why not say some other 
day, when it wouldn’t clash (which is inharmonious) with the Sara- 
sate Concert? If YsayE were a Ysaye-acre, he would have made 
some other arrangement, Y saye this now? Never too late. Will 
YsaYE oblige, and play Bacu's famous Chaconne in D minor? 
Forwards! always, but ‘‘ try Bacu,’’ is the modern musician’s motto. 
Perhaps some amateurs there be who do not care for the Chaconne, 
They should be ‘* well Chaconne before taken ”’ to hear the perform- 
ance. But, afterall, ‘‘ Chaconne a son goit.”” And at this we leave it. 


From ARMENIA TO CoRNWALL.—The SvLTan’s confidential emis- 
tary, the Ritter MicnEt vor NEwLINsky—r, ashe is a distinguished 
Austrian journalist, let us call him ‘‘ the Writer Mtcagt”—when he 
has settled the diplomatic difficulty, will take advantage of his name, 
which proclaims his Cornish origin (he was born under a ** Newlyn 
sky’’), to proceed to Cornwall and settle the Newlyn strikers ditli- 

ty. The artists there will welcome him at the Newlya School. 


CREAMERY AND CasH.—See the profits from ice-cream, lemonade, 
water ices, &c.? About 500 per cent., according to case in Sheriff's 
Court. not a boom in ginger-beer? De Ginger-Beers much 


better than De Beers. 
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Not being desirous to hide under a bushel, I did press myself 
JOTTINGS AND TITTLINGS. forward, and addressing a lady whom I ‘took to: be the bride, I 
(By Basoo Hurry BunesHo JABBERJEE, B.A.) felicitated her loudly, that she might never become a widow, 
No. XIV or use vermilion on her grey head, and that she might wear the iron 

: bangle, and get seven male children. 


Mr. Jabberjee’s fellow-siudent. What’sina Title? An invitation! Unhappily the serene ray of my goodwill was born to blush unseen 
toa Wedding. Mr. J. as a wedding guest, with what he thought | in the Zack watathconed cave of : esert ear, for the actual recipient 
of the ceremony, and how he distinguished himself on the | of my compliments was an unmarried spinster relative, who had 


occasion, | already passed the years of discretion. 
THERE is a certain English young fellow-student of mine—| Mrs, AttBurt-INNETT welcomed me with cordial effusiveness 
videlicet, Howarp AtiButt-INNEIT, Esquire, with whom I have | ins that I should honour them by visiting their residence, and 


succeeded in scratching an acquaintance at sundry Law Lectures, | critically insp any the nuptial gifts, to which I consented. f—» «> 
and in the Library of my Inn of Court—a most amiable tip-to On my arrival, I held a eee colloquy with the happy bride- 
oung chap, who is ‘the moulded glass of fashionable form,” and | groom, from whom I was to obtain culars of English 
the cap-in-hand with innumerable aristocratic nobs. marriage customs, such as whether he would be required to s 
Seeing that I had (at an earlierSperiod) been a more diligent atten- | the evening in having his ears pulled, and other facetious banterings, 
dant and note-taker of lectures by his mother-in-law and sisters- 
than himself, he did pay me the in-law, as in India, 
transcendent compliment of bor- w But he seemed oppressed by so 
rowing the loan of my note-book, severe & ess that I could 
which, to my gra astonish- extract no information him, 
ment, he condescended to bring and presently the father of the 
back y to Porticobello bride came up and conducted me 
House, saying that he had found into an a ent wherein was a 
my notes magnificent, and totally kind of bazaar, or exhibition of 
incomprehensible to his more clocks and lamps and stationer 
cases and knives and forks an 
other trinkets and. gewgaws 
-none of which appeared to me at 
all different from similar objects 
; 5 AN AWB RREA | in shop windows. , 
Wy aL a NANA However, the greatest admira- 
Wad ADT Tak Tega eh _ tion and wonderment were ex- 
| pressed by all who entered, and I 
found that the host wa — 
grave apprehensiveness e 
presents might be looted by the 
( | more unscrupulous of the guests, 
\ SA | ’ for he pointed out to me a sharp- 
more than one of the softer-sexed \2eeo~ Th | eyed, shy gentleman in a corner, 
boarders. I NN who, he informed me, was a dis- 
I replied that I attached no #7 | guised police-officer. This, at 
valid importance to the nominis 4 i, t ari | AYE ue |) may | iii ms ids>. first, I was loth to believe, but 
umbra of such a barren title, and Hr) VO ) / APSA, was assured that it was a neces- 
that the contents of what there / hy) Hi} jae any recaution. 
is nothing in must necessarily be Ae? . ill, I will presume to point 
yA. out that the simulation by a 


na ht. les Fa i. i} f. 

He answered me warmly that (HiT. AR Nee te te he Lanna “eg policeman of the ordinary cha- 
he entirely joined issue with me ~~ || LS AALS IEIN ae WA L \ uy racter of a friend of the family 
in such an nee, and thathe — ATA P| Wien eh and : ae ene - 8 — 
was often affe sickishness {7 = I | ” *>4/, reprehensible ca a 
by the enobbery of mundane =/%/ | “Sue | nt | é sleeping weasel, since those whose 
society, adding that he hoped I =s= aT honesty is not invariably above 
would give him the look up at | jar may be lulled into the false 
his paternal mansion in Prince’s security by his civilian get-up. 


limited intellect ! 3 | 

In additum, he graciously ac- 43 | } ow cl Vee 
cepted my invitation to ascend #.‘\ = iil/i)ilii/| Me Rem, Ne Ni 
to the drawing-room, where I #% | WE SE Gh fs 
introduced him freely to several ‘7% Ke 
select lady boarders as my alter « 
ego and Fidus Achates, 

On taking his leave; he ex- 
pressed some marv that I 
should have concealed my superior 
rank under the reticence of a 
napkin, having observed that I 
was addressed as ‘' Prince” 
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uare, Bayswater, shortly, since 
his people would be overjoyed at 
making my acquaintance, which 
both enraptured and surprised 
me, for hitherto he had ridden 
the high and rough-shoed horse, 
and employed me to suck my 





Aud I did assure him, privately, 
that it was totally unnecessary to 
keep an eye on myself, who was 
a native University man with no 
necessity or natural taste for 

ulation, but that I would in- 
allibly inform him if I should 


: succeed at detecting any attem 
“~~ dishonesty. . _ 





brains as a cat’s foot. 
4 aee odzookers! before many _ BB . 
ios = —S iftrren ge “The spectators saluted me with shouts of joy as the returned Shahzadar.” pile at ee 
that Mr. and Mre. Leorric Atisurr-Innett did request the|a pink ice, with champagne-wine and strawberries, after which I 
honour of Princs JABBERJER’s company at the marriage of their | entreated leave of Mrs, ALLBUTT-INNETT to deliver a nuptial oration. 
daughter, CLonInDA IsaBRL, with Mr, Overton WoopBEIGH-Smazt, | And she, overjoyed at my happy thought, did loudly request silence 
at a certain sacred Bayswater edifice. - | for Prince JaABBERJEE, who was to utter a few very briet utterances, 
This I eagerly accepted, perceiving that my friend must have; So as they became all ears, I addressed them, describing how, in 
eulogieed- to his parents my legal accomplishments and forensic; my native country, at such a bridal feast and blow-out, it was 
acumen. _ 5 customary for the bridegroom’s mother to eat a sevenfold repast, for 
When, like sees did obey in all my best, I alighting at the fear of a subsequently empty stomach; but the bride’s mother, on 
ca 


—_ 





church in my embosse B, shawl neckcloth, a pair of yellow glove- the contrary, will touch no feeling that the more she fasts 
apr and —_ Japan shoes, the tors saluted me with shouts then, the more provender. will all to her later on. And I rather 
of joy as 


| e returned SHAHzADAR, which caused me to bow profusely, | facetiously added that, on the a occasion, I had the certainty 
while the driver of the hansom petitioned an additional sixpence. _ that both the mothers might in — their appetites ad libitum. 

The interior of the church was dim and crowded with feminines, Next I recounted how, during a former boyish wedding of my — 
and I could only hear flutters and rustlings, together with a subdued ; my wife’s mother after, as was besos setting a conical tinsel] 
mumble at the remoter end—which I ascertained to be the ceremony. | cap upon my head, and placing ten rings of twigs upon my ten 
Then followed the long stop and awkward pause, accompanied on the | fingers, and binding pe with a weaver’s shuttle, did say, ‘I 
organ, and at len 1 the company stood on seats and the tiptoe of | have bound thee, and bought thee with cowries, and put a shuttle 
expectation, as the bridal procession moved slowly down the central | between thy es: now bleat then like a lamb.”” Whereupon I, 
passage amidst the congratulations of their friends and nearest | being of a jo disposition, did, unexpectedly and contrary to ; 
relations. toe *Baa’’ loudly, thereby causing my mother-in-law to fear that 











Jone 13, 1896.] 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 








I was a dull—until that night in the Zenana she had the 

happiness to overhear me outwitting all the females 
present by the sprightliness of my badinage, And I was 
proceeding, amidst vociferous cachinnation, to enumerate some 
of my most lively sallies, when the bride’s father did take me 
by the arm, and drawing me a inform me that the young 
compl were just about to start for their wedding journey, 
and that I was urgently required to see them age 

I observed that here, as with us, it is de régle to scatter 
rice upon the head of the bridegroom—but neither treacle 
nor ag Moreover. this complimentary shower is extended 
to the bride and the carriage-horses, and hurled with 
athletic vigorousness, while it is a point of honour to knock 
off the c an’s hat with a female satin slipper. 

T was disappointed to see that both the happy pair had cast 
aside their pears wedding ents, and put on quite 
ordinary and everyday attire, which, if not due to excessive 
parsimoniousness, must originate in a shamefaced desire to 
conceal their state of connubiality, though it might be 
reasonably anticipated that they should rather be anxious 
to manifest their triumphant good-luck pro bono publico. 
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“SIC ITUR AD ASCOT.” 
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ANCIENT BAS-RELIEF. 








AFTER\|THE EPSOM WEEK IS OVER. 
(To the Editor of Punch.) 

So you see, Sir, you were right in trusting me. I gave you, as I 
romistd, the absolute winner for the Derby. Butmore,S8ir. Ifyou 
ollowed my fancy, not only did you get Persimmon, but St. Frusquin 

and Earwig. It is not often that a racing prophet can boast of 
having given the absolute ‘‘ one, two, three,”’ of the Blue Riband of 
the Turf. But I did it. Yes, Sir, 1 plumped for the Field, And 
the placed ones were in the Field. But it is only right and proper 
that you should share the merit of your conscientious and right- 
minded contributor. If I indicated, with absolute accuracy, the 
heroes of the hour, or, I should say, the observed of all observers of 
the something less than three minutes, you, pluckily, hours before 
the race was decided, published a portrait of the winner | 

There is only one elight drawback to the satisfaction of the 

moment. Those who have won through marvellous production, 
have not yet sent, as requested, a percentage of their winnings, 
This oversight corrected, and the great British public will receive not 
only the congratulations, but the respect of Ix1on THE WHEELER, 


OPERATIC .NOTES. 


Tuesday.—DRURIOLANUS confers great benefit on old, middle-aged, 
and young stagers, or, rather, opera-goers, by gi Martha with a 
remarkably good, and in the case of Nep DE Reszxkf, an exceptional 
caste, Just now, than MaRIE ENGEL, no better representative of the 

_ Engelish Martha, whose petit nom is 
** Patty,” a joke which escaped both 
Nedreszké - Plumketto (20 printed, 
a though surely it ought to be with an 
‘*n,” not an “‘m’’; but still, ‘‘ N or 
M,” as the case may be, there is more 
than one ‘‘ Plum”’ in this part) and 
the amiable lover, Lionello-Cremo- 
nint, who, in the last act. might have 
substituted ‘* Patty! Patty!” for 
‘* Martha! Martha!” to the well- 
known air. However, the opera went 
cspitally without this slight altera- 
tion, Then again, the opera bein 
an old one, and with one deligh 
typically English air in it, ‘‘ The 
Last Rose of Summer,” a second 
chance was lost by Nep pE ReszKé- 
PLUMPUDDINGKEITO, when makin 
up to the soubrette Nancy, slaped 
and sung with lady-like archness by 
adame MANTELLI, omitting to sing 
; ““I would I were with Nancy, 
an innovation which, I am sure, Signor Bevianani would have per- 
mitted, and would have orchestrated with the greatest pleasure. 

The first scene of Martha is laid at Richmond, which at this date, 
somewhere about the time of Rosin Hoop, to Judge by the costume, 
was, if appears, overlooked by an Alpine range, including a suspicion 
of snow-capped mountains. The Surrey hills, always a fair scene, must 
have been very different then, as seen in this Fair Scene (in the second 
half of Act I.), to what they are nowadays. Evidently they have been 
considerably cut down since the time of Plumkako and Sceriffo. alias 
** Sheriff.” Nzp pe ReszKf, with jovial drinking song and dance, 
obtained a tremendous encore. The dance did it. What a first-rate 
Henry the Eighth he would make! Let Sir Drurtotanvs look to it. 

The remainder of week given up to encores of already per 
operas. In smooth water; and Martha again next Thursday, 





A LITTLE MOSCOW-RAID. 


[By a party of 170 revellers, led by an active chap-Perowne, who have 
visited Russia to witness the Coronation. ] 


To Moscow we’ve been, and the show we have seen, 
And now we’re returning to Britain, 
Our tales to recount, despite the amount 
Of stuff that’s already been written. 
We English all found, as we trotted around, 
That the Russians were mightily civil ; 
The croakers’ alarms at the troubles and harms _ 
We should meet with might well be called ‘* drivel.’’ 


If we photo’d or sketched, ’twas said we ’d be fetched 
By gendarmes and removed to Siberia ; 

While scribbling was banned by the law of the land— 

these warnings were simple hys 

Like Britishers bold, in each palace we strolled, 
With our visiting cards as mere permit ; 

The police let us through, without further ado, 
Surprised by our ‘* cheek,” as 1 ’ll term it. 

We kodaked the Czar and his ay bizarre, 
And felt not a qualm nor a trembling ; 

Quite free of all charge, we wandered at large 
O’er the place I must spell as the ‘‘ Krembling.’’ 


We came and we saw and were conquered—no flaw 
Could we find in the pageant of wonders ; 

If we think we could beat this spectacular treat, 
We make just the biggest of blunders! 


If only they ’d spend a few roubles, and mend 
Those pavements that shake you to pieces, 

To Moscow we’d burn straightway to return— 
Tis a town where delight never ceases | 

And if ever the Russ should abolish the fuss 

About passports, as done by BRITANNIA, 

Why then, when we part, we could say from our heart 
The Slav au revoir—‘‘ do svidanya!” 


**Not YsaAYELy But Too WELL.’’—I say that Ysayr’s last concert 
takes place on Saturdaynext. Ysaye-turday? Why not saysome other 
day, when it wouldn’t clash (which is inharmonious) with the Sara- 
sate Concert? If YsayE were a Ysaye-acre, he would have made 
some other arrangement, Y saye this now? Never too late. Will 
YsaYE oblige, and play Bacu's famous Chaconne in D minor? 
Forwards! always, but *‘ try Bacu,’’ is the modern musician’s motto. 
Perhaps some amateurs there be who do not care for the Chaconne, 
They should be “* well Chaconne before taken” to hear the perform- 
ance, But, afterall, ‘* Chaconne @ son goiit.” And at this we leave it. 


From ARMENIA TO CoRNWALL.—The SuLtan’s confidential emis- 
tary, the Ritter MicnEeL von NEwiiInsky—r, ashe is a distinguished 
Austrian journalist, let us call him ‘‘ the Writer MicaeL”’—when he 
has settled the diplomatic difficulty, will take advantage of his name, 
which proclaims his Cornish origin (he was born under a ‘* Newlyn 
sky”), to proceed to Cornwall and settle the Newlyn strikers - 

ty. The artists there will welcome him at the Newlya School. 


CREAMERY AND CasH.—See the profits from ice-cream, lemonade, 
water ices, &c.? About 500 per cent., according to case in Sheriff's 
Court. Why not a boom in ginger-beer? De Ginger-Beers much 

than De Beers, 
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The Vicar of St. Winifred-in-the- Wold (to fair Bicyclists). 


THEIR HATS ON ENTERING A CHURCH!” 


OUR OWN EASTERN QUESTION. 
(A. New Tale of a ** Tub.”) 
at It is peat ss er aeeEant, that 
great ulation o istow, Canning Town 
and all the rest of South West Ham, should be 
destitute of such a necessity of healthy life as a 
public bath and wash-house.”’ 
F, M. Marvin, H. M. Inspector of Schools.) 


** Raven up to the eyes,” yet unblest with a 
bath | [Far East ! 
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IT 18 CUSTOMARY FoR Men, I WILL NOT SAY GENTLEMEN, TO REMOVE 


Confusion of the Ladies Rota and Ixiona Bykewell. 


And Wealth in the West, by scant wat:r 
unvext, 
Which the poor ‘**‘ Great Unwashed”’ has so 
oftentimes scorn 
Might ae it ts hard for the poor to keep 
clea 
With no baths whether private or public, 


at han 7 
When water is wanted to keep the — 
and: 


That’s a sweet pretty picture of London’s| But 7 lifts a prayer for,our poor tubless 


A pleasant incentive to choosing the path 
That divideth the man, although poor, 
from the 
Our workaday London must be a nice pitch 
For ~ boos Plaistow victim of drudging 
an 


t, 
Whose only cheap “‘ tub”’ is a dip in a ditch, 
A “* bath” which would soil e’en a Casual’s 
shirt | Lea 


[ 
The foul, stagnant se that trickles from 
aes oe dviae b a sweet sort of 
And life must be full of decorum and glee, 
Without chance of a plunge, without hope 
_ of a sorub | [bard, 
Why even the dread ‘' Parple East” of the 
ugh bloodstained, is not grimed and 
bathless, like ours ; 
And Watson mene find our ‘*‘ Black East,” 
e’s bac . 
Furnish fine themes for wrath, as the Turk 
and the Pow’rs; 
Messrs. onan and Marvin might give him 
a tex 
For sermons in sonnets, with swear-words 
orned, 





2 


And our Waterless Babics—as KinGsLEY 

_ might say P . 

This goss be a theme for the author of 
east, 

- Who pointed such pertinent lessons in play. 
Comers, gently all in sch weather a hi 
6 aml un ya 

thless existence! Sweet Sir, if vou wiles 

Your dear morning tub, its cool lave, its 
nerve-whip, 

How eee you’d be, and how angry 


wi 
And what of a roll in a Regent’s-lane ditch ? 
Punch — poor in euch plight, and 


must 
On the pity—and purse—of the bath-loving 
ri 
Mr. ALDEN, of Mansfield House, Canning 
Town pleads 7 
To the West for the East! chance of plunge, 
dip, and scrub. 
Give the Waterless East what that same 
n 
That’s the of Punch's New Tale of a 
Tub! 








THE NEW ORDER OF VALOUR, 


Tue parade-ground presented a scene of 
unusual brilliancy. All the rank and talent 
of the country were there to do honour to the 
gallant girl whose bravery was to be suitably 
rewarded. The gracious lady who had under- 
taken the task of giving the decoration to the 
courageous recipient wore an expression of 


green, ;| satisfaction at having so pleasing a duty to 
Church petitions find voices all over the | perf v4 


orm. All was sunshine—atmospheric as 
well as mental. . 

The important moment arrived, and then 
the maiden, wearing the costume in which 
she had ormed her doughty deeds— 
divided skirt, smart coat and waistcoat, and 
dainty straw hat—approached the dais. She 
bowel smilingly as the worthy rival to the 
Victoria Cross was fixed to her button-hole. 

Then there came a mighty shout. Hats 
were waved, handkerchiefs were flutter 
and parasols were agitated, in token o 
applause, The enthusiasm was marvellous, 
Only one person was astonished in that vast 
throng—an intelligent foreigner. 

‘* Can you tell me,” said the stranger from 
afar, addressing a police-constable, “‘why is it 
that everybody is so pleased that that young 
lady has got her splendid decoration ?” 

‘* Because,” returned the protector of the 
Law, ‘‘she has richly earned it. She has 


survived a forlorn hope. 
‘** And what has she done?”’ 
through an entire London 
cle without an accident, and 
is being decorated for her luck and valour.” 
And the foreigner, being intelligent, won- 
no longer. 


dered 
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AN APPEAL. 


Inpia. “IT HAVE FOUND THE MEN, SAHIB!—WHY SHOULD I FIND THE. MONEY TOO?” 
Joun Butt, “*’PON MY WORD, MY DEAR, I REALLY DON’T SRE WHY YOU SHOULD!” 
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IT 18 CUSTOMARY FOR Men, I WILL NOT SAY GENTLEMEN, TO REMOVE 


Confusion of the Ladies Rota and Ixiona Bykewell, 








OUR OWN EASTERN QUESTION. 
(A New Tale of a ‘* Tub.”’) 


[‘* It is pitiable, and, indeed, intolerable, that 
the great population of Plaistow, Canning Town, 
and all the rest of South West ema abe should be 
destitute of such a necessity of healthy life as a 
public bath and wash-house.”’ 

F, M. Marvin, H. M. Inspector of Schools.) 
** Raven up to the eyes,” yet unblest with a 
bath | [Far East ! 

That’s a sweet pretty picture of London’s 


A pleasant incentive to choosing the path 
That divideth the man, although poor, 
from the 


Our workaday London must be a nice pitch 
For ee bee Plaistow victim of drudging 


t, 
no only cheap “‘tub”’ is a dip in a ditch, 
bath” which would soil e’en a Casual’s 
shirt | Lea 


[ 
The foul, stagnant sewage, that trickles from 
Into we ‘i dyke, ‘t, a sweet sort of 


And life must be full of decorum and glee, 
Without chance of a plunge, without hope 
of a scrub ! bard, 
Why eg the dread ‘' Parple East” of the 
agh Se beset is not grimed and 


thl 
And Watson 1 ames find our ‘ Black East,”’ 
e’s 
Furnish fine thease for wrath, as the Turk 
and the Pow’rs; 
Messrs. oe and Marvin might give him 
a tex 
For sermons in sonnets, with swear-words 
adorned, 


a 


And pba in the West, by scant wat:r 


Which The. poor **Great Unwashed” has so 
oftentimes scorned, 
Might — it ss hard for the poor to keep 
Wiehe bath whether private or public, 
When Listoong is wanted to keep the fe 


an 
Church pe petitions find voices all over the 
But who lifts a prayer for our poor tubless 


And = Mies: Sy Babies—as KInGsLEY 
fe 
This would be be a theme for the author of 
ea 
Who pointed such pertinent lessons in pla 
Conceive, gentles all, in such weather as thie, 
life amidst dirt, undispelled by a dip! 
A bathless existence! Sweet Sir, if you miss 
Tome. eee morning tub, its cool lave, its 


e-whip, 
How wretahed you ’d be, and how angry 
And what of a — in a Regent’s-lane ditch ' 


Punch pities the poor in tuch plight, and 
mus 
er ity—and purse—of the bath-loving 


Mr, a of Mansfield House, Canning 
To the Mane yoo for eee chance of plunge, 
Give the’ Waterloae, East what that same 
Thal the moral of Punch’s New Tale of a 





,| Victoria Cross was fixed to her 




















THE NEW ORDER OF VALOUR, 


THE parade-ground presented a scene of 
unusual brilliancy. Alli the rank and talent 
of the country were there to do honour to the 
gallant girl whose bravery was to be suitably 
reward The gracious lady who had under- 
taken the task of giving the decoration to the 
courageous recipient wore an expression of 
satisfaction at having so pleasing a duty to 
perform. All was sunshine—atmospheric as 
well as mental. 

The important moment arrived, and then 
the maiden, wearing the costume in which 

she had performed her doughty deeds — 
divided ekirt, smart coat and waistcoat, and 
dainty straw hat—approached the dais. She 
bowed smilingly as the worthy rival to the 
tton-hole. 

Then there came a mighty shout. Hats 
handkerchiefs were fluttered 

in token ot 


O y one person was astonished in that vast 
throng—an intelligent foreigner. 

‘* Can you tell me,” said the stranger from 
afar, addressing a police-constable, ‘why is it 
that everybody is so pleased that that young 
wie has got her splendid decoration ? ”’ 

Because,” returned the protector of the 
Law, “she has richly earned it. She has 
survived a forlorn hope.” 

‘** And what has she done?”’ 


‘*She has gone through an entire London 
is being decora 


ore without an accident, and 

for her luck and valour.” 
And the foreigner, being in ent, won- 

dered no longer. 
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AN APPEAL. 


Invia. ““ I HAVE FOUND THE MEN, SAHIB!—WHY SHOULD I FIND THE. MONEY TOO?” 
Joun Butt, “’PON MY WORD, MY DEAR, I REALLY DON’T SKE WHY YOU SHOULD!” 
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IT 18 CUSTOMARY FOR MEN, I WILL NOT SAY GENTLEMEN, TO REMOVE 


Confusion of the Ladies Rota and Ixiona Bykewell, 


OUR OWN EASTERN QUESTION. And Wealth in the West, by scant wat:r 


(A. New Tale of a ‘* Tub,”) 

[‘ It is pitiable, and, indeed, intolerable, that 
the great population of Plaistow, Canning Town, 
and all the rest of South West should be 
destitute of such a necessity of healthy life as a 
public bath and wash-house.”’ 

F. M. Marvin, H. M. Inspector of Schools.) 


-“ ne oe to the eyes,” yet unblest with a 


[Far East ! 
That’s a sweet pretty picture of London’s 
A pleasant incentive to Shataine the path 
That divideth the man, although poor, 
from the 
Our workaday London must be a nice pitch 
For =e vied Plaistow victim of drudging 
an 
Whose only cheap “ tub’’ is a dip in a ditch, 
A * bath’ ” which would soil e’en a Casual’s 
The foul, ae that trickl ne 
& sewag ickles trom 
Into ae — dyke, _ a sweet sort of 


And life must be full of decorum and glee, 
Without chance of a plunge, without hope 
of a scrub ! 
Why even the dread ‘' Parple East’ of the 
agh meee is not grimed and 


thless, like o 
And Watson ees “find” our ‘* Black East,” 
e's 
Furnish fine ihe for wrath, as the Turk 
and the Pow’rs; 
Messrs. 7 age and Marvin might give him 
a tex 
For sermons in sonnets, with swear-words 
adorned, 





n 


unvext, 
Which the spelt **Great Unwashed” has so 
often rned, 


times 
aca re it ts an for the poor to keep 
With Fear halle whether private or public, 


at han 
When Fela is wanted to keep the iy 
and ; 
Church pe petitions find voices all over the 
But who lifts a prayer for,our poor tubless 


And our Waterless Babics—as KInGsLEY 
_ might say P 
This Wea ry) a theme for the author of 
Yea 
Who pointed such pertinent lessons in pla 
ers sees all, in such oe . this, 
e amidst dirt, undispelled by a 
A bathless existence! Sweet Sir, if you miss 
Your dear 7 rag tub, its cool lave, its 
nerve-w. 
How =eee aiid be, and how angry 


And what of a roll in a Regent’s-lane eer P 
Punch oo poor in such plight, and 


On the pity—and purse—of the bath-loving 
ri 
Mr. a of Mansfield House, Canning 
own 
To the West for the East! chance of plunge, 
, and scrub. 
Give as Waterless East what that same 
sorely n 
ae = of Punch’s New Tale of a 
a 








THE NEW ORDER OF VALOUR, 


THE parade-ground presented a scene of 
unusual brilliancy. All the rank and talent 
ois the Rd orgs were there to do honour to the 

1 —— bravery was to be suitably 

reverd The gracious lady who had under- 

taken the task of giving the decoration to the 

courageous recipient wore an expression of 

satisfaction at having so pleasing a duty to 

perform. All was sunshine—atmospheric as 
well as mental. 

The important moment arrived, and then 
the maiden, wearing the costume in which 
she ormed her doughty deeds — 
—_ ekirt, smart coat and waistcoat, and 

straw hat—approached the dais, She 
owed mnaghy as the worthy rival to the 
Victoria Cross was fixed to her button-hole. 

Then there came a mighty shout. Hats 
were waved, handkerchicts were flutter 
= parasols were agita 


in token o 
lause. The enthusiasm was m — 
On nly one person was astonished in that vast 
thr intelligent foreigner. 

Cen you tall me,” said the stranger from 
afar, addressing a pee ‘“why is it 
ae avery nocd is so pleased that that young 

lady has got her splendid decoration ?” 

‘* Because,” returned the protector of the 
Law, ‘‘she has richly | earned it. She has 
survived a forlorn 

** And what has she ‘one P " 

‘*She has . through an entire London 
season on & e without an accident, and 
See elel bac ker bast ona vanes. 

And the foreigner, being in 
dered no longer. 


ent, won- 
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AN APPEAL. 


Inpia. ‘I HAVE FOUND THE MEN, SAHIB!—WHY SHOULD I FIND THE. MONEY TOO?” 
Joun Butt, ‘‘’PON MY WORD, MY DEAR, I REALLY DON’T SKE WHY YOU SHOULD!” 
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The Vicar of St. Winifred-in-the- Wold (to fair Bicyclists). 


THEIR HATS ON ENTERING A CHURCA!” 


taw |And Wealth in the West, b t wat: 
OUR OWN EASTERN QUESTION. |“"* Soe in the West, by sant water 


(A New Tale of a ‘‘ Tub”) 
abe It is oe om oe a, that 
e great ulation o istow, Canning Tow 
and all he veut of South West should be 
destitute of such a necessity of healthy life as a 
public bath and wash-house.’’ 
F. M. Marvin, H. M. Inspector of Schools.) 


** Rave up to the eyes,”’ yet unblest with a 
bath | [Far East ! 
That’s a sweet pretty picture of London’s 
A pleasant incentive to choosing the path 
That divideth the man, although poor, 
from the 
Our workaday London must be a nice pitch 
For = poor Plaistow victim of drudging 


T 
Whose only mas “tub” is a dip in a ditch, 
A “‘ bath” which would soil e’en a Casual’s 
shirt | Lea 


[ 
The foul, stagnant sewage, that trickles from 
aes es dyke, is a sweet sort of 


And life must be full of decorum and glee, 
Without chance of a plunge, without hope 
Why a "the dread Parple East” of the 
even the - @ 
Though, bloodstained, is not grimed and 


ess, like ours ; 
And Watson might find our ‘‘ Black East,” 


e’s bac 
Furnish fine themes for wrath, as the Turk 
and the Pow’rs; 
Messrs, oe and Marvin might give him 
a tex 
For sermons in sonnets, with swear-words 
adorned, 
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IT I8 CUSTOMARY FOR MEN, I WILL NOT SAY GENTLEMEN, TO REMOVE 


Confusion of the Ladies Rota and Ixiona Bykewell, 


Which the poor *‘ Great Unwashed” has s0 
oftentimes scorned, 
Might — it ss hard for the poor to keep 
clea 
With no baths, whether private or public, 


at 
When water is wanted to keep the earth 
green, and ; 
Church petitions find voices all over the 
But = lifts a prayer for our poor tubless 


And our Waterless Babics—as KiInasLEy 
_ . might say , 
This gp be a theme for ihe author of 
east, 

Who ted such inent lessons in play. 
Coors gen ln enter wt 
e ami un a 
A bathless existence! Sweet Sir, if viet wales 

Your dear morning tub, its cool lave, its 
nerve-whip, 
How er you’d be, and how angry 


wi 
And what of a roll in a Regent’s-lane ditch ? 
Punch pities the poor in such plight, and 
mus 
On = ity—and purse—of the bath-loving 
Mr. ALDEN, of Mansfield House, Canning 
Town pleads 
To the West for the East! chance of plunge, 
dip, and scrub. 
Give the Waterless East what that same 


yn 
That’s the of Punch’s New Tale of a 
Tub! 











THE NEW ORDER OF VALOUR, 


THE parede-ground presented a scene of 
unusual brilliancy. Alli the rank and talent 
of the country were there to do honour to the 
gallant gist whose bravery was to be suitably 
rewarded. The gracious lady who had under- 
taken the task of giving the decoration to the 
courageous recipient wore an expression of 
satisfaction at having so pleasing a duty to 
perform, All was sunshine—atmospheric as 
well as mental. ; 

The important moment arrived, and then 
the maiden, wearing the costume in which 
she had ormed her doughty deeds — 
divided skirt, smart coat and waistcoat, and 
dainty straw hat—approached the dais. She 
hopes smilingly as the worthy rival to the 
Victoria Cross was fixed to her button-hole. 

Then there came a mighty shout. Hats 
were waved, handkerchiefs were flutter 
and parasols were agitated, in token o 
applause. The enthusiasm was marvellous. 
Only one person was astonished in that vast 
throng—an intelligent foreigner. 

‘**Can you tell me,” said the stranger fr 
afar, addressing a police-constable, ‘why is it 
that everybody is so pleased that that young 
lady has got her splendid decoration ?” 

‘* Because,” returned the protector of the 
Law, ‘‘she has richl ed it. She has 


y earn 
survived a forlorn hope.” 

** And what has she done?” 

‘*She has gone through an entire London 
season on & cle without an accident, and 
is being decorated for her luck and valour.” 

And the foreigner, being in ent, won- 
dered no longer. 
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AN APPEAL. 


Invia. “I HAVE FOUND THE MEN, SAHIB!—WHY SHOULD I FIND THE. MONEY TOO?” 
Joun Butt, ‘*’PON MY WORD, MY DEAR, I REALLY DON’T SKE WHY YOU SHOULD!” 
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The Vicar of St. Winifred-in-the- Wold (to fair Bicyclists) Ir 1s cusTOMARY FOR MkEN, I WILL NOT SAY (GENTLEMEN, TO REMOVE 








THE NEW ORDER OF VALOUR, 





THEIR Hats ON ENTERING A CHURCH!” Confusion of the Ladies Rota and Inxiona Bykewell, 
OUR OWN EASTERN QUESTION. |4™4 babe nanclg in the West, by scant wat:r 
” unvex 
(4, New Tale of a * Tub.”) Which the poor ‘ Great Unwashed” has so 
[It is pitiable, and, indeed, intolerable, that oftentimes scorned, 


the great population of Plaistow, Canning Town, | Might learn it is hard for the r to kee 
and all the rat of South West Ham, should be : shag : 


clea 
destitute of such a necessity of healthy life as a With 45 bathe, whether private or public, 
ay bath and wash-house.”’ at han 


F, M. Marvin, H. M. Inspector of Schools.) | When eee ‘is wanted to keep the earth 
‘* Rurep up to the eyes,” yet unblest with a [land ; 
bath |! Far East ! Gharth’ py petitions find voices all over the 


That’s a sweet pretty picture of London’s| But who lifts a prayer for,our poor tubless 
A pleasant incentive to choosing the path 


East, 
That divideth the man, although poor,| And our Waterless Babics—as KINGSLEY 


from the beast. migni say P 
Our workaday London must be a nice pitch | This would be a theme for the author of 
For es Boe Plaistow victim of drudging “east, 


é Who pointed such pertinent lessons in play. 

Whine a only ie “tub” isa dip i in a ditch, | Conceive, gentles all, in such weather as this, 
A+ bath” which would soil e’en a Casual’s| A life amidst dirt, undispelled by a dip! 

shirt | Lea | A bathless existence | Sweet Sir, if you miss 

The foul, stagnant sewage, that trickles trom| Your dear morning tub, its cool lave, its 


Into. & marsh dyke, +s a sweet sort of nerve-whip, 
“tub”! How wretched you ’d be, and how angry 
And life must be full of decorum and glee, withal |! 
Without chance of a plunge, without hope} And what of a roll in a Regent’s-lane ditch ? 
of a scrub ! (bard, | Punch pities the poor in such plight, and 
Why even the dread ‘' Parple East” of the must call 
ough bloodstained, is not grimed and} Onthe ye purse—of the bath-loving 
bathless, like ours ; ric 
And Watson might find our ‘‘ Black East,” |Mr. ALDEN, of Mansfield House, Canning 
e’s backyard, Town pleads 
Furnish fine themes for wrath, asthe Turk| Tothe Wat for the East! chance of plunge, 
and the Pow’rs; dip, and sorub. 
Messrs, Peres and Marvix might give him|Give the ae East what that same 
a tex sorely 
For sermons in sonnets, with swear-words| That’s the § moral of Punch’s New Tale of a 
orned, Tub! 





. 


Tue parede-ground preemies a scene of 
unusual brilliancy. All the rank and talent 
of the country were there to do honour to the 
gallant girl mee bravery was to be suitably 
reward The gracious lady who had under- 
taken the task of giving the decoration to the 
courageous recipient wore an expression of 
satisfaction at having so pleasing a duty to 
perform, All was sunshine—atmospheric as 
well as mental. 

The important moment arrived, and then 
the maiden, wearing the costume in which 
she had performed her doughty deeds — 
divided skirt, smart coat and waistcoat, 
dainty straw hat—a ame. the dais, She 
bowed smilingly as t en rival to the 
Victoria Cross was fixed to her button-hole. 

Then there came a mighty shout. Hats 
were waved, handkerchiefs were flutter 
and parasols were agitated, in token 0 
applause. The enthusiasm was wareelions, 
Only one person was astonished in that vast 
throng—an intelligent foreigner. 

‘Can you tell me,” said the strang er from 
afar, addressing a police-constable, ‘  erhy i is it 
nee prersbody | is so pleased that ‘that young 

lady has got her splendid decoration ?” 

Because,” returned the protector of the 
Law, ‘‘she has richly | earned it. She has 
survived a forlorn hope 

** And what has she ns r 

‘*She has gone through an entire London 
season on a bicycle without an accident, and 
is being decorated for her luck and valour.” 

And ane foreigner, being intelligent, won- 
dered no longer. 
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AN APPEAL. 


Inpia. “‘ I HAVE FOUND THE MEN, SAHIB!—WHY SHOULD I FIND THE, MONEY TOO?” 
Joun Butt, “*’PON MY WORD, MY DEAR, I REALLY DON’T SKE WHY YOU SHOULD!” 





June 13, 1896.] 


THE CHAPERON’S VADE 
MECUM. 


Question. Now that the London 
season is at its height, I suppose 
j it may be assumed that you are 

ming weary ? 
Answer. Not so much as might 
| reasonably be expected, as habit 
is second nature, and the duties 
of a chaperon are practically con- 
tinuous. 

Q. Bat do you not obtain rest 
in the country ? 

A, Not when one’s charge has 
been out for more than a year, 
and has no time to lose. 

' 2 a it not been suggested 

t chaperons are superfluous 

A, The idea was imported from 
America, but was discarded when 
the New Woman was voted out 
of date. 

Q. Then a débutante still re-' 
quires a guide ? 

A, Certainly ; who should also | 
be a philosopher and a friend. 

'Q. What are the duties of a 
chaperon to her charge ? 

A. To attend her to garden- 
| party, concert, opera, or ball, and 
| to suggest a vague superinten- 
| dence over her movements, 
| Q. May a chaperon indulge in 
| any of the pleasures of her 
charge? — ‘ 

A, Until recently she might 
dance at balls, but the mode is 
now considered antiquated. 

Q. Is it permitted to her to 
<r on duty ? 

« The correct answer to this 
question depends on circum- 
stances. If an eligible parti is 
present repose is sometimes not 
only ‘permissible, but beneficial ; 
but a chaperon can never 
sufficiently wideawake in the 
neighbourhood of a detrimental. 

- Is not the wear and tear of 
a nightly tour of ew trying 


to health and stren 

A, Yes; and consequently San- 
day personne ee cere d 
cated, as an addition to a burthen 
alieady sufliciently irksome. 

Q. Can you suggest anything 


THE “ FOURTH” FORM AT ETON. 
By Joynrs Minor, 


FourtH of June a fine day, all the finer for being also a dies non. 
bags,”’ especially ordered for the 

acket and whi 

orry I threw that bale of cloth at 


Much pleased with my new ‘“ 
occasion ; ditto with 
triumph of Brown’s. 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 





A DRESS REHEARSAL. 

L-rd Ch-f J-st-ce (to Sir H-nry Irv-ng). ‘‘You smE, WE ARE 
tao ‘ON TOUR’ IN THE STATES, AND 80—(difidently)—you Ask HIM, 

-CKW-D.” 

Sir Fr-nk L-ckw-d, Q.C., M.P, ‘‘WELL, ME AND MY PARDNER, SO 
TO SPEAK, WANT TO KNOW IF YOU AND J-HN H-RE CONSIDER OUR 
‘MAKE UP’ AS CORRECT FOR THE BUSINESS }” 

Sir H, I, “‘ Waiu—um—(to J. H-re)—wHAT DO YOU THINK?” 

J. H-re (pleasantly). ‘‘ THINK THEY LOOK ‘A PAIR OF SPROTACLES.’ 
But (apologetically) THAT WAS A BIG SUCCESS IN THE Srares,” 

[Séance closed, 


won, 
bo 


just because he was tw 





te waistcoat: altogether a’ runvicg. 
is head 
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better than su after the pla 
to ba followed 4 couple ‘a eo 


crushes and a drive home by day- 
light P 

_A, Yes; a day off at home, 
ae a good night’s rest. 

Q. If the functions of achaperon 
are so trying and disagreeable, 
why are they assumed ? 

A, Because, as the mother or 
nearest friend of her charge, the 
chaperon, naturally, is either 
actuated by duty or affection. 

Q. And what is the highest aim 
the chaperon has in view? 

A, To secure for her charge a 
suitable marriage. 

Q. What isa suitable marriage? 

A, One giving wealth, rank, 
and an easy-going husband. 

Q. And having secured these 
boons for her charge, should a 
chaperon be contented ? 

A, Entirely. She should be 
happy with a happiness saddened 
only by one painful reflection— 
that at some distant date the 
charge she has chaperoned may 
become, por girl! a chaperon 
herself 


A FULFILLED PROPHECY. 
“WHEN American fruit ’s on the 


Was my tip. And the biscuit or 
a 


uu 

By my foresight was easily won— 
As every race-goer owns— 

S») I beg that the gents with the 


winnings 
Won’t neglect to stump up on 


my innings. 
Cheques payable to 
DaRBY JONES, 


Apropos Corvcrpence, — The 
Princess of Wates and her 
oe dined at Derby House 
on Wednesday, June 3. 


In THE BritieH Lion’s DEN. 
—Captain Dann, ringmaster at 
the Agricultural Hall. 


Goop Go.trine Grounps.—The 
North and South ‘‘ Fore’’-lands. 








| Jony’s out of Persimmon winnings; by the way, so glad the Prince 
believe the whole school was “on” him. Watched the dry- 
bs in Upper Club: Major assumes superior air of cricket connoisseur, 
man at Lord’s last year (I hope to get my 
** sixpenny ”’ m this summer). Take Major down a 
tioning how *‘ Buns” THornton hit him over the trees 
He does side so much about his ‘‘ slows,”’ 

Saw little Sxrrpy Nientman (the ‘‘ beak” on a ‘‘ bike”) come 


peg by men- 
or six twice 


the other day. My button-hole—a red rose—most effective, and | such a cropper off his wheel in crowded High Street; grinned with 





‘**matches my complexion” ; Major, who is up at Cambridge now, joy, and ‘‘ capped” him respectf 
~ him of history severend, viz., the sete of | matics, and shan’t forget in a hurry his 


raid combination reminded 
the Warre. Cheek this! Sweltering heat during speeches in Upper 
School ; bust of Porson positively perspired. Don’t particularly care 
about speeches, but went in hope of seeing CROAKSON, my sixth-form 
fag-master, make an ass of himself, He did so—stumbling all over 


his speech from ARISTOPHANES’ Frogs; was delighted—served him 


right for calling me a “‘ lazy little skug.”’ 

Shirked ‘‘ absence” ; if complained of, shall say I was “‘ staying- 
out,” suffering from absent-mindedness, Sxruyny and Lit minor, 
shirked too; prospect of a ‘* swiping ” for us to-morrow: never mind, 
we shall ‘swing, swing together,” as our boating son 
new “‘patents” rather painfully tight, so went with Major to rest 
my Trilbies for a moment, and have an ice ina‘‘sock”’ shop. Met 
our “* le,”” and lunched with them at the White Hart {people 
rather a but, of course, unavoidable), Father, as usual, got 
up in execrable taste ; feel inclined to ask him where he got that 
hat, but, being hopeful of substantial tip, don’t. Paid off old tick at 


says. My 


ally. Am ‘up to” him for mathe- 
keeping me in “after 
twelve ” on St. Andrew’s Day, to do a nae extra work.” Spoke 
to Fours Kosmo WILKINSON, cox of the tis, who was bursting 
with pride (and strawberry squash) on account of his admiral’s 
uniform and ‘‘ cabbage,” which he called a ‘‘ bookie.” Followed 
os eee of boats in a steam-launch to Surley Hall, where we 
ine 

off” Poiltantle Appropriately to result of yesterday’s great race, 
the leading boats were the Victory and the Prince of Wales, 
Father gave me a fiver (hardly sufficient atonement for his ha 

ean ees Major at once wanted to w. Not much! i 


race home to Brocas, where Brock’s fireworks ‘‘ went 


‘* Good-bye” to people, and saw them safely off. Then met Lu. 
minor and SKINNY. ent to “‘ tap,’ and recklessly attempted the 


**Long Glass.” Back to my dame’s at 11 P.M.—one hour after 
“lock-up.” Let us eat, drink, and be merry to-day, for to-morrow 
we——are swished, Floreat Etona ! 
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THE CHAPERON’S VADE 
MECUM. 


Question. Now that the London 
season is at its height, I suppose 
it may be assumed that you are 
becoming weary ? . 

Answer, Not 80 much as might 
| reasonably be expected, as habit. 
is second nature, and the duties 
of a chaperon are practically con- 
tinuous. 

_ Q. Bat do you not obtain rest 
in the country ? 

A. Not when one’s charge has 
been out for more than a year, 
and has no time to lose. 

a a it not eee 
t chaperons are su nous 

A, The idea was imported from 
America, but was discarded when 
the New Woman was voted out 
of date. 

Q. Then a débutante still re- 
quires a guide ? 

A, Certainly ; who should also 
be a philosopher and a friend. 

' Q. What are the duties of a 
chaperon to her charge ? 

A, To attend her to garden- 
| party, concert, opera, or ball, and 
| to suggest a vague superinten- 
| dence over her movements, 
| Q. May a chaperon indulge in| 
| any of the pleasures of her' 
charge ? 

A, Until recently she might 
dance at balls, but the mode is 
now considered antiquated, 

Q. Is it permitted to her to 
s'eep on duty ? ; 

A. The correct answer to this 
question depends on circum- 
stances. If an eligible parts is 
present repose is sometimes not 
only permissible, but beneficial ; 
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better than su after the pla 
to batitlewed er a couple aan ‘ 


— and a drive home by day- 


A. Yes; a day off at home, 
ee a good night’s rest. 

Q. If the functions of achaperon 
are so trying and disagreeable, 
why are they assumed? 

A, Because, as the mother or 
nearest friend of her charge, the 
chaperon, naturally, is either 
actuated by duty or affection. 

Q. And what is the highest aim 
the chaperon has in view ? 

A, To secure for her charge a 
“O What isa ovitable marriage? 

, isa suitable marriage 

A, One giving wealth, rank, 
and an easy-going husband, 

Q. And ‘having secured these 
boons for her charge, should a 
chaperon be contented ? 

A, Entirely. She should be 
happy with a happiness saddened 
oly by one painful reflection— 
that at some distant date the 
charge she has chaperoned may 
become, por girl! a chaperon 
herself, 


A FULFILLED PROPHECY. 
‘ WHEN American fruit ’s on the 
Was - tip. And the biscuit or 
10 
By my foresight was easily won— 
As every race-goer owns— 
S»> I beg that the gents with the 
winnings 
Won't neglect to stump up on 


my innings. 
Cheques payable to 
DaRBy JONES. 


WENG 


~~ 


S 


| \ 
AWS 
AAS? 


a. 
~ 


f 
A 


but a chaperon can never be 

sufficiently wideawake in the 

neighbourhood of a detrimental. 
. Is not the wear and tear of 


No 
A DRESS REHEARSAL. 
L-rd Ch-f J-st-ce (to Sir H-nry Irv-ng). ‘‘You sR8, WE ARE 
pe ‘ON TOUR’ IN THE STATES, AND 80—(diffidently)—you A&K HIM, 
-CKW-D.” 
Sir Fr-nk L-ckw-d, Q.C., M.P, ‘‘ WELL, ME AND MY PARDNER, SO 


Apropos Corvcrpence, — The 
Princess of Wates and her 
conghters dined at Derby House 
on Wednesday, June 3. 


a nightly tour of revelry t 
to health and strength ? area 


A, Yes; and consequently San- | ‘wake up’ As CORRECT FOR THE BUSINESS ?” 
day eee arene @-| Sir HI. “ Wait—vum—(to J. H-re)—wHAT DO YoU THINK?” 
cated, as an addition to a burthen 


alieady sufliciently irksome. 
Q. Can you suggest anything 


THE “ FOURTH” FORM AT ETON. 
By Joynrs Minor, 


Fourtn of June a fine day, all the finer for being also a dies non. 
Much pleased with my new ‘* bags,” ially ordered for the 
occasion ; ditto with jacket and white waistcoat : oe a 
triumph of Brown’s. Sorry I threw that bale of cloth at his head 
the other day. My button-hole—a red rose—most effective, and 
‘“‘matches my complexion”; Major, who is up at Cambridge now 
raid combination reminded him ot history reversed, viz., the roses © 
the Warre. Cheek this! Sweltering heat during speeches in Upper 
School; bast of Porson positively pera: Don’t particularly care 
about speeches, but went in hope of seeing CRoAKSON, my sixth-form 
fag-master, make an ass of himself. He did so—stumbling all over 
his speech from AristopHANEs’ Frogs; was delighted—served hi 
right for calling me a “‘ lezy little skug.” 

Shirked ‘‘ absence” ; if complained of, shall say I was “‘ staying- 
port suffering from absent-mindedness, Sxryny and Lit minor, 


irked too; prospect of a ‘' swi ing ” for us to-morrow: never mind, 
we shall “swing, swing together,” as our boating song says. My | 
new ‘‘patents” rather pai tight, so went with Major to rest 


my Trilbies for 2 moment, and have an ice ina‘‘sock”’ shop. Met 
our ple ’ and lunched with them at the White Hart (people 
rather a but, of course, unavoidable). Father, as usual, got 
up in execrable taste; feel inclined to ask him where he got that 
hat, but, being hopeful of substantial tip, don’t. Paid off old tick at 


TO SPEAK, WANT TO KNOW IF YOU AND J-HN H-RE CONSIDER OUR 


J. H-re (pleasantly). ‘‘ J THINK THEY LOOK ‘ A PAIR OF SPECTACLES.’ 
Burt (apologetically) THAT WAS A BIG SUCCESS IN THE Srares,” 


him | the 


In THE British Lion’s Den. 


—Captain Dann, ringmaster at 
the Raclacitavel Hall. 


Goop Gotrine Grounps.—The 
[Séance closed, | North and South ‘* Fore ”’-lands, 





| Jony’s out of Persimmon winnings; by the way, so glad the Prince 
won, believe the whole school was “on” him. Watched the dry- 
bobs in Upper Club : Major assumes superior air of cricket connoisseur, 
just because he was twelfth man at Lord’s last year (I hope to get my 
** sixpenny’”’ myself this summer). Take Major down a peg by men- 
‘tioning how ‘*‘ Buns” THornrton hit him over the trees for six twice 
‘'runpiog. He does side so much about his ‘‘ slows,’ 
| Saw little Sxirpy Nientman (the “beak” on a ‘‘ bike”) come 
‘such a cropper off his wheel in crowded High Street ; grinned with 





joy, and ‘‘ capped” him respectfully. Am ** up to” him for mathe- 


matics, and shan’t forget in a hurry his keeping me in “after 
twelve ”’ on St. Andrew’s Day, to do a beastly ‘‘ extra work.” Spoke 
to young Kosmo WILKINSON, cox of the Zhetis, who was bursting 
with pride (and strawberry squash) on account of his admiral’s 
uniform and ‘‘ cabbage,” which he called a ‘* bookie.” Followed 
- on of boats in a steam-launch to Surley Hall, where we 
ine 

Ripping race home to Brocas, where Brock’s fireworks ‘‘ went 
off” brilliantly. Appropriately to result of yesterday’s great race, 
the leading boats were the Victory and the Prince of Wales. 
Father gave me a fiver (hardly sufficient atonement for his ha 

though), which Major at once wanted to borrow. Not much! i 

‘*Good-bye’”’ to people, and saw them safely off. Then met Lim 
minor and Skinny. Wentto “tap,” and recklessly attempted the 


**Long Glass.”” Back to my dame’s at 11 p.m.—one hour after 
“lock-up.” Let us eat, drink, and be merry to-day, for to-morrow 
we——are swished. Floreat Etona ! 
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THE POLITICAL “FIVE O'CLOCK.” 
THE NEW ARRAXGEMENTS ARE DAILY ATIRACTING A ‘“‘ FRESH-ABRATED AXD WELL BRED’? COMPANY TO THE TERRACE OF THE HovsE or Commons. 
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THE DIFFERENCE, 


Coachman, ‘‘ Now THEN, CABBY, GET ALONG, WILL YER!” 
Cabby, ‘‘ WHY, WHAT’S YOUR ’ORKY? YoU aIN’T PAID BY THE JoB!” 








OUR DERBY PROPHECY. ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 
WHERE be your Prophets now? And where be your “ Profits,” if EXTRACTED FROM THE DIARY OF TOBY, M.P. 


you did not avail yourselves of the Tip par excellence given in . 
Mr, Punch's Derby Cart»on last Wideentad? Oracles are fot the|, House of Commons, Monday, June 1.—Back after Whitsun 


wise, and is not a veil, a Derby Day veil, a part of the Prophet’s| !°lidays; at least some four or five score of us. The Squrns still 
attire? Was not H.R'H 's Persimmon evidently Mr. Punch’s' tip” finger sat Malwood amid the other June roses. Prince ARTHUR 
as clear as the noonday sun ? A prophecy to be read by those who| /ooked in at question time; as soon as light railways were brought 
ran, or who were interested in the ranners. Mr. Punch takes this, | "to station, got himself shunted. Quiet, business-like sitting tem- 
his earliest opportunity, of heartily congratulating H.R.H. on the} Pered by Catpweit. Began to count number of speeches he made ; 
most popular event of the year. Winners, on this occasion, won with | Providentially fell asleep midway in computation. When I awoke 
additional pleasure, and losers felt their lossas less. Wrote ‘t Pavo” | VALDWELL was moving to insert in Clause 4 “‘ when required in the 
in the Morning Pust: ‘‘S» far as the tip was concerned, Punch’s , nterests of agriculture. ' 
remarkable cartoon, with its admiration of the Prince of Wares as|, Principal attraction found on the Terrace. Transformation scene 
‘a good sportsman,’ in ‘wishing him luck on his first Derby,’ will |" one respect. RopeRt, who used sometimes to bring you the tea 
go down to posterity as one of the most triumphant predictions ever | Yu had ordered butgenerally to take it to someoneelse, has been super- 
published.” Wasn't it evident to the astute Reader of Riddles that | S°ded. In his ears trips neat-handed Payxuis in black frock, white 
there was a '' Purse” in Persimmon ? apron, and spotless cambric cap. Henry HowostH gloomily surveys 
scene from doorway. Nothing will induce him to cross the threshold, 
‘‘ What we are coming to,” he said in muffled tones, ‘‘I really 
don’t know. The other day we had women in possession of West- 
minster Hall. To-night they swarm the Terrace. One thing I am 
gratefal for is that my old friend and companion dear, Dicky 
TeMPLE, hasn’t lived to see this day. Of course I mean lived in a 
Parliamentary sense. Outside the House he’s younger, handsomer, 
and more wane than ever; ready to succeed Exein at Caleutta 
and Simla, if the Marxkiss insists. Anyhow he’s out of Parliament, 
| and a happy man at that. This engagement of waitresses on the 
QuEsTION ¥oR Next YEaR.—Cannot the ‘‘ Royal Military Tourna- | Terrace is opening the door of the House itself to the thin end of the 
ment ”’ be put under the management of Sir Davriotanvs, and be} wedge of Female Suffrage. Spall go off and write letter to Zimes on 
brought up to Olympia or Earl’s Court? Or why could there not be | subject. Haven’t given them anything ort ; 
a big circus temporarily erected for the show in Regent’s Park ? As for Colonel Marx, uncle (on the Coldstream Guard side) of 
Frank Lockwoop, Q.C., he sat at a table all by himself, surveying 


As Micur bg Exprcrep.—Mr, Bartow, the new Member for the oe pene ae = el nae com - = ten st ave 


Frome Division, owes his election entirely to the popularity of his ag gle 
pupils, Messrs. SANDFORD and MERTON. | ares se aa he oes, a wan smile flickering over 
‘* On occasions like this, Toby, dear boy,” he said, ** prose won’t do 
Lorp DorreRin’s FAREWELL Sone.—‘“ Parigi O Cara!” for me. I must drop into poetry. Don’t be afraid, Under new 


The Onus of Obstruction. 
(By any Party Politician.) 
OB-TRUCTION for our side hath no seduction ; 
For when we’re out it is not called Obstruction ! 


When we are in Obstruction blares and bellows, 
Bat then the fault is with—those other fellows! 


eee 
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THE POLITICAL “FIVE O'CLOCK 


THE NEW ARRANGEMENTS ARE DAILY ATINACTING A ‘‘ FRESH-AERATED AXD WELL BrepD'’ COMPANY TO THE TERRACE OF THE HovsE or ComMoNs. 
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THE DIFFE 
Coachman, ‘‘ Now THEN, CABBY, GET ALONG, WILL YER!” 
Cabby, ‘‘ WHY, WHAT ’S YOUR ’URBY ? 
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RENCE, 


You ain’T PAID BY THE Jos!” 








OUR DERBY PROPHECY. 


WHEkE be your Prophets now? And where be your “ Profits,” if 
you did not avail yourselves of the Tip par excellence given in 
Mr. Punch’'s Derby Cart»on last Wedaesday ? Oracles are for the 
wise, and is not a veil, a Derby Day veil, a part of the Prophet's 
attire? Wasnot H.R H's Persimmon evidently Mr. Punch's“ tip” 
as clear as the noonday sun? A prophecy to be read by those who 
ran, or who were interested in the rannera, Mr. Punch takes this, 
his earliest opportunity, of heartily congratulating H.R.H. on the 
most popular event of the year. Winners, on this occa‘ion, won with 
additional pleasure, and losers felt their losses less. Wrote *t Pavo” 
in the Morning Pust: ‘‘S») far as the tip was concerned, Punch’s 
remarkable cartoon, with its admiration of the Prince of WALEs as 
‘a good sportsman,’ in ‘wishing him luck on his first Derby,’ will 
go down to posterity as one of the most triumphant predictions ever 
published.” Wasn't it evident to the astute Reader of Riddles that 


there was a ‘* Purse” in Persimmon ? 


The Onus of Obstruction. 
(By any Party Politician.) 
OB-TRUCTION for our side hath no seduction ; 
For when we’re out it is not called Obstruction |! 


When we are in Obstruction blares and bellows, 
Bat then the fault is with—th»se other fellows ! 


QUESTION ¥oR Next YEAR.—Cannot the ‘‘ Royal Military Tourna- 
ment ’’ be put under the management of Sir DaurioLanvs, and 
brought up to Olympia or Earl’s Court? Or why could there not be 
a big circus temporarily erected for the show in Regent’s Park ? 





As Micut bg Expgcrep.—Mr. Bartow, the new Member for the 
Frome Division, owes his election entirely to the popularity of his 
pupils, Messrs. SanpFoRD and MERTon. 





Lozp DorreRin’s FaREWELL Sone.—‘ Parigi O Cara!” 


—_—_—_—— 


be | wedge of Female Suffrage. 


ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 
EXTRACTED FROM THE DIARY OF TOBY, M.P. 


House of Commons, Monday, June 1.—Back after Whitsun 
holidays; at least some four or five score of us. The Squrks still 
lingers at Malwood amid the other June roses. Prince ARTHUR 
iooked in at question time; as soon as light railways were brought 
into station, got himself shunted. Quiet, business-like sitting tem- 
pered by Catpweri1, Began to count number of speeches he made; 
providentially fell asleep midway in computation. When I awoke 
CALDWELL was moving to insert in Clause 4 ‘‘ when required in the 
interests of agriculture.” 

Principal attraction found on the Terrace. Transformation scene 
in one respect. Ropert, who used sometimes to bring you the tea 
you had ordered but generally to take it to someoneelse, has super- 
seded. In his place trips neat-handed Payxuxis in black frock, white 
apron, and spotless cambric cap. Henry HowoatH gloomily surveys 
scene from doorway, Nothing will induce him to cross the threshold, 

‘‘ What we are coming to,”’ he said in muffled tones, ‘‘I really 
don’t know. The other day we had women in possession of West- 
minster Hall. To-night they swarm the Terrace. One thing I am 
gratefol for is that my old friend and companion dear, Dicky 
TEMPLE, hasn’t lived to see this day. Of course I mean lived in a 
Parliamentary sense. Outside the House he’s younger, handsomer, 
and more be pes: than ever; ready to succeed Ererw at Caleutta 
and Simla, if the Marxkiss insists. Anyhow he’s out of Parliament, 
and a happy man at that. This engagement of waitresses on the 
Terrace is opening the door of the House itself to the thin end of the 
Sball go off and write letter to Zimes on 
subject. Haven’t given them anything ees 

As for Colonel Marx, uncle (on the Coldstream Guard side) of 
Frank Lockwoop, Q.C., he sat at a table all by himself, surveying 
the scene which owed its inception to his fertile brain, its execution 
to his discriminating hand. ith new cork hat pushed to mira- 
colous angle at back of his head, he sat, a wan smile flickering over 
countenance of scholarly pallor. 

**On occasions like this, Tosy, dear boy,” he said, ‘* prose won’t do 
for me. I must drop into poetry. Don’t be afraid, Under new 
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THE POLITICAL “FIVE O'CLOCK.” 


THE NEW AREAXGEMENTS ARE DAILY ATIRACTING A “‘ FRESH-ABRATED AXD WELL BRED’? COMPANY TO THE TERRACE OF THE HovsE or ComMONS. 





June 1%, 1896.) 


wN\ 


THE DIF 


4 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 


FERENCE, 


287 





rs M \ 





Coachman. ‘‘ Now THEN, CABBY, GET ALONG, WILL YER!” 


Cabby, ‘‘ WHY, WHAT’S YOUR ’UORKY ? 


You alIN’T PAID BY THE JoB!” 








OUR DERBY PROPHECY. 


WHERE be your Prophets now? And where be your ** Profits,” if 
you did not avail yourselves of the Tip par excellence given in 
Mr, Punch’s Derby Cartvon last Wedaesday ? Oracles are fot the 
wise, and is nota veil, a Derby Day veil, a part of the Prophet's 
attire? WasnotH.R H's Persimmon svinuitty Mr, Punch’s“ tip”’ 
as clear as the noonday sun? A prophecy to be read by thoss who 
ran, or who were interested in the rannera. Mr. Punch takes this, 
his earliest opportunity, of heartily congratulating H.R.H. on the 
most popular event of the year. Winners, on this occasion, won with 
additional pleasure, and losers felt their lossas less. Wrote ‘* Pavo” 
in the Morning Pust: ‘‘S) far as the tip was coacerned, Punch’s 
remarkable cartoon with its admiration of the Prince of WALEs as 
‘a good sportsman, in ‘wishing him luck on his first Derby,’ will 
go down to posterity as one of the most triumphant predictions ever 
published.” Wasn't it evident to the astute Reader of Riddles that 
there was a ‘‘ Purse” in Persimmon ? 








The Onus of Obstruction. 
(By any Party Politician.) 
Os-TRUCTION for our side hath no seduction ; 
For when we ’re out it is not called Obstruction | 


When we are in Obstruction blares and bellows, 
Bat then the fault is with—th)se other fellows |! 





QuESsTION FoR Next YEAR.—Cannot the ‘‘ Royal Military Tourna- 
ment’ be put under the management of Sir DaurioLanvs, and be 
brought up to Olympia or Earl’s Court? Or =r could there not be 
a big circus temporarily erected for the show in egent’s Park ? 





As Micut bg ExeEctep.—Mr. Bartow, the new Member for the 
Frome Division, owes his election entirely to the popularity of his 
pupils, Messrs. Sanprorp and MErRTon. 





Lorp DorreRin’s FaREWELL Sone.—t Parigi O Cara!” 


ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 
EXTRACTED FROM THE DIARY OF TOBY, M.P. 


House of Commons, Monday, June 1.—Back after Whitsun 
holidays; at least some four or five score of us. The Squrrx still 
lingers at Malwood amid the other June roses. PrINcE ARTHUR 
looked in at question time; as soon as light railways were brought 
into station, got himself shunted. Quiet, business-like sitting tem- 
pered by CaLDwrLL. Began to count number of speeches he made ; 
providentially fell asleep midway in computation. When I awoke 
CALDWELL was moving to insert in Clause 4 ‘‘ when required in the 
interests of agriculture.” 

Principal attraction found on the Terrace. Transformation scene 
in one respect. RopeRrt, who used sometimes to bring you the tea 
you had ordered but generally to take it to someoneelse, has been super- 
seded. In his place trips neat-handed Paytuis in black frock, white 
apron, and ridtioas cambric cap. Henry HowostH gloomily surveys 
scene from doorway. Nothing will induce him to cross the threshold, 

‘‘ What we are coming to,” he said in muffled tones, ‘tI really 
don’t know. The other day we had women in possession of West- 
minster Hall. To-night they swarm the Terrace. One thing I am 
gratefol for is that my old friend and companion dear, Dicky 
TEMPLE, hasn’t lived to see this day. Of course I mean lived in a 
Parliamentary sense. Outside the House he’s younger, handsomer, 
and more vigorous than ever; ready to suce Eten at Caleutta 
and Simla, if the Markiss insists. Anyhow he’s out of Parliament, 
and a happy man at that. This engagement of waitresses on the 
Terrace is opening the door of the House itself to the thin end of the 
wedge of Female Saffrage. Sball go off and write letter to Zimes on 
subject. Haven’t given them anything lately,” 

As for Colonel ase. uncle (on the Caldetraens Guard side) of 
Fsank Lockwoop, Q.C., he sat at a table all by himself, surveying 
the scene which owed its inception to his fertile brain, its execution 
to his discriminating hand. ith new cork hat pushed to mira- 
calous angle at back of his head, he sat, a wan smile flickering over 
countenance of scholarly pallor. 

‘*On occasions like this, Tony, dear boy,” he said, ** prose won't do 
for me. I muet drop into poetry. Don’t be afraid, Under new 
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Kitchen Committee regulations no extra charge. O Woman,” 
he continued, reverentially removing the cork hat, without 
which he never ventures to cross the Channel— 
““O Woman, in our hour of ease 
Uncertain, coy, and hard to please, 
Come, brave the cooling Terrace breeze, 
And serve our five o’clocker teas.”’ 


Business done.—Light Railways advanced along report 
stage ; rate not exceeding eight miles an hour, 


Tuesday.—Cap’en Tommy, marooned in the early Forties 
on an island in the Corsican Archipelago, wore ugh the 
weary hours by mastering the Italian tongue. Comes in 
useful now; enables him to master contents of Green Book 
issued i Retr Government, setting forth communications 
passing between the Manrxiss and Italian Foreign Office on 
subject of Soudan. Apparently only two copies of precious 
volume in London. The Cap’En has one stowed in his ham- 
mock ; GEorGE Curzon spends his nights and days at Foreign 
Office studying the other. Cap’EN to-night paid out long 
cable of questions culled from Green Book. JoHN MoRteEy, 
Dix, and Sack oF Qu¥EN ANNE'S GATE chimedin. These 
easily put on one side. At least they haven’t got the Green 

k, and speak only by SeAreed ne CaP’rn literally 
speaks by the book. No more shaking him off than was 
found possible by the wedding guest in the case of another 
Ancient Mariner. 

The Under Secretary could not choose but hear. Some 
choice left him in matter of answering questions. Elected 
to make none, or y any. Scene closed with € 
impression that there is something w at the Fo 
Office; that the X rays of Cap’en Tommy's remaining eye 
have pierced the veil; that the Marxiss has been thrown 
into a state of extreme nervous unrest; and that even 
GroRGE CuRzon’s imperturbability has been punctured as if 
it were merely a pneumatic tyre. 

‘*T wonder at you, of men, Cap’EN,” said Sark. 
**'You have your little flare-ups from time to time; but 

ou sit behind your leaders, and are too old a salt not to 


ow the ct due to the Admiral. Remember I was 
once staying down at Middle Hall, in Worcestershire, with 
old friend THomas Puitiirrs, Going through his library, 


he showed me precious fifteenth-century manuscript, being 
the Itinerartum of Amprosius CAMALDULENSIS. The manu- 
script is, in the main, written in-Latin. But, as Sir Tuomas | oy 
pointed out, when the learned General of the Camalduli 
movks came to record the peccadilloes of monks or nuns of his own 
order, he wrote in Greek. Do you see the pretty moral that underlies 
this story? and don’t you think it is applicable to conduct of a 
good Minirterialist ?”’ 

The Cap’En’s eye, which, long-scinning the ocean, has taken on a 
shade of its eclour and assumed some of its depth, glistened 

‘I see,”’ he said, rabbing the side of his nose with the hook that 
better eerves him than an ordinary man’s right hand, ‘‘ But Greek 
wouldn’t suit the tack I’m sailiog, so I haven’t stowed any.”’ 
- Business done.—Light Railways through Committee, . 


Thursday.—Who was it of whom the poet remarked that he was 
Problematically pious, but indubitably drunk ? 


No one in the House of Commons, I’m sure, whether big or little, 
having cathedral connections, or chumming in Line recurs 
to Sank’s inconsequential mind as he yawns through the slow hours, 
and from time to time awakes to the conclusion that the Houee is 
problematically busy, bot indubitably dull. Light Railways on 
again. Started eT well with Rircnre in guard’s van. At first 
seemed as if it would reach terminus ‘‘on time,” as they say in the 
United States. At junction with Clause 13 line blocked; for 
more than hour train didn’t advance a yard, Steam-whistle blown 
for Closure; no notice taken by signalman in box at table. Another 
long wait; steam-whistle on again; this time si answered ; 
points closed; train moved on—to be blocked again, and so laid up 
for the night, with destination still far off. 

‘Talk about your Big Wheel,” said Rrrcum; ‘‘it’s quite a 
revolving catac compared with trying to work an innocent Bill 
through this House now the Opposi having tasted blood at an 
all-night sitting, have won two seats at bye-elections, If these 
things are done in the dry of a Light Railway Bill, what will it be 
in the green of the Education Bill ?” 

Lighting bis short black clay, doffing his lantern with a jerk, and 
muttering an unparliamentary remark about the er time at which 
workmen’s trains on the Underground are knocked off, the irate 
gusrd set off on his weary walk home. 
Business done.—Light Railways Bill blocked again. 
Friday.— Chairman of Committee on Private Bills wandering 
about House in forlornist mood. Looks as if he had lost his way 
down one of the hills that girdle far-off Fingen. Sax says he is 





[Jone 13, 1896, 









———————— 








——_—_ 
a 








—_ 












\ EEE NEE NEED NSE 


——— 





o* «es? 


Adjutant. ‘‘HvuLLo, wHaT’s THIS? WHAT DO YOU MEAN BY APPEARING 
IN A DASHED ‘Pot Hat?” 
Volunteer (coolly), *‘Faor 1s, 1’vR NO OTHER, AS MY WIFE MADE 4 Morr 
my Bussy!” 


huffed abuut that hat. It is his business to be in attendance every 
day at three o’clock. Takes seat on Treasury Bench, Clerk reads 
out list of Private Bills. Frxcen, making response, lifts his hat 
and says, ‘‘ To-morrow,” ‘‘ Thursday,” ‘‘ Monday,” or whatever day 
may be fixed for further procedure. all very well once in a 
way ; but to go on day after day through a list of Bills as long asa 
mountain path tells upon a hat, however stout the brim. At begin- 
ning of Session proposal talked of that provision should be made in 
Civil Service Estimates for two new hats per Session for Private Bill 
Committee Chairmen. Nothing came of it, not even a Glengarry. 

‘“‘ Bother the hat!” said Kuvern, with petulance un in man 
of nee temperament. 

‘‘Ah,” said Sark, watching him as he went down the corridor, 
meaning to go into the library and, losing his way, straying into the 
newspaper room, ‘*I know what it is. It’s LowrHer. Palled him 
up, you know, the other night when he was discoursing on Light 
Railways Bill; warned him of irrelevance; finally ordered him to 
resume his seat. Nice position this for Chairman of Private Bills 
Committee. Worse than the beasts of the field. Dog won't eat 
dog, but Chairman of Committee of Ways and Means is not above 
trampling upon Chairman of Committee on Private Bills. No wonder 
FINcEN ’s upset.” . Business done.—In Committee of Supply. 


Rhyme on the Relief Bill. 
(By Mr. Ch-pl-n.) 


I rorDLy hoped sweet Frome would say 
‘* For this Relief much thanks!” 
Bat no! Frome coldly turns away, 
And— joins the Rosrpery ranks ! 
Alas! that any Bill of mine — 
Should help to swell that ‘‘ thin Rad line” 


A Pozztxr.—‘ For the life of me,” exclaimed Mr. Matrnew 
Muppet, “I cannot understand what: the * Christy sy’ can 
have to do with foreign politics.’”’ Nor did it seem clear to anyone 
until some person more enlightened than the others suggested that 
for Christy Minstrels be substituted ‘‘ the Crispr Ministry.” 
‘*Of course!’ said MuppEL; ‘‘ that’s it.”’ 
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A FALSTAFFIAN TREE IN THE HAYMARKET, 
AS SEEN BY RONTGEN RAYS 








ROUNDABOUT READINGS, 
** ADVENTURES IN OBITICISM.” 


OccasIONALLY, when I have been suffering from the terrible re- 
action caused by reading a bad book, a fearful temptation 
assailed me. Something, not myself, that makes for righteousness 
(or, to use Mr, Catnk’s word, for rightness), seems then to 
whisper to me, *‘ take your pen in your hand, seclude yourself from 
the world and its pleasures, and write a compendium or dictionary 
of bad books. Thus one ye profit the public, and A for your- 
self favour and an immortal fame.” So the tempter whispers, but a 
few moments of reflection banish the pleasant idea by convincing me 
of the hopelessness of the task. 


THERE were once two barristers-at-law, vigorous young men of a 
high spirit, and it occurred to them, as they divided their swift 
minds now hither now thither in search of professional advancement, 
that no one had yet written a Digest of Overruled a dictionary, 
so to speak, of bad law. they set to work, secured = kindy ve - 
lisher, and in the space of three years produced a monumental work, 
in which they brought together in a convenient mnene the decided 
cases which a later and more enlightened judicial opinion had 
robbed of authority and consigned to destruction. By an ingenious 
application of the method known to racing men as “‘ Form at a 
Glance re were enabled to see how a case had run in public since 
it was f ed up to the moment when, broken down and decrepit, it 
had been dismissed by an elaborate dictum of Khadamanth han- 
cellor, to the knacker’s yard. On the analogy of this Digest I 

ed to myself a Digest of Disspproved Books, and my mind, pur- 
ore» the pleasant imagination, seemed to see some such entry as 
the following :— 

** THE SaTanist’s SvICIDE, 3 vols., 189—. Commented on by daily 

ress passim ; reviewed by GRANT ALLEN ; disapproved by ANDREW 
ne, ‘a book that might have amused the moments of an 
Aztec on his way to the sacrificial stone, and might atill satisfy a 
in 5 nee for culture ;’ finally o ed by A, T, QUILLER 
OUCH. : 


Bur the task, as I said, is hopeless, and I had always to abandon it, 
It were otherwise if we appointed our critics as we do our judges, if, 


VOL. CXe 


has | that 


for instance, Mr, ANDREW Lane, by public decree, duly printed in 
the Gazette, were one fine day to be prom’ to a seat on the 

of the High Court of Literary Justice, wi per emolument and 
sny smount of ermine. I can picture the scene. Lord Chief Justice 
Lane would take his seat on the morning after hi« appointment, and 
Literature—the editor, let us say, of the 





























Weekly Mentor—would rise in his place, and, in a few -chosen 
words, congratulate the judge on his appointment, recalling the days 
when, as young men, they b 


] had ee side by side in many a 
pater t review. Mr. Richarp GALLIENNE would add his 
con ations on behalf of the Junior Bar, and, without any 
further formality, the new Chief Justice would immediately proceed 
to dispose of the first book on his list. 

Tus, however, being a mere dream of authority, we must content 
ourselves with the best substitutes we can devise. erefore I 
welcome, with all proper eee Mr. A. T. QuriLER Covucn’s 
Adventures in Critscism, lately published by Casszett & Co. If I 
should ever, for my sins, be <r to draw up a list of ‘‘ Books 
that have done me good,” I should keep a very high place for this 
delightful book. It has sanity, tolerance, and, above all, a and 
abundant spring of humour. With a ens aud graceful touch, 
Mr. QuittER CoucH ranges from CHaucer to THomas CAREW, thence 
to M. Zota, and so on tothe “* Attitude of the Public towards Letters,” 
to Mr. AntHoxy Hopz, Mr. pv Mavgimr, and Mr, Srock- 
TON. His air is so gay, his conversation so agreeable, his whole 
manner so affable, that you needs must follow where this easy and 
attractive guide leads you, thanking your good fortune that gave you 
80 g & companion. 


Ler it not be assumed from anything that I have said at the 
outset of this paper that Mr. QuitLER CoucH assumes an Athanasian 
attitude towards his authors. , he is apt to praise— 
but to praise with discrimination. I do not ways sere with him. 
For instance, I doubt if he is fair to CaLVERLEY, to others I am 
convinced that he is more than fair. But as to CALVERLEY, I confess 
that I distrust my own judgment as an infallible guide; for a youth- 
ful enthusiasm leaves its traces in maturity, and the grown man 
shrinks from depreciating that which delighted him as a boy. For 
me CALVERLEY Js unapproachable, not merely when I think of him 
as a writer of light verse of the most extraordi finish and felicity, 
but also when I remember his beautiful version of THEOcRITUS, 


STILL, even when one di s with Mr. QuILLER CoUCcH, one 
isagrees with hesitation, and a moment af s di ent 
is certain to give place to a hearty assent. After reading his book I 
feel as if I had cleared my mind of all mauner of humbug and 
nonsense. There is more sound sense in (to take only two instances) 
‘* The Attitude of the Public towards Letters” and ‘* The Poor Little 
Penny Dreadful’ than in all the pompous and magistral sermonisings 
es for criticism with the great Public, and are afterwards 
republished and forgotten. Without wishing t» tread upon the 
dangerous ground of comparison, I may say that Mr. QUILLER 
CoucH’s e*says produce upon my mind a sort of mixed effect. of 
Haziitt and Cartes Lams. He has something of the pen reane 
directness of the one and not a little of the whimsical pla eFs 0 
the other. And he has his own qualities peculiar to himself which 
make his writings a pleasure, 


DARBY JONES ON THE ROYAL HUNT CUP. 
HonovkED S1n,—Despite the fact that no cheques or postal order 


have rewarded my sin talent in discovering the Royal winner of 
the Derby, obedient to your command I venture to before you 
and your readers an ing, written in pencil, as to the successful 


candidate for the Hunt Cup at Ascot. Here it is:— 
** At Ascot I’m a Mascot, 
Don’t quarrel with the Easter boon I tip, 
Though I own a sheep’s condition 
May disclose the imposition 
Of a quack who can’t a young-old man outstrip.” 
In the above Homeric lines you have, I fancy, the essence of this 
t event faithfully Liebigged. Hearing that you have, since the 
psom victory, been feeding your dog Jody on mutton while 
regaling yourself with magnums, not in parvo, I take leave to 
remind you that crumbs from the table of Dives are not d by 
Your obedient Servant, DARBY JONES. 


‘* A Case for the Victoria Cross.” 
On Wednesday, June 10, ‘The Contents Bill” of the Daily 
Telegraph had the following announcement,— 
CAPTURE OF SUARDEH 
By Ovr Wak CoRRESPONDENT. 


Alone he did it!! Shall such daring bravery go unrewarded ? 
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t Liberal Meeting in London 


grea 


0.) 


The ex-Premier will address a 
th.”"— Westminster Gazette, June | 


ital spirits. 


pain in ca 
before the end of the present mon 


[ “ Lord Rosznery has come back from Spain i 





June 20, 1896.] 


A BALLADE OF FASHION. 
(By an unwilling Votary.) 

Away from here, among the flowers, 

By quiet country hedge-rows trim, 
Would I might roam away the hours, 
All unregarding Fashion’s whim. 
But throttled he clutches grim, 

I saunter stiffly down the Row— 
Confound my ocollar's iron rim! 

Ii faut souffrir pour étre beau. 


I love to wander, head all bare, 
On mountain fell, acrors the flat, 
To feel the breezes kiss my hair, 
Or storm-winds twine it in a mat. 
But my poor head has Fashion gat 
Fast in her vice, where’er I go— 
Confound my thrice accurst top-hat ! 
Il faut souffrir pour étre beau, 


A ** social function ”’ might have grace 
But for the jostle and the squeeze, 
The Park might be a pleasant place, 
uld people dress as just they please, 
If one might sit beneath the trees 
Bareheaded, flannelled, cool '—but no, 
To slaves of Fashion farewell ease, 
Il faut souffrir pour étre beau, 


Envot, 3 
This truth comes borne with ball and rout, 
At Lords, at Ascot, in the Row— 
By night and day, in doors and out, 
Il faut souffrir pour étre beau, 


PARTICULAR tO A SHADE, — They call 
the Suttan ‘** The Shadow.” Solid Jonn 
Butt does not desire to be considered 
**the Valet of the Shadow.”’ 


Toe Greatest Revier To A PARCHED 
THRoAT.— Lemon-aid, 


Wuo to Ask asour Carprts,— Why, 
ax Minster, of course! 


THe Bower or Pesrect BLiss.— Kew 


Vicarage. DRY, 


A CLASSICAL FRAGMENT. 


(“A fresh inscription has just been discovered at Delphi giving circum- 
stantial details concerning the method of training the various competitors 
at the ancient Olympic Games.”—S¢. James’s Gazette.] 


WE are enabled to farnish our readers with an early translation 
of such portions of the inscription as are legible. 

. + Wherefore not only by those who drive the chariots, but also 
by those contending in foot-races, is it neces that certain and 
fixed laws be observed, else not first, but rather d the others, 
ill their feet bring them to the wished-for goal. When earliest 
my ered m touches the skies, they shall leave the couch 
an orm the | tions that are. y- Concerning these 
ablutions, moreover, let them use the washing-tablets of one maker 
only, taking pains that the report of their so doing be noised abroad. 
For then that maker, being not unapt at advertisement, will furnish 
them with his no return of drachme having been asked, espe- 
cially if they be athletes of widespread fame, ereafter let them 
sme pe eating the flesh of the hinder part of oxen, not overmu 
C00 


Very much espediall indeed is it necessary that they inhale not 
the smoke of herbs,* which at other times indeed is onting ; but 
for who are bei ined pernicious above all else. Let them 


train 

take warniog by the fate of that Argive youth of whom Henoporus 

es mention, who on the eve of the race in which he was to row, 
himself the eighth, against the Academy of Athens, was detected by 
his instructor g the smoke of the dew of Hymettus.t Being 
as it were taken in the act, he prayed for allegtne that he did 
but cherich his Pipe in honour of Pan, ‘ Ungrateful and wicked 
wretch!” replied his master; ‘‘ listen to my words.” ...{ So they 
buried the youth amid much jamentation, more especially from those 
who had staked their obols, for the crew from A conquered by 


* This passage finally disposes of RaALEIGH’s absurd claim to have been 
the discoverer of tobacco. 

+ Evidently an early kind of “ honey-dew.” 

t It is impossible to translate the awful language which occurs here. 





| | | ; 
ONE WAY OF STOPPING HIM. 


‘Hark VERY Dry, Sin!” 
‘'Yxs, vEs. Docror’s ORDERS. EvskyYTHING 


GoUTY TENDENCY !” 


ch | bushes, Rather let him 


A CASE OF CONSCIENCE. 7 
Tue ‘‘ Nonconformist Conscience” cynics 


And its vagaries sometimes raise a laugh 
In minds that no mere mockeries care to 


a 

But the Conformist Conscience — curious 
phrase !— [praise, 

An honest mind can neither blame nor 

Because—there is, and can be, no such 

thing ! [fiction. 

A conscience that conforms? ’Tis a mere 

Non est in fact, in terms a contradiction | 

For conscience that conforms—to power 
stronger, 

Or practice popular—conscience is no 
longer. 


A PLEA FOR PROOF-CORRECTORS, 


(“ Proof-correctors are a race to whom 
authors have constantly expressed indebtedness. 
... Efforts are now Lene made to endow a 
second pension for widows of proof-correctors, 
in connection with the Printers’ Alms-house 
and Orphan Asylum.”—Daily Chronicle.] 
INDEBTEDNESS P Yes! Where’s the 

scribe who won’t bless, 

Like Brownine, the service extreme 

which they render ? 
How many a ‘‘ masterpiece”? were a mere 


mess 

But for that true Argus, so vigilant, 
tender? 

** Proofs before letters” may fetch a big 


But “ ities before proofs” (and sharp 
-correctors) 
Wo o at adiscount. If Genius is nice 
Twill acknowledge—and back up—it’s 
own best protectors ; 
And even mere talent contribute its mite 
To that pension for widows, deserving 


as any, 
Mr. Punch, too, will see that fund swell 
with delight 
By many a “ Gratitude’s true Golden 
Penny!” 








= length of many boats. By this example, then, let warning be 


en. eee 

It is the part of the wise man to treat all his neighbours with kind- 
ness, but most of all those who are to serve as judges in the race 
wherein he runs, Some there are who complain of this practice 
alleging that it is unjust. Bat the illustrious Socrates has proved 
it to be otherwise, for, as he says, we offer sacrifices to the gods to 
win their favour, so that we, rather than our antagonists, may succeed 
in our basiness. Why then should we not give gifts to the umpires, 
who are indeed in the place of the gods at the Games, and award the 
prizes to thoze whom they think fit? Wherefore it is good that the 
runner offer sacrifices of drink to the umpire, and aos perenne 
even if he arrive last at the goal, all his rivals will be disqualified. .. . 

Concerning those who contend with clubs and ball, care is ne 
that they be trained to speak discreetly, not allowing words winged 
with anger to fly from their tongue. For indeed it is a shameful 
thing for a man to speak unseemly things because, the earth having 
been seventeen times smitten with the club, the remains in the 

i yorsue his way in the silence of the 

philosopher, perchance sacrificing one or two of those who bear 
clubs, § to appease the wrath of the gods. Nor let these competitors 
be allowed, as the manner of some is, Sy eee on their return, the 
ave misfortunes which have brought them defeat, or the ex 

ill which has gained them the victory. For those who thus talk, 
let hemlock be mingled with the aes 

As to the throwing of the dise, and other sports... 

[The fragment ends abruptly at this point ] 


Perhaps “ caddies.” 


Last WereEk’s Latest AND VERY Brest News.—"' So well did Sir 
JoHN Mirxals appear yesterday morning that it was decided to issue 
one more bulletin and then drop them.’’— Times, Saturday, June 13. 


Jack AND THE BranstaLK.—Sir JouHn Gonrst on his scarlet 
runner, af 
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A BALLADE OF FASHION. 
(By an unwilling Votary.) 
ausr — here, ancng the aveeh 
W. oy que country hedge-rows trim, 


ight roam away the hours, 
All un onerdl te whim. 


vane F 
But thro in her clutches grim, 
I saunter stiffly down the Row— 
Confound my collar’s iron rim! 
Ii faut souffrir pour étre beau. 


I love to wander, head all bare, 
On mountain fell, across the flat, 
To feel the breezes kiss my hair, 
Or storm-winds twine it in a mat. 
But my poor head has Fashion gat 
Fast in her vice, where’er I go— 
Confound my thrice accurst top-hat | 
Il faut souffrir pour étre beau, 


A “* social function’ might have grace 
But for the jostle and the squeeze, 
The Park might be a pleasant place, 
Could people dress as just they please. 
If one might sit beneath the 
Bareheaded, flannelled, cool !—but no, 
To slaves of Fashion farewell ease, 
Il faut souffrir pour étre beau, 


Envot, 
This truth comes borne with ball and rout, 
At Lords, at Ascot, in the Row— 
By night and day, in doors out, 
Il faut souffrir pour étre beau, 


PaRTICULAR to A SHADE. — They call 
the Suttan ‘** The Shadow.” Solid Jonn 
Butt does not desire to be considered 
‘the Valet of the Shadow.” 


THe Greatest Reiger TO A PARCHED 
THRoaT.— Lemon-aid, 


Wuo to Ask asout Carprts,— Why, 
ax Minster, of course | 


THe Bower or Pesrect BlLiss.— Kew 


Vicarage. DRY, 


A CLASSICAL FRAGMENT. 


(‘A fresh inscription has just been discovered at Delphi giving circum- 
stantial details concerning the method of training the various competitors 
at the ancient Olympic Games.”’—St. James’s Gazette.] 


WE are enabled to fornish our readers with an early translation 
of such portions of the inscription as are legible, 

.». Wherefore not only by those who drive the chariots, but also 
by those contending in foot-races, is it neces that certain and 
fixed laws be observed, else not first, but rather behind the others, 
will their feet bring them to the wished-for goal. When earliest 
a ered sneening Somenee the skies, they shall leave the couch 
an orm the | tions that are. y- Concerning these 


ablutions, moreover, let them use the washing-tablets of one maker 
only, taking pains that the report of their so doing be noised a 
For then that maker, being not unapt at advertisement, will furnish 
them with his no return of drachme having been asked, 
cially if they be athletes of viene fame, ereafter let them 
breakfast, eating the flesh of the hinder part of oxen, not overmuch 


cooked, ... 

Very much especially indeed is it necessary that they inhale not 
the smoke of herbs,* which at other times indeed is 
for who are being trained pernicious above all else. 
take warniog by the fate of that Argive youth of whom HrRoporus 
makes mention, who on the eve of the race in which he was to row, 
himself the eighth, against the Academy of Athens, was detected by 
his instructor g the smoke of the dew of Hymettus.t Being 
as it were taken in the act, he prayed for pi . ing that he did 
but cherich his Pipe in honour of Pan, ‘* Ungrateful and wicked 
wretch!” replie master; ‘listen to my words.”’...{ So they 
buried the youth amid much lamentation, more especially from those 
who had staked their obols, for the crew from A conquered by 


* This passage finally disposes of RaLEIGH’s absurd claim to have been 
the discoverer of tobacco. 

+ Evidently an early kind of “ honey-dew.”” 

$ It is impossible to translate the awful language which occurs here, 


Let them 
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| = | , 
ONE WAY OF STOPPING HIM. 


‘Hark VERY DRY, Sim!” 
‘*Yzs, YES. Docror’s ORDERS, EvskRyYTHING 


GoUTY TENDENCY !” 


broad, | that they be trained to speak di 


orting ; but | be 


A CASE OF CONSCIENCE. 
Tue “ or eageareeag Conscience’ cynics 


And its vagaries sometimes raise a laugh 
In minds that no mere mockeries care to 


mg, H 

But the Conformist Conscience — curious 
phrase !|— [praise, 

An honest mind can neither blame nor 

Because—there is, and can be 

thing ! 

A conscience that conforms? ’Tis a mere 

Non est in fact, in terms a contradiction | 

For conscience that conforms—to power 
stronger, 

Or practice popular—conscience is no 
longer. 


A PLEA FOR PROOF-CORRECTORS. 


(“‘ Proof-correctors are a race to whom 
authors have concent St pressed indebtedness. 
... Efforts are now being made to endow a 
second pension for widows of proof-correctors, 
in connection with the Printers’ Alms-house 
and Orphan Asylum.”—Daily Chronicle.]} 


INDEBTEDNESS P Yes! Where’s the 
__ seribe who won’t bless, 
Like Brownine, the service extreme 
which they render ? 
How many a ‘‘ masterpiece”? were a mere 


mess 
But for that true Argus, so vigilant, 
tender 
** Proofs before letters” may fetch a big 


rice, 

But “ loltees before proofs” (and sharp 
-correctors 

Would go at adiscount. If Genius is nice 

: acknowledge—and back up—it’s 
own best protectors ; 

And even mere talent contribute its mite 

To that pension for widows, deserving 


as any, 
Mr. Punch, too, will see that fund swell 
with delight 


By many a “ Gratitude’s true Golden 
Penny!” 








~ length of many boats. By this example, then, let warning be 
a en, ees 

It is the part of the wise man to treat all his neighbours with kind- 
ness, but most of all those who are to serve as judges in the race 
wherein he runs, Some there are who complain of this practice 
alleging that it is unjust. Bat the illustrious Socrates has prov 
it to be otherwise, for, as he says, we offer sacrifices to the gods to 
win their favour, so that we, rather than our antagonists, may succeed 
in our basiness. Why then should we not give gifts to the umpires, 
who are indeed in the place of the gods at the Games, and award the 
prizes to those whom they think fit? Wherefore it is good that the 
runner offer sacrifices of drink to the umpire, and 0, Rereanee, 
even if he arrive last at the goal, all his rivals will be disqualified. ... 

Concerning those who contend with clubs and ball, care is needful 
discreetly, not allowing words winged 
with anger to fly from their tongue. For indeed it is a shameful 
thing for a man to speak unseeml eninge because, the earth having 
been seventeen times smitten with the club, the remains in the 
bushes, Rather let him sue his way in the silence of the 
philosopher, perchance sacrificing one or two of those who bear 
clubs, § to appease the wrath of the gods. Nor let these competitors 
allowed, as the manner of some is, heey on their return, the 
— misfortunes which have brought them defeat, or the ex 

ill which has gained them the victory. For those who thus talk, 
let hemlock be mingled with the arene i 

As to the throwing of the dise, and other sports... 

[The fragment ends abruptly at this point J 


Perhaps “ caddies.” 


Last WerrEk’s Latest AND VERY Brest News.—"' So well did Sir 
JoHN Mirxais appear yesterday morning that it was decided to issue 
one more bulletin and then drop them.”’—TZimes, Saturday, June 13. 


JacK AND THE BxranstTaLK.—Sir JoHn Gorst on his scarlet 
runner, 5 
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The ex-Premier will address a great Liberal Meeting in London 
Westminster Gazette, June 10.} 


e present month.”’ 


before the end of 


[ “ Lord Rosznery has come back from Spain in ae spirits... . 





June 20, 1896.] 








A BALLADE OF FASHION. 
(By an unwilling Votary.) 


Away from here, among the flowers, 
By quiet country hedge-rows trim, 
Would I might roam away the hours, 
All unregarding Fashion’s whim. 
But throttled in her clutches grim, 
I saunter stiffly down the Row— 
Confound my collar’s iron rim! 
Il faut souffrir pour étre beau. 


I love to wander, head all bare, 
On mountain fell, across the flat, 
To feel the breezes kiss my hair, 
Or storm-winds twine it in a mat. 
But my poor head has Fashion gat 
Fast in her vice, where’er I go— 
Confound my thrice accurst top-hat ! 
Ii faut souffrir pour étre beau, 


A ** social function’ might have grace 
But for the jostle and the squeeze, 
The Park might be a pleasant place, 
Could people dress as just they please, 
If one might sit beneath the trees 
Bareheaded, flannelled, cool '—but no, 
To slaves of Fashion farewell ease, 
Ii faut souffrir pour étre beau, 


Envot, 
This truth comes borne with ball and rout, 
At Lords, at Ascot, in the Row— 
By night and day, in doors and ont, 
Il faut souffrir pour étre beau. 


PaRTICULAR to A SHADE. — They call 
the Suztan ‘* The Shadow.” Solid Joun 
Butt does not desire to be considered 
**the Valet of the Shadow.” 


Toe Greatest ReLiIeF TO A PARCHED 
THRoAT.— Lemon-aid, | 


Wuo to Ask Aasout Cakprts,— Why, 
ax Mi , of course | 


‘Yrs, YES, 
DRY, 


THe Bower or Pesrect BLiss.— Kew 
Vicarage. 


A CLASSICAL FRAGMENT. 


(“A fresh inscription has just been discovered at Delphi giving circum- 
stantial details concerning the method of training the various competitors 
at the ancient Olympic Games.”’—St. James’s Gazette.] 


WE are enabled to farnish our readers with an early translation 
of such portions of the inscription as are legible. 

.-. Wherefore not only by those who drive the chariots, but also 
by those contending in foot-races, is it neces that certain and 
fixed laws be observed, else not first, but rather behind the others, 
will their feet bring them to the wished-for goal. When earliest 
aon ered morning touches the skies, they shall leave the couch 
an orm the lustrations that are. y- Concerning these 
ablutions, moreover, let them use the washing-tablets of one maker 

y, taking pains that the report of their so doing be noised abroad. 
For then that maker, being not unapt at advertisement, will furnish 


them with his best, no return of drachmz mere Dee asked, espe- 
cially if they be athletes of widespread fame, Thereafter let them 


breakfast, eating the flesh of the hinder part of oxen, not overmuch 
cooked, 


Very much especially indeed is it necessary that they inhale not 
the smoke of herbs,* which at other times indeed is orting ; but 
for who are bei i pernicious above allelse, Let them 


ng 
take warniog by the fate of that apt youth of whom Hrroportus 
makes mention, who on the eve of the race in which he was to row, 
himeelf the ¢ hth against the Academy of Athens, was detected by 
his instructor breathing the smoke of the dew of Hymettus.t Being 
as it were taken in the act, he prayed for pity, ing that he did 
but cherich his Pipe in honour of Pan. ‘** Ungrateful and wicked 
wretch!” replie master; ‘*‘ listen to my words.” ...{ So they 
buried the youth amid much iamentation, more especially from those 
who had staked their obols, for the crew from A conquered by 


* This passage finally disposes of RaLurcH’s absurd claim to have been 
the discoverer of tobacco. 

+ Evidently an early kind of “ honey-dew.” 

t It is impossible to translate the awful language which occurs here. 
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A CASE OF CONSCIENCE. 
THE ‘* Fe eta act Conscience’ cynics 


And its vagaries sometimes raise a laugh 
In minds that no mere mockeries care to 


1,6 
But the Conformist Conscience — curious 
phrase |— [ praise, 
An honest mind can neither blame 
Because—there is, and can 
thing ! (fiction. 
A conscience that conforms? ’Tis a mere 
Non est in fact, in terms a contradiction ! 
For conscience that conforms—to power 
stronger, 
Or practice popular—conscience is no 
longer. 


A PLEA FOR PROOF-CORRECTORS. 


(‘* Proof-correctors are a race to whom 
authors have sonstenty == pressed indebtedness. 
... Efforts are now being made to endow a 
second pension for widows of proof-correctors, 
in connection with the Printers’ Alms-house 
and Orphan Asylum.”—Daily Chronicle.] 


INDEBTEDNESS P Yes! Where’s the 
_. seribe who won't bless, 
Like Brownine, the service extreme 
which they render ? 
How many a “‘ masterpiece” were a mere 


mess 
But for that true Argus, so vigilant, 
tender ? 
‘* Proofs before letters”’ may fetch a big 
rice, 
But * letters before proofs’ (and sharp 


-correctors 
Would oatadiscount. If Genius is nice 


acknowledge—and back up—it’s 
own best protectors ; : 
And even mere talent contribute its mite 
To that pension for widows, deserving 


as any, 
Mr. Punch, too, will see that fund swell 
with ight 
By many a *‘Gratitude’s true Golden 
Penny!” 


nor 
be, no such 








the length of many boats. By this example, then, let warning be 
en. ees 
It is the part of the wise man to treat all his neighbours with kind- 
ness, but most of all those who are to serve as judges in the race 
wherein he runs. Some there are who complain of this practice 
alleging that it is unjust. Bat the illustrious Socrates has proved 
it to be otherwise, for, as he says, we offer sacrifices to the gods to 
win their favour, so that we, rather than our antagonists, may succeed 
in our basiness. Why then should we not give gifts to the umpires, 
who are indeed in the place of the gods at the Games, and award the 
prizes to thoze whom hey think fit? Wherefore it is good that the 
runner offer sacrifices of drink to the umpire aad oe beeen 
even if he arrive last at the goal, all his rivals will be disqualified. .. . 
Concerning those who contend with clubs and ball, care is needful 
that they be trained to speak discreetly, not allowing words winged 
with anger to fly from their tongue. For indeed it is a shameful 
thing for a man to speak unseemly things because, the earth having 
been seventeen times smitten with the club, the remains in the 
bushes. Rather let him pursue his way in the silence of the 
philosopher, perchance sacrificing one or two of those who bear 
clubs, § to appease the wrath of the gods. Nor let these competitors 
be allowed, as the manner of some is, to be on their the 
reat misfortunes which have brought them defeat, or the excelling 
skill which has gained them the victory. For those who thus talk, 
let hemlock be mingled with the oreas 
As to the throwing of the disc, and other sports... 
[The fragment ends abruptly at this point ] 


Perhaps “‘ caddies.” 





Last WeeExk’s Latest AND VERY Brest News.—*‘ So well did Sir 
JoHn Miriais appear yesterday morning that it was decided to issue 
one more bulletin and then drop them.’’— Times, Saturday, June 13. 


JACK AND THE BEANSTALK.—Sir Jonn Gonrst on his scarlet 
runner. 1 
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OLD THYME AND ROSEMARY. 


Messrs, PARKER AND Canson’s Rosemary is not as strong as Mr, 
Prnero’s Sweet Lavender ; yet ’tis a very pretty play. The authors’ 
delineation of the central — gives just that sw weeny. @ com- 
pound adjective, somewhat suggestive of “‘ sweet omel ”) and 

iarly English domestic flavour to the dish which has y ever 
known to fail in its effect on the sentiment of the genuine 
English playgoer; and more ially telling is it with the less 
experienced playgoeress, The craze for the costume of the earliest 
of the nineteenth cen- 

was, some years ago, 
started by Katze GREEN- 
AWAY and RANDOLPH 
CaLpEcorr, and has long 
been recognised in the 
; > areas as s happy 
‘NYA cate 2) unting groun AR- 
/" ent yy ou STONE, DOSER and 

AEST RCHARDSON; and tho 
* AY NY by now the flame has well- 
\ S Wk M n\\ \ nigh flickered out, except 
, ea 


N 
\ 
Nal 


N 

ae a for the Academicians above 
ON arg OAR SR named, yet there still exists 
a A an artistic feminine curi- 
osity, which is anxious to 
Re: 
gran rs and great- 
grandmothers looked at 
eighteen years of age, when 
Her ne _ Masesry, 
now happily reigning, as- 
c e throne. I 
was a period of side- 
carls, we bonnets, and 
short skirts,—not so very 
unbecoming a costume, 
after all, if we are to judge 
by the a e of Miss 
Many Moore as Dorothy 
Cruickshank, aged, 18 in 
the year 1837. But the 
attire of the in of 
that period, aged 21, is 
hop alesaly absurd and 
Dorothy had possessed any 
of the artistic talent asro- 
ciated with the name of 
CrurksHank (‘‘ GrorcE”’ 
of that ilk), she could never 
have allowed her intended 
to go about town in s0 
ridiculous a suit of clothes 
even though they were * of 
the period.” Just look at 
the sketches by ‘* Phiz,’’ 
and CRUIKSHANK, and 
others, illustrating the 
earlier works of ‘* Boz,” 
who, it seems, was at 

is time just bringing 





Miss Rose-Mary Moore in the Nineteens. 


out, in numbers, his Nicholas Nickleby. 

In this piece ze have the costume of three periods: that of 
the old ple, like The Naval Captain and gee Jogram, 
both of whom seem to belong to the time of Commodore Trunnion ; 
then that of Sir Jasper, who is, I should say, about twenty 
year their junior; then you have the Dendy-Sadlerian old post- 

: ie eee with, we see the costumes of the Queen’s 
Jubilee year, when there are French waiters in London, and Sir 
Jasper, &@ nonogenarien (that is, if he was forty years of age in 
the first act, the last act being fifty years after), appsars in 
the drees of an old gentleman, a viveur, quite up to date. Bat Sir 
vain at forty, in Act I., seems quite young enough, in spite of his 
evidently assumed paternal air, to become the husband of Dorothy, 
ed eighteen. Yet he is not; and when Jogram, being interested in 
the Squire’s remaining a bachelor, points this out to him, the Squire 
perceives that disparity of years is a bar to happiness in aes 
and sensibly gives up the game, subsiding, nay, collapsing suddenly, 
into *‘ the rere and yellow.” T i 
of CuaRtes Dickensas set forth in the touching episode where ‘** Mr. 
Dick fulfils my Aunt’s prediction.” And here is exactly where the 
play is thin ; so thin, that, in the last act, it is whittled away to nothing. 
ow in this third act, Sir Jasper, aged 90, has to find, in a hole in 
the wall, a paper placed there by him fifty years before. When he 
does come across it, at first it recalls nothing, although the occasion 
of his hiding the paper was the event of his middle life. Gradually 


— 


his, by the way, is not the doctrine 
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if | leaves nothing to be 
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it recalls the sprig of rosemary which ey had divided with 
him. Now a strange thing happens. Sir Jasper prodtces the 
pocket-book in which fifty years ago he has placed that very 
sprig of rosemary, and which, with the sprig in it, he has, 
it must be assumed, invariably carried about with him ; 
in spite of this ever - present memento having been with 
through all mortal changes of coats, fashions, and 
he has, up to this minute, 
when it was given him, 
momen rchased the 
house which would be ‘* in 
open memoriam ret,” 
these circumstances, 
such inconsistency —1in0 a 
man who is not like The 
Headless Man in any other 
Pee yi save that, when we 
see him, he, sheer 
light-hea: ess, does not 
himself to a 
r names,—is simply im- 
possible, Had he fort the 
sprig for years and re- 
ar hel eee 
into other hands 
and had he never revisi 
it till this moment, then, 
by some extraordinary in- 
spiration, the whole scene 
might have been repro- 
duced in his imagination, 
or (and very effective this 
been), in a 
dream, as he sat there, the 
solitary viveur, Marius 
among the ruins of a dead 
past, the touching scene 
could have been re-enacted. 
In fact, the action of the 
play just barely developes 
a hint of an excellent idea 
which might have been ‘‘so 
infinitely better expressed. ’ 
The acting rea 
e- 
sired. CHARLES WYNDHAM 
is at his best. Miss Moore 
is charming. Mr. BisHop, 
wonderful; and Mr. BaRnEs 
as stolid as could be wished. 
Miss ANNIE HuGHEs is de- 
lightfully fresh in a bright 
bit of character that recalls 
2 gape poet 
0 @ you grand- , 
i 1 eventful history.’’ 
msees ee eee a aE oh Mr. Wyndham in the Nineties. 
Wellington Street Theatre; while Miss CanLotra ADDISON gives us 
a qaaintly pretty study for an early-nineteenth-century picture. 
Messrs. PARKER and CARSON may be quite satisfied with the result 
of their work, and as ‘‘ the young person ” and the ‘* reverand gent” 
can see it without fear of being startled out of their propriety, and, 
as there is just a touch of Dickens in it, if the authors interchange 
initials and style themselves ‘* CankkR and Parson,” it will satisfy 
all the requirements of the case, eee ee 
Of course the costumes ‘‘ of the periods’ go for much; picturesquely, 
towards the success. But if success in comedy were to be dependent 
on costume, what a fine chance, as far as novelty goes, would the 
costumes of the Nuah’s Ark period have, with the characters in the 
long c.ats of Soem, Ham, aud Japuet, as they stilt appear (whea 
found) in toy Noah's Arks. Oar artist has ehown Mr. WYNDHAM in 
the ** Nine-ties,’”’ but as a fact he was only in the ‘‘ one-tie,” which 
was round his neck as 


et 
im 
pocket-books, 
quite forgotten the unique occasion 
and when he, on the mpetus of the 


Mi 
qi 





“* Last act of all that ends this strange, 


His Lorpsuir or ‘‘ W1ipRk-AWAKE-FIELD.’’—Dr. How, Bishop of 
Wakefield (Dr. Primrose was never raised to this dignity), de- 
etroyed Mr. Tuomas Harpy’s latest book. Was it his latest, or 
a ‘‘ rather toopreviousone’’? No matter, it was destroyed by Bishop 
How. How, when, and where destroyed, deponent sayeth not. There 
was init trop d’ Hardiesse for the B p. We shall be glad to hear 
that Dr. Any How has made it up with the novelist, and has said with 
NeEtson, *‘ Harpy! Harpy! Kiss me, Harpy!” And so, Paz, 


A Prace For ‘‘Spoony’’ Courres.—The ‘‘Old Deer’ Park at 
Richmond. 





Junz 20, 1896.) 
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BOUNTEOUS GUY. 
A Song for Hospital Sunday. After Sir 
Walter Scott. 


“The founder, Toomas Guy, a citizen of 
London, and a bookseller and publisher, invested 
his money so that for 150 years the income de- 
rived from it was quite sufficient to carry on the 
great work he had devised..... At last, how- 
ever— years ago—there occurred the great 
fall in the value of land, in which, according to 
the will of the founder, -the entire capital 
queathed has been compulsorily invested. Then, 
for the first time, the endowment proved insuffi- 
cient. .... Money remains our one indispens- 
able requirement.”— Zhe Prince of Wales at the 
Festival at the Imperial Institute in aid of the 

of Guy's Hospital.] 
Arr—‘* County Guy.” 
Au! Bounteous Guy, the hour is nigh, 
When needs, in £ 8. d., 
Have evil power to mar the dower 
Kindly bestowed by thee. 
The land to-day no more doth pay 
As in those years gone by; 
That happy hour when first did flower 
‘The boon of Bounteous Guy. 


No thought or thrift will make the gift 
‘Do now its destined work. 
But shall our hand, for fall in land, 
A glorious duty shirk P 
True THomas, no! Let bounty flow. 
- From low and eke from high. 
And still fulfil the gracious will 
Of brave and Bounteous Guy | 


How many a heart hath felt the smart 
Of pain and anguish les 
vished there 


et healing care long 

With glorious success ! 

How many a soul, denied that goal, 
Turns with a grievous sigh. 

Too late, alas! the gates to pass 
Thrown wide by Bounteous Gur! 


eee abound, though GLADSTONE’s 
And IneGLEDEN’s great gift, 


Their coffers swell, they sti'l must tell 
sor hift. 










need and s 

One hundred beds for stricken heads, 
Reluctant, closed !—and why ? 

Because sheer lack of pence must s'ack 
The gift of Bounteous Guy! 


Sure this is shame! A Royal name, 
A Prince’s fervent plea, 

Have done their part to move the heart 
And stir up Charity. 

Think of the need! Put by cold greed! 
To suffering’s rescue fly 

Say, shall we sbirk the splendid work 
Begun by Bounteous Guy P 


The gentle maid may well have prayed 
The kindly cit to hear; 

And Beauty bich is not too shy 
As almoner to a r. 

The plea of Love, all pleas above 
Sounds soft ’neath Summer's aky. 

Let high and low its influence know, 
And second Bounteous Guy | 


RESPECTFUL SUGGESTION 10 THE HEIRB- 
APppaRENT.—The Evangelical Free Churches 
of Rochdale, Heywood and district have for- 
warded a resolution to the Prince of WALEs, 
stating that ‘‘ This conference views the insti- 
tution of racing as a fruitful source of moral 
disease in this country, and on this account 
ee nly sore e Prince of WALEs to 
withdraw his powerful patronage from this 
monster institution of gambling of the worst 
order.” Suggested telegraphic reply by 
H.R.H. ‘‘Just won the Derby. Am de- 
lighted. Hope to pull off the Leger.” 
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** Cook, ovaHT I TO WRITE SALVATION ARMY IN ConveRTEzED Commas?” 








POURQUOI? 


MonsrgvR,—J’ arrive, il y a quelque temps, 
de la France, Ah, la chére patrie! Cepen- 
dant, aprés la douloureuse traversée, je 
trouve votre pays aussi trés-charmant, C’est 
gai, c’est riant, vutre département de Kent- 
shire. Mais Londres est vn peu triste. Une 
grande ville sans boulevards! Nom d’une 
pipe, ¢a m’étonne, car moi je suis on ne peut 
plus boulevardier 

Eh bien, )’arrivai, et je m’installai dans 
votre Hidpare, la au coin, od tuut le monde 
se proméene et se repose pendant les grandes 
chaleurs de été en Angleterra, entre le 
Riding Row et l’allée ot les Anglaises, si 
bel'es et si gracieuses, montent a Licyclette, 
ce qu'on appelle en anglais un “‘ bik.” J’en- 
dossai un nouvel habit vert, et j’attendais 
impatiemment le moment ov je vendrais le 
Time, le Dailygraphe, le Morning- Graphic, 
le News, le Saint-James-Globe, les Extri- 
spéchiales, et tous les autres journaux anglais 
—surtout, Monsieur Punch, le magnifique 
journal qui porte votre digneet vénérabie nom. 

J’attendais, je dis. J’attends toujours. 
Et il parait que j’attendrai encore, lorsque 
tuut le Aigif s'en ira A Goodvood et a Coven, 
Peut-étre au mois d’avit je commencerai., 
Mais alors—sapristi ! 

Ainsi, Monsieur Punch, c'est a vous que 
j'adresse ma petite réclamation. Pourquoi, 
ie vous demande — pourquoi Monsieur le 

irst Commissionnaire of the Work fait-il 
venir un étranger, qui attendait toujours 
une vie des plus gais sur les grands Boule- 
vards de Paris, et qui reste planté J dans le 
Hidpare, sans rien faire et entouré de palis- 
sades, comme l’illustre M. Picnic dans le 


pound ? 


Rezevez, Monsieur, l’expression de mes 
sentiments les plus distingués, 
Lz Nouveau Kiosqurk pu Hpac. 


THE MOST APPROPRIATE WINNER OF THE 


Ascot StaxkeEs.—A filet, 


Taines NO HIGHLANDER CAN UNDERSTAND. 


—Breaches of promise, 


SPORTIVE SONGS. 


A Maw own A Sream-Launcn Bewalts A Lost 
ComPANION. 


Upon the sweet familiar tide, 

My heart goes back from now to then; 
I carse my folly born of pride 

That makes me wretchedest of men. 
But Hope suggests that even yet 

We may renew the ae ago, 
That you may pardon and forget, 

That I may pay the debt I owe. 


Sweet thought! to dream that once again 
Together we shall onward steam, 
And, oarsmen treating with disdain, 
Rush madly up and down the stream. 
For you 1’d make the boiler glow, 
ess of official ire ; 
Fined heavily, I think you know 
I still should burn with fiercest fire, 
**On! On! O capac sg bear my bride ” 
I’d cry unto my williog craft ; 
Swift h the water she would glide, 
And maledictions leave abaft. 
What matter if the banks should fall 
All crumbled by our rapid rush ? 
What matter if the bawl 
Strange blasphemy that makes us blush ? 


This unconcern for stranger woes 
Befits the part 1 mean ey : 
Shame on the loon who feebly rows |— 
The corsair needs a launch to-day |! 
You are not here, and yet I feel 
The realism, fervent, truae— 
Your dainty hand should turn the wheel, 
The skipper you, and I the crew! 


That I was wrong I own, but still 
You reason gave for jealous fears ; 
Twas love that made my heart chill, 
'T was that drew your bitter tears. 
That fellow JEnxrns, low-bred man, 
Was cause of all our dreadful tiff ; 
I see you now——_~iBy Jove! I can 
JENKINS with you, in a skiff | 


Borer Oprnion.—That Mr. Cron Ruopks 
used the Cape as a cloak. 
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Mamma (looking at her watch). ‘How tate Para’s TRAIN I8—NOT EVEN YET IN SIGHT! I Hors THERE HASN'T BEEN AN Aco(DsNT!” 
Molly (after thinking a while), ‘‘Wou.D you MARRY Gain, Mums?” 








‘OFFICERS ONLY.” A VOICE FROM THE RANKS 


Years ago, Mr. Punch, Sir, you had a splendid cartoon about two 
licers who had been turned out of the service for bullying one of 
\eir mess comrades. It was in the days, Sir, when the Duke hai 
st been madé Ganeral Commanding-in-Chief ; and since then, and 
it comes to that, before then, you were, and have been, the 
uest of true friends to the British soldier. Not only to Tommy in 
i@ ranks, Sir, but to the Johnnies in the ante-room. And we all of 
| know that, Sir, besause the Regimental Library contains your 
ries from Vol. One to Vol. Over-a-hundred. 
Ard this being so, Sir, I take the liberty to ask you to say another 
ord, and, if I am not confusing expressions, in the same direction. 
hanks to the School Board, I am a be‘ter hand at learaing than the 
xys who have passed into th3 Reserve, or, it may be, iato the 
‘metery. Speak the word in the same direction, and show the way 
ie wind blows. Sir, there was a deal of bullying fifty years ago, 
if you read Truth, you will find there seems to be a lot of it flying 
out ores BOW; wen aeeree ign agri teat ene told, in 
is paper, how two y 5 nging toa cavalry regiment 
ere pall forced out of their profession by the pecsiontion of their 
‘other subalterns. So far as we can make out, it was simply because 
\ey were, neither of them, considered rich enough to r the 
cpenses of life in barracks. One of these lads was asked where he 
as going to keep his hunters and racers, and when he said he 
dn’t intend to have any, he was questioned as to why and 
herefore he had joined the eat. Then, when the answers 
ere con unsatisfactory, his fate was made an unhappy one. 
‘¢ was ducked in a horse-pond, and all his things were made into 
‘y. That is how the case is put, Sir—one surely calling for expla- 
ation, 
Now Mr. Punch, Sir, in these days, when the purchase system is 
volished, and a lot of us rankers look forward t> getting away from 
ie canteen into better quarters, it ix a matter of importance that 
lose above us should not be only oflicers but gentlemen. If the 
ily een for the stara and crowns on the shoulder-straps is 
ts of money, any prosperous pawnbroker (if he begins early enough) 
in get into the Army List. But we have always thought that it 





wanted eomething more than cash to eara theQ aeen’sCommission. The 
cavalry don’t draw omnibuses, so the force doesn’t require cads to be 
on the strength of the establishment, And as this is so, subs who 
can’t behave themselves had batter take to sense cabs, if the cab- 
drivers will tolerate them. Speakiag for myself—for when on 
furlough I now and again indulge ia a hansom—I don’t think they 
will. Cabby, asa rale, is a good fellow, and doesn’t care to associate 
with sweeps, wealthy or otherwise. ? 

Well, Mr, Punch, Sir, we know from your Cartoon what hap 
when the good old Dake was at the Horse Gaards, His Royal 
Highness has a successor; and, although there are many new- 
fanglei ways coming into fashion, thsre should be no difficulty about 
following the precedeat set nearly half a century ago. I give the 
tip as ‘‘a word to the wise ’’—take the matter up to head-quarters. 

Of course, Sir, discipline is discipline, and it is not for the likes of 
me to give orders to our superiors ; still I do think that now flogging 
is abolished as ‘* degrading,’’ ths prestige of the Sarvice should be 
farther maintained by allowing the rank-and-file to be commanded, 
asin days of yore, by gentlemen. So, asa pretty strong charge has 
been made, there should be a seare inquiry. that is the 
opinion of all of us—front rank, rear rank, and superaumeraries. 
ziremain, Mr. Punch. Sir, f ; 

Yours, coming smartly to attention, 
Taomas AtxKrns (Private but not confidential). 
Eve of Waterloo Day, 1896. 


‘* WE NEVER SPEAK” UP TO DATE, 


Brisket (of the Meat Market, to Cornizzi, of the Baltic\. I 
thought you knew Krammer, of the Stock Exchange. 
Cornizzi, I did once; but now we are not on telephoning terms, 


Cortous CorncipEnce.—It is announced that Parliament will rise 
about the middle of August, So will the grouse. 


Pax 1n Betto,—‘‘Our War Correspondent” still reviews the 
Egyptian troops in Fleet Street. 
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A TANGLED TAIL. 


Masrer Arruor B-1r-r. “I SAY, JOHNNY GORST, WE SHALIL NEVER GET HER UP WITH ALL THIS! 
I MUST CUT OFF ABOUT HALF OF HER TAIL!” 
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Molly (after thinking a while), ‘‘Woup vou MARRY AGAIN, Mommie?” 








‘OFFICERS ONLY.” A VOICE FROM THE RANKS 


Years ago, Mr. Punch, Sir, you had a splendid cartoon about two 
ficers who had been turned out of the service for bullying one of 
1eir mess comrades. It was in the days, Sir, when the Duke hai 
ist been made Ganeral Commanding-in-Chief ; and since then, and 
it comes to that, before then, you were, and have been, the 
‘uest of true friends to the British soldier. Not only to Tommy in 
is ranks, Sir, but to the Johnnies in the ante-room. And we all of 

s know that, Sir, because the Regimental Library contains your 
ries from Vol. One to Vol. Over-a-hundred. 

Ard this being so, Sir, I take the liberty to ask yor to say another 
ord, and, if I am not confusi 
hanks to the School Board, I am a be‘ter hand at learaing than the 
oys who have p into ths Reserve, or, it may be, iato the 
»metery. Speak the word in the same direction, and show the way 
1e wind blows. Sir, there was a deal of bullying fifty years ago, 
ad if you read 7ruth, you will fiad there seems to be a lot of it flying 
bout €ven now. week as ever was, Mr. LasoucaeEre told, in 
is paper, how two young lads belonging to a light cavalry regiment 
‘ere simply forced out of their profession by the persecution of their 
rother subalterns. So far as we can make out, it was parte poche 
ney were, neither of them, considered rich enough to r the 
xpenses of life in barracks. One of these lads was asked where he 
‘as going to keep his hunters and racers, and when he said he 
idn’t intend to have any, he was questioned as to why and 
therefore he had joined the eat. Then, when the answers 
rere consi unsatisfactory, fate was made an unhappy one. 
[e was ducked in a horse-pond, and all his things were made into 
ay. That is how the case is put, Sir—one surely calling for expla- 
ation, 

Now Mr. Punch, Sir, in these days, when the purchase system is 
bolished, a lot of us rankers look forward t> getting away from 
1e canteen into better quarters, it is a matter of importance that 
108se above us should not be only officers but gentlemen. If the 
aly ee for the stars and crowns on the shoulder-straps is 
ts of money, any prosperous pawnbroker (if he begins early enough) 
an get into the Army List. But we have always thought that it 





ing expressions, in the same direction. | f 


wanted eomething more than cash to eara theQ ueen’sCommission. The 
cavalry don’t draw omnibuses, so the force doesn’t require cads to be 
on the strength of the establishment. And as this is so, subs who 
can’t behave themselves had batter take to driving cabs, if the cab- 
drivers will tolerate them. Speakiag for iospat —for when on 
furlough I now and again indulge ia a hansom—I don’t think they 
will. Cabby, as a rale, is a good fellow, and doesn’t care to associate 
with sweeps, wealthy or otherwise. ! 

Well, Mr, Punch, Sir, we know from yout Cartoon what happened 
when the good old Dake was at the Horse Guards. His Royal 
Highness has a successor; and, although there are many new- 
fanglei ways coming into fashion, thare should be no difficulty about 
ollowing the precedeat set nearly half a century ago. I give the 
tip as “‘a word to ths wise””—take the matter up to head-quarters. 

Of course, Sir, discipline is discipline, and it is not for the likes of 
me to give orders to our superiors; still I do think that now flogging 
isa ed as ‘* degrading,” thse prestige of the Sarvice should be 
farther maintained by allowing the rank-and-file to be commanded, 
asin days of yore, by gentlemen. So, as a pretty strong charge has 
been made, there deal be a searching inquiry. that is the 
opinion of all of us—front rank, rear , and superaumeraries, 
zl remain, Mr. Punch, Sir, : 5 

Yours, coming smartly to attention, _— 

Taomas ATKINS (Private ut not confidential). 
_ Eve of Waterloo Day, 1896. 


‘WE NEVER SPEAK”? UP TO DATE. 
Brisket (of the Meat Market, to Cornizzi, of the Baltic’. I 
thought you knew Krammenr, of the Stock Exchange. 
Cornizzt, I did once; but now we are not on telephoning terms. 


Cortous CorncipENce.—It is announced that Parliament will rise 
about the middle of August. So will the grouse. 


Pax in Betto.—‘‘Our War Correspondent”’ atill reviews the 
Egyptian troops in Fleet Street. 








PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI.—June 20, 1896. 
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A TANGLED TAIL. 


Masrer Anrnor B-tr-r. ‘I SAY, JOHNNY GORST, WE SHALI, NEVER GET HER UP WITH ALL THIS! 
I MUST CUT OFF ABOUT HALF OF HER TAIL!” 
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a PREMATURE. 


looking at her watch). '‘How Late Paea's TRAIN IS—NOT EVEN YET IN sIGHT! I HOPs THERE HASN'T BEEN AN AcciDsNT!” 
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Molly (after thinking a while), ‘‘ Wound you Marry acain, Mummig?” 








‘OFFICERS ONLY.’ A VOICE FR0M THE RANKS 


Yraks ago, Mr. Punch, Sir, you had a splendid cartoon about two 
ficers who had been turned out of the service for bullying one of 
1eir mess comrades. It was in the days, Sir, when the Duke hai 
ist been madé General Commanding-in-Chief ; and since then, and 
' it comes to that, before then, you were, and have been, the 
nest of true friends to the British soldier. Not only to Tommy in 
i¢ ranks, Sir, but to the Johnnies in the ante-room. And we all of 
s know that, Sir, because the Regimental Library contains your 
sxries from Vol. One to Vol. Over-a-hundred. . 

Ard this being so, Sir, I take the liberty to ask yo2 to say another 
rord, and, if I am not confusing expressions, in the same direction. 
‘hanks to the School Board, I am a beter hand at learaing than the 
oys who have p into ths Reserve, or, it may be, iato the 
emetery. Speak the word in the same direction, and show the way 
he wind blows. Sir, there was a deal of bullying fifty years ago, 
nd if you read 7ruth, you will find there seems to be a lot of it flying 
bout ¢ven now. week as ever was, Mr. Lasouca ERE told, in 
is paper, how two young lads belonging to a light cavalry regiment 
rere simply forced out of their profession by the persecution of their 

er subalterns, far as we can make out, it was simply because 
hey were, neither of them, considered rich enough to r the 
xpenses of life in barracks. One of these lads was asked where he 
ras going to keep his hunters and racers, and when he said 
idn’t intend to have any, he was questioned as to why and 
rherefore he had joined the 
rere consid unsatisfactory, his fate was made an unhappy one. 
{e was ducked in a horse-pond, and all his things were made into 
ay. That is how the case is put, Sir—one surely calling for expla- 
ation, 

Now Mr. Punch, Sir, in these days, when the purchase system is 
bolished, and a lot of us rankers look forward t> getting away from 
he canteen into batter quartera, it ix a matter of importance that 
hose above us should not be only officers but gentlemen. If the 
nly Gee eenee for the stara and crowns on the shoulder-straps is 
ots of money, any prosperous pawnbroker (if he begins early enough) 


an get into the Army List. But we have always thought that it 





imeat,. Then, when the answers 


wanted eomething more than cash to earn theQ aeen’sCommission. The 
cavalry don’t draw omnibuses, so the force doesn’t require cads to be 
on the strength of the establishment. And as this is so, subs who 
can’t behave themselves had batter take to oarit cabs, if the cab- 
drivers will tolerate them. Speakiag for myself—for when on 
furlough I now and again indulge ia a hansom—I don’t think they 

Cabby, as a rale, is a good fellow, and doesn’t care to associate 


with sweeps, wealthy or otherwise. . 
Well, Mr, Punch, Sir, we know from your Cartoon what meneeet 
when the good old Dake was at the Horse Guards, His Royal 


Highness has a successor; and, although there are many new- 
fanglei ways coming into fashion, thsre should be no difficulty about 
following the precedent set nearly half a century ago. I give the 
tip as “‘a word to ths wise”’—take the matter up to head-quarters. 

OF course, Sir, discipline is discipline, and it is not for the likes of 
me to give orders to our superiors; still I do think that now flogging 
is abolished as ‘' degrading,’’ the prestige of the Sarvice should be 
farther maintained by allowing the rank-and-file to be commanded, 
asin days of yore, by gentlemen. So, as a pretty strong charge has 
been made, there should be a searching inquiry. And that is the 
opinion of all of us—front rank, rear rank, and supernumeraries. 
giremain, Mr. Punch, Sir, ; 

7 | smartly to attention, 


Yours, comi Ra: 
Tomas ATKINS (Private but not confidential). 


he|. Eve of Waterloo Day, 1896. 


‘‘ Wr NEVER SPEAK”’ UP TO DATE, 


Brisket (of the Meat Market, to Cornizzi, of the Baltic’. I 
thought you knew Krammen, of the Stock Exchange 


Cornizzt, I did once; but now we are not on telephoning terms, 


Cortous ComncipENcE.—It is announced that Parliament will rise 
about the middle of August. So will the grouse. 


Pax In Betto.—‘‘Our War Correspondent” atill reviews the 
Egyptian troops in Fleet Street. 
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A TANGLED TAIL. 


Masrer Arrnor B-1r-r. ‘I SAY, JOHNNY GORST, WE SHALIL NEVER GET HER UP WITH ALL THIS! 
I MUST CUT OFF ABOUT HALF OF HER TAIL!” 
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Mamma (looking at her watch). ‘How tate Paea’s TRAIN I8S—NOT EVEN YET IN siGHT! I Hors THERE HASN'T B2EN AN AcciDsNT!” 
Molly (after thinking a while), ‘‘WouD you MaRRy aGcaIn, Mummie?” ; 








‘OFFICERS ONLY.” A VOICE FROM THE RANKS 


Years ago, Mr. Punch, Sir, you had a splendid cartoon about two 
ficars who had been turned out of the service for bullying one of 
eir mess comrades. It was in the days, Sir, when the Duke hai 
st been madé Ganeral Commanding-in-Chiet ; and since then, and 
it comes to that, before then, you were, and have been, the 
uest of true friends to the British soldier. Not only to Tommy in 
ranks, Sir, but to the Johnnies in the ante-room, And we all of 
| know that, Sir, because the Regimental Library contains your 
ries from Vol. One to Vol. Over-a-hundrad. 
Ard this being so, Sir, I take the liberty to ask you to say another 
, and, if I am not confusing expressions, in the same direction. 
hanks to the School Board, I am a be‘ter hand at learaing than the 
yys who have paseed into ths Reserve, or, it may be, into the 
metery. Speak the word in the same direction, and show the way 
ie wind blows. Sir, there was a deal of bullying fifty years ago, 
id if you read Truth, you will fiad there seems to be a lot of it flying 
yout even now. Last week as ever was, Mr, Lasovucaere told, in 
8 paper, how two young lads belonging to a light cavalry regiment 
ere simply fo out of their profession by the persecution of their 
‘other subalterns. So far as we can make out, it was simply because 
\iey were, neither of them, considered rich enough to r the 
cpenses of life in barracks. One of these lads was asked where he 
as going to keep his hunters and racera, and when he said he 
dn’t intend to have any, he was questioned as to why and 
herefore he had joined the eat. Then, when the answers 
ere consi unsatisfactory, his fate was made an unhappy one. 
6 was ducked in a horse-pond, and all his things were made into 
ay. That is how the case is put, Sir—one surely calling for expla- 
ation, 
Now Mr. Punch, Sir, in these cays, when the purchase system is 
polished, and a lot of us rankers look forward t» getting away from 
1e canteen into better quarters, it is a matter of importance that 
1ose above us should not be only oflicers but gentlemen. If the 
aly eee for the stars and crowns on the shoulder-straps is 
ts of money, any prosperous pawnbroker (if he begins early enough) 
in get into the Army List. 





wanted eomething more than cash to earn theQ ueen’sCommission. The 
cavalry don’t draw omnibuses, so the force doesn’t require cads to be 
on the strength of the establishment, And as this is so, subs who 
can’t behave themselves had batter take to saving cabs, if the cab- 
drivers will tolerate them. Speakiag for myself—for when on 
furlough I now and again indulge ia a hansom—I don’t think they 
will. Cabby, asa rale, is a good fellow, and doasn’t care to associate 
with sweeps, wealthy or otherwise. 

, Mr. Punch, Sir, we know from your Cartoon what happened 
when the good old Dake was at the Horse Gaards, His Royal 
Highness has a successor; and, although there are many new- 
fanglei ways coming into fashion, thare should be no difficulty about 
following the precedent set nearly half a centuryago. I give the 
tip as ‘‘a word to ths wise ’—take the matter up to head-quarters. 

Of course, Sir, discipline is discipline, and it is not for the likes of 
me to give orders to our superiors ; still I do think that now flogging 
is abolished as ‘‘ degrading,” the prestige of the Sarvice should be 
farther maintained by allowing the rank-and-file to be commanded, 
as in days of yore, by gentlemen. So, as a pretty strong charge has 
been made, there should be a searching inquiry. | that is the 
opinion of all of us—front rank, rear rank, and superaumeraries, 
zl remain, Mr. Punch. Sir, f ‘ 

Yours, coming smartly to attention, _ 
Taomas Arxrns (Private but not confidential). 
Eve of Waterloo Day, 1896. 


‘‘ WE NEVER SPEAK” UP TO DATE, 


Brisket (of the Meat Market, to Cornizzi, of the Baltic’. I 
thought you knew Krammenr, of the Stock Exchange. 
Cornizzi, I did once; but now we are not on telephoning terms. 


Cortovs Corncipence.—It is announced that Parliament will rise 
about the middle of August. So will the grouse. 


Pax in Betto.—‘‘Our War Correspondent”’ still reviews the 


Bat we have always thought that it | Egyptian troops in Fleet Street. 








PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI.—June 20, 1896. 
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A TANGLED TAIL. 


Masrer Anrnur B-tr-r. “I SAY, JOHNNY GORST, WE SHALIL NEVER GET HER UP WITH ALL THIS! 
I MUST CUT OFF ABOUT HALF OF HER TAIL!” 
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Mamma (looking at her watch). ‘How Late Paea’s TRAIN I8—NOT EVEN YET IN SIGHT! I HOrgé THERE HASN'T BEN AN AOO(DSNT!” 
Molly (after thinking a while), ‘* Wound you Marry acain, Mummig?” 


“OFFICERS ONLY.’ A VOICE FR0M THE RANKS 


YrEars ago, Mr. Punch, Sir, you had a splendid cartoon about two 
officers who been turned out of the service for bullying one of 
their mess comrades, It was in the days, Sir, when the Duke hai 
jast been made General Commanding-in-Chief ; and since then, and 
if it comes to that, before then, you were, and have been, the 
truest of true friends to the British soldier. Not only to Tommy in 
the ranks, Sir, but to the Johnnies in the ante-room. And we all of 
us know that, Sir, because the Regimental Library contains your 
series from Vol. One to Vol. Over-a-hundrad. 

Ard this being so, Sir, I take the liberty to ask yoa to say another 
word, and, if I am not confusing expressions, in the same direction. 
Thanks to the School Board, I am a be‘ter hand at learaing than the 
boys who have pasged into tha Reserve, or, it may be, iato the 
cemetery. Speak the word in the same direction, and show the way 
the wind blows. Sir, there was a deal of bullying fifty years ago, 
and if you read 7iuéh, you will find there seems to be a lot of it flying 
ve sven Se Last aoe aoe ree Wet a aieet told, - 

paper, how two youn 8 nging to a cavalry regimen 
were » pool forced out of their profession by the sereseuticn of their 
brother subalterns. So far as we can make out, it was simply because 
they were, neither of them, considered rich enough to r the 
expenses of life in barracks. One of these lads was asked where he 
was going to keep his hunters and racers, and when he said he 
didn’t intend to have any, he was questioned as to why and 
wherefore he had joined the regimeat. Then, when the answers 
were considered unsatisfactory, his fate was made an unhappy one. 
He was ducked in a horse-pond, and all his things were made into 
hay. That is how the case is put, Sir—one surely calling fr expla- 


nation. 

Now Mr. Punch, Sir, in these days, when the purchase system is 
abolished, and a lot of us rankers look forward to getting away from 
the canteen into better quarters, it isa matter of importance that 
those above us should not be only officers but gentlemen. If the 
only cewes for the stars and crowns on the shoulder-straps is 
lots of money, any prosperous pawnbroker (if he begins early enough) 
can get into the Army List, But we have always thought that it 








wanted something more than cash to earn the Q ueen’sCommission. The 
cavalry don’t draw omnibuses, so the force doesn’t require cads to be 
on the strength of the establishment. And as this is so, subs who 
can’t behave themselves had batter take to driving cabs, if the cab- 
drivers will tolerate them. Speakiag for myself—for when on 
furlough I now and again indulge ia a hansom—I don’t think they 
will. Cabby, asa rale, is a good fellow, and doesn’t care to associate 
with sweeps, wealthy or otherwise. ’ 

Well, Mr. Punch, Sir, we know from ae Cartoon what happened 
when the good old Dake was at the Horse Gaards. His al 
Highness has a successor; and, although there are many new- 
fanglei ways omning into fashion, thre should be no difficulty about 
following the precedeat set nearly half a century ago. I give the 
tip as “a word to ths wise ”—take the matter up to head-quarters. 

OF course, Sir, discipline is discipline, and it is not for the likes of 
me to give orders to our superiors ; still I do think that now flogging 
is abolished as ‘ degrading,’’ the prestige of the Sarvice should be 
farther maintained by allowing the rank-and-file to be commanded, 
asin days of yore, by gentlemen. So, asa pretty strong charge has 
been made, there should be a searching inquiry. that is the 
opinion of all of us—front rank, rear , and supernumeraries, 
giremain, Mr. Punch, Sir, 


Yours, coming smartly to attention,  __ 
Taomas ATKINS (Private ut not confidential). 
. Eve of Waterloo Day, 1896. 


‘WE NEVER SPEAK’? UP TO DATE, 
Brisket (of the Meat Market, to Cornizzi, of the Baltic\. I 
thought you knew Krammen, of the Stock Exchange 


Cornizzi, I did once; but now we are not on telephoning terms, 


Cortovus ComncimpENcE.—It is announced that Parliament will rise 
about the middle of August. So will the grouse. 


Pax in Betto.—‘*‘Our War Correspondent’’ atill reviews the 
Egyptian troops in Fleet Street. 
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A TANGLED TAIL. 


Masrer Arruor B-r-r. “I SAY, JOHNNY GORST, WE SHALIL NEVER GET HER UP WITH ALL THIS! 
I MUST CUT OFF ABOUT HALF OF HER TAIL!” 
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ENCORE, SARA! 


** L' ABSENCE est le plus grand des mauz,” quoth Adrienne, reciting ‘‘ la 
i é this, Madame Sara returns to us, 
and gives a short series—far too short—of her best. Her Adrienne comes to us 


Sable des deux pigeons’”’ ; and, rememberi 
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Mapameg Sara, “Just Passinc Toroveu.” 


“‘ How do you do and good bye! Can’t stop! Can’t stop! Can’t stop!” 


with all its ever-fresh charm, and her reception was as enthusiastic as ever, 
perhaps a ‘‘trifle more so”; for ‘‘ Absence makes the heart grow fonder.’’ | “ 





M, Devat, as Maurice de Saxe, is well able to support, 
physically and artistically, the divine Sara. M. CHAME- 
Roy, drily mene as Prince de Bouillon ; which name 
‘* Bouillon,” to English ears, is suggestive of the part 
being appropriately given to a ‘‘souper.” M. Lacrorx 
a capital Michonnet, very humorously tragic in his de- 
sire to be a “* Sociétaire,”’ 

y.—La Tosca, Same charm as ever, the torture 
and assassination scenes being wonderfully given. But 
the climax, when Zosca prefers to leap before she looks, is |. 
not startling. The leap does not give anyone ‘‘the jumps”: 
it is only a step from the sublime to the ridiculous, and 
would have been fatel to any other actress save the 
Favourite Sara, 

When this brief notice appears there will remain but 
four nights more of Sara B. in London. Of this chance 
we strongly adviee all lovers of true dramatic art to avail 
themselves; for to see ear Sara, ard to get a 
French play well played in town, “‘is a liberal education 
in itself.” "Tis a wonder to many of us theatre-goers 
that in London there should not always be a French 
theatre, with a first-rate working company, giving the 
newest Parisian successes, with the occasional visit of a 
‘* Star” as an additional attraction. 

If ever man could manare it, his name is MAYER, 
and if he has failed, then there is small probability of 
any one else being successful, 


SurTaABLE BREAKFAST FOR A LEADING LITERARY CalTIC, 
—Log-roll with a pat of butter. 


APPROPRIATE Ark FOR Hakd-woRKERS aT ErTon.— 
Voi che sap-ete,”’ 








OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 


FrepERIcK LockER-Lampson was fortunate in two respects when 
writing the volume published under the title My Conjfidences. The 
first is the conception of itsscheme. In a second title he describes the 
work as An Autobiographical Sketch addressed to “y Descendants. 
Incidentally it is published by Smira, ELrpER & Co., and all the 
world who have fifteen shillings to spend, or can borrow the book 
may read it. So careful was the diarist that bis children and his 
children’s children should have the confidences presented in most 

rfect, polished form, that he had the MS. set up in type, and 
bestowed upon it final affectionate revision before he died. Still it 
holds the privileged position of a communication privily addressed 
to a family circle. If the public don’t like it, they can leave it. 
In spite of the printing and proof-reading, it was not meant for 
them, only for ‘‘ my dear children,” to whom any trivial incident in 
the daily life of a revered parent is interesting, any little exhibition 
of venity a sacred weakness. Thus the gifted author may indulge 
in impaise of his most trivial moods, none daring to make him afrai 
Happily in Mr. Lockerr’s case this condition is controlled bye 
kindly heart, a bright intellect, and a highly cultured mind. @ 
are Aare to look on at the playtime of a courtly, scholarly 
gentleman, and frankly share his innocent satisfaction in the really 
wide circle of acqusiatance among members of the aristocracy and less 
eminent personages, such as DEAN SranLEY, ALFRED TENNYSON, 
MatrHew Arnotp, Mr, Lecky, and Mirtais, **who etehd my 
portrait.” This last does not areose to have given supreme satisfac - 
tion, ‘‘ There are points,”’ Mr. Locker writes, in one of those 
delightful asides that reveal his nature, ‘‘ where Mrrtiats almost 
surpasses the great Dutchman, Franz Hats, But he wants charm, 
and I do not see in his faces that passing look, that exquisitely 
evanetcent expres-ion which appears about to change even as we 
gaze.” When we read Sir Jonn’s ** Confidences,”’ perhaps we shall 
hear what he thought of Mr. as a subject. Meanwhile the 
book is one to be read right through. My Baronite thinks the gem of 
the collection will be found in the exquisitely humorous account ot Mr. 
LockEr’s defeat in his attempt to complete his SHaxspraneE folio of 
1623 by purchase of the missing leaf with Ben Jonson’s verses. The 
other good fortane, in addition to the happy design of the book, is in 
the choice of editor. Mr, Brmerexxt, who fills that position, has doubt- 
less supplemented Mr, Locker’s affectionate revision of the typed 
sheets. But, save by a preface strictly limited to the measure of a 
sonnet, he does not obtrade his personality by a single note. This 
modesty is rarely precious in the editor of a biographical work. 

There seems no limit to the capacity of CLtark Russet to pro- 
duce stirring stories of the sea. He has so long and so closely 
communed with the illimitable ocean that he has acquired something 
of its power and its infinite variety. His latest story, The Tale of 
the Ten (CHATIO AND WINDUvS) is as good as anything he has yet 
written, which is high praise. It is better than some, inasmuch as 


the action is more rapid. Once started with the story, my Baronite 
found it difficult to lay the book down till he had seen comfortably 
shot, or hanged, every one of the Ten, This desire is, through a series 
0 thless incidents, falfilled. Like the Ten Little Niggers of 
earlier fame, the rogues drop off one by one, ‘‘ and then there were”’ 
only just enough to send to Norfolk Island. The story, skilfully 
constructed, graphically told, is adorned with some of those mar- 
vellous descriptions of the many moods of the sea in which Crark 
RusskE.t is unapproachable. THE Baron, 


PASTRY OF THE PAST. 


_ Sm,—The “‘ Elderly Correspondent” of the Lancet who asks where 
is the pastry of our youth, ‘‘the crisp and saccharous tartlet, the 
delicate puff, the imponderable dumpling,” has hit on a real 
grievance. As for tartlets, I feel inclined tu sing with Mrs. Hemans 
(I think), ‘* O call those tartlets back tome!’ Puaffs—well—I believe 
that these are sometimes heard of still, in literary circles, bat they 
are never ‘‘ delicate,” and the kind sold at the confectioners’ ought 
to be used for ship ballast—they ’re fit for nothing else. What’s the 
good of a new Education Bill, technical classes, and all that, if cooks 
aren’t taught to use the rolling pin? Why, it’s 
Pourrickty Monsraovs, 


_ Srk,—This crusade against modern pastry is most excellent. Bat 
it should als» include modern sweets. I ate some almond toffee the 
other day, and, would you believe it, it nearly made me sick! It 
never did that when I was a boy, sixty years ago. How well I 
remember munching it on our playground while lo» king on at our 
first eleven heroes licking (at cricket) the contemp‘ible fellows sent 
by some other echool to play us! The Bath pipe that I and 
SNIGGLINGS junior swore eternal friendship over — where ts that sort 
of Bath pipe now? Vanished—in smoke! Gone out—with a puff! 
Yours, Porr CoLivsiIve. 


Str,—It is quite true about the pastry and the rolling-piu. Bat 
the real reason why pastry doesn’t agree with us nowadays 1s because 
of all the nasty foreign ingredients put init. Russian flour, French 
butter, German eggs—how can you expect a thiag made in Germany 
to be digested in Kngland? And that leads me to the chief roint of 
this letter, which is to say that we must have Prorecrion! I gene- 
rally manage t) bring all arguments round to that, and I’m glad to 
have been able to do so in this instance, 

Yours hopefally, JIMMYLOWTHEBITE, 


Srr,—My boy tells me it’s all rot about the puffs at confectioners 
not being as good as ever. He asked for sixpence to go and try, in 
order—as he said—to ‘* make quite sure about it,”’ and as he felt a 
little doubtful at the end of the experiment, I gave him another 
sixpence to complete it. He finished themali! Yet thereare people 
who declare that modern pastry can’t be digested ! 

Yours, Pater SoPERBUS. 








Junz 20, 1896.] 





ENCORE, SARA! 


** [ABSENCE est le plus grand des mauz,” quoth Adrienne, reciting ‘‘ la 
Sable des deux pigeons”’ ; and, rete ene 
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Mapameg Sara, “Just Passinc Toroveu.” 


“ How do you do and good bye! Can’t stop! Can’t stop! Can’t stop!” 
with all its ever-fresh charm, and her reception was as enthusiastic as ever, 
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M, Deva, as Maurice de Saze, is well able to support, 
physically and artistically, the divine Sarna. M. CoameE- 
ROY, drily mene as Prince de Bouillon ; which name 
‘* Bouillon,” to English ears, is suggestive of the part 
being av uomeeeely given to a * ae M. Lacrorx 
a capital Michonnet, very humorously tragic in his de- 
sire to be a ** Socié(aire,”’ 

y.—La Tosca, Same charm as ever, the torture 
and assassination scenes being wonderfully given. But 
the climax, when Zosca prefers to leap before she looks, is |. 
not startling. The leap does not give anyone ‘‘the jumps”: 
it is only a step from the sublime to the ridiculous, and 
would have been fatel to any other actress save the 
Favourite Sara, 

When this brief notice appears there will remain but 
four nights more of Sana B, in London. OF this chance 
we strongly adviee all lovers of true dramatic art to avail 
themselyes; for to see hear Sara, ard to get a 
French play well played in town, ‘‘is a liberal education 
in itself.” ’Tis a wonder to many of us theatre-goers 
that in London there should not always be a French 
theatre, with a first-rate working company, giving the 
newest Parisian successes, with the occasional visit of a 
‘* Star’ as an additional attraction. 

If ever man could panane it, his name is oe 
and if he has failed, then there is small probability 
any one else being successful, 


SurTaABLE BREAKFAST FOR A LEADING LITERARY CalTIC. 
—Log-roll with a pat of butter. 


APPROPRIATE AIR FOR HakbD-wuRKERS AT EtTon.— 


perhaps a ‘‘trifle more so”; for ‘‘ Absence makes the heart grow fonder.” | ‘' Voi ché sap-ete.” 








OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 


FREDERICK LocKER-LAampson was fortunate in two respects when 
writing the volume published under the title My Confidences. 
first is the conception of itsscheme. Ina second title he describes the 
work as An Autobiographical Sketch addressed to my Descendants. 
Incidentally it is published by Smira, Exper & Co., and all the 
world who have fitteen shillings to spend, or can borrow the book 
may read it. So careful was the diarist that bis children and his 
ehildven's children should have the confidences presented in most 

rfect, polished form, that he had the MS. set up in type, and 

towed upon it final affectionate revision before he died. Still it 
holds the privileged position of a communication privily addressed 
to a family circle. the public don't like it, they can leave it, 
In spite of the printing and proof-reading, it was not meant for 
them, only for ‘‘ my dear children,” to whom any trivial incident in 
the daily life cf a revered parent is oe any little exhibition 
of venity a sacred weakness. Thus the gifted author may indulge 
in impaise of his most trivial moods, none daring to make him afrai 
Happily in Mr. Lockenr’s case this condition is controlled by a 
kindly heart, a bright intellect, and a highly cultured mind. 8 
are re to look on at the playtime of a courtly, scholarly 
gentleman, and frankly share his innocent satisfaction in the really 
wide circle of acqusiatance among members of the aristocracy and less 
eminent personages, such as DEAN SraNLEY, ALFRED TENNYSON, 
MatrHEew ArNotp, Mr. Lecxy, and Mirtais, ‘who etehd my 
portrait.”” This last does not spruce to have given supreme satisfac - 
tion. ‘* There are points,’ Mr. Locker writes, in one of those 
delightful asides that reveal his nature, ‘‘ where Mitiars almost 


surpasses the great Dutchman, Franz Hats, But he wants charm, | b 
and I do not see in his faces that passing look, that exquisitely 


evanercent expres-ion which appears about to change even as we 
aze.”’ en we Sir JoHn’s ‘‘ Confidences,” perhaps we shall 
ear what he thought of Mr. Locker asa subject. Meanwhile the 
book is one to be read right through. My Baronite thinks the gem of 
the collection will be found in the exquisitely humorous account ot Mr. 
LockEr’s defeat in his attempt to complete his SHaksPEaReE folio of 
1623 by purchasge of the missing leaf with Ben Jonson’s verses. The 
other good fortane, in addition to the happy design of the book, is in 
the choice of editor. Mr, Brmre xt, who fills that position, has doubt- 
less supplemented Mr. LockeRr’s affectionate revision of the typed 
sheets. But, save by a preface strictly limited to the measure of a 
sonnet, he does not obtrade his personality by a single note. This 
modesty is rarely precious in the editor of a biographical work. 

There seems no limit to the capacity of CLakk RvussEtt to pro- 
duce stirring stories of the sea. He has so long and so closely 
communed with the illimitable ocean that he has acquired something 
of its power and its infinite variety. His latest story, The Tale of 
the Ten (CHATIO AND WINDUS) is as good as anything he has yet 
written, which is high praise. It is better than some, inasmuch as 


The of 


the action is more rapid, Once started with the story, my Baronite 
found it difficult to lay the book down till he had seen comfortably 
shot, or hanged, every one of the Ten, This desire ie, through a series 
thless incidents, falfilled. Like the Ten Little Niggers of 
earlier fame, the rogues drop off one by one, ‘‘ and then there were”’ 
only just enough to send to Norfolk Island. The story, skilfully 
constructed, graphically told, is adorned with some of those mar- 
vellous descriptions of the many moods of the sea in which Crark 
RusskELt is unapproachable. THE Baron, 


PASTRY OF THE PAST. 


_ Srr,—The ‘‘ Elderly Correspondent” of the Lancet who asks where 
is the pastry of our youth, ‘‘the crisp and saccharous tartlet, the 
delicate puff, the imponderable dumpling,” has hit on a real 
gtievance. As for tartlets, I feel inclined tu sing with Mrs. Hemans 
(I think), ‘* O call those tartlets back tome!’ Puaffs—well—I believe 
that these are sometimes heard of still, in literary circles, bat they 
are never ‘‘ delicate,” and the kind sold at the confectioners’ ought 
to be used for ship ballast—they ’re fit for nothing elee. Wohat’s the 
good of a new Education Bill, technical classes, and all that, if cooks 
aren’t taught to use the rolling pin? Why, it’s 
PuFFICKLY Monsrrovs, 


Srr,—This crusade against modern pastry is most excellent. Bat 
it should als» include modern sweets. I ate some almond toffee the 
other day, and, would you believe it, it nearly made me sick! It 
never did that when I was a boy, sixty years ago. How well I 
remember munching it on our playground while lo king on at our 
first eleven heroes licking (at cricket) the contemp‘ible fellows sent 
y some other rchool to play us! The Bath pipe that I and 
SNIGGLINGS junior swore eternal friendship over — where ts that sort 
of Bath pipe now? Vanished—in smoke! Gone out—with a puff! 

Yours, Porr CoLivusive. 


Sir,—It is quite true about the pastry and the rolling-piu. But 
the real reason why pastry doesn’t agree with us nowadays is because 
of all the nasty foreign ingredients put init, Russian flour, French 
butter, German eggs—how can you expect a thiag made in Germany 
to be digested in Kngland? And that leads me to the chief roint of 
this letter, which is to say that we must have Prorecrion! I gene- 
rally manage t) bring all arguments round to that, and I’m glad to 
have been able to do so in this instance, 

Yours hopefally, JIMMYLOWTHEBITE, 


Srr,—My boy tells me it’s all rot about the puffs at confectioners 
not being as good as ever, He asked fur sixpence to go and try, in 
order—as he said—to ‘‘ make quite sure about it,” and as he felt a 
little doubtful at the end of the experiment I gave him another 
sixpence to complete it. He finished them ali! Yet thereare people 
who declare that modern pastry can’t be digested ! 

ours, PatER SUPERBUS. 








June 20, 1896.) 





ENCORE, SARA! 


** [’ ABSENCE est le plus grand des mauz,” quoth Adrienne, reciting ‘* la 
i é is, Madame Sara returns to us, 
and gives a short series —far too short—of her best. Her Adrienne comes to us 


Sable des deux pigeons’ ; and, remembering this, 
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Mapames Sara, “Just Passinc TuHroveu.” 
“How do you do and good bye! Can’t stop! Can’t stop! Can’t stop!” 


with all its ever-fresh charm, and her reception was as enthusiastic as ever, 
perhaps a ‘‘trifle more so”; for ‘‘ Absence makes the heart grow fonder.” | ‘ 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 
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M, Devat, as Maurice de Sare, is well able to support, 
physically and artistically, the divine Sarna. M, CaHAmE- 
ROY, drily amusing as Prince de Bouillon ; which name 
‘* Bouillon,” to English ears, is suggestive of the part 
being appropriately given to a “‘ pe M, Lacrorx 
a capital Michonnet, very humorously tragic in his de- 
sire to be a ‘* Sociéfaire,”’ 

y.—La Tosca. Same charm as ever, the torture 
and assassination scenes beiag wonderfully given. But 
the climax, when Zosca prefers to leap before she looks, is | 
not startling. The leap does not give anyone ‘‘the jumps”’: 
it is only a step from the sublime to the ridiculous, and 
would have been fatel to any other actress save the 
Favourite Sara, 

When this brief notice appears there will remain but 
four nights more of Sara B, in London. Of this chance 
we strongly adviee all lovers of true dramatic art to avail 
themselves; for to see and h Sara, and to get a 
French play well played in town, “‘is a liberal education 
in itself.” ’Tis a wonder to many of us theatre-goers 
that in London there should not always be a French 
theatre, with a first-rate working company, giving the 
newest Parisian successes, with the occasicnal visit of a 
‘“* Star” as an additional attraction. 

If ever man could menage it, his name is MAYE 
and if he has failed, then there is small probability 
any one else being successful. 


SurTaABLE BREAKFAST FOR A LEADING LITERARY CalTIC. 
—Log-roll with a pat of butter. 


APPROPRIATE AIR FOR Hakd-woRKERS AT Eron.— 
Voi ché sap-ete,” 








OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 


FREDERICK LocKER-LAMPSsON was fortunate in two respects when 
writing the volume published under the title My Conjfidences. The 
first is the conception of itsscheme. In a second title he describes the 
work as An Autobiographical Sketch addressed to my Descendants. 
Incidentally it is published by Smita, ELpER & Co., and all the 
world who have fifteen shillings to spend, or can borrow the book 
may read it. So careful was the diarist that his children and his 
children’s children should have the confidences presented in most 
perfect, polished form, that he had the MS. set up in type, and 
bestowed upon it final affectionate revision before he died. Still it 
holds the privileged position of a communication privily addressed 
to a ar circle. the public don’t like it, they can leave it, 
In spite of the printing and proof-reading, it was not meant for 
them, only for ‘‘ my dear children,” to whom any trivial incident in 
the daily life cf a revered parent is interesting, any little exhibition 
of venity a sacred weakness. Thus the gifted author may indulge 
in impaise of his most trivial moods, none daring to make him afrai 
Happily in Mr. Locker’s case this condition is controlled by a 
kindly heart, a bright intellect, and a highly cultured mind. e 
are privileged to look on at the playtime of a courtly, scholarly 
gentleman, and frankly share his innocent satisfaction in the really 
wide circle of acqusiatance among members of the aristocracy and less 
eminent personages, such as Deaw SraNnLeY, ALFRED TENNYSON, 
MatrHEew Arnotp, Mr. Lecxy, and Mituais, ‘‘who etchtd my 
portrait.’’ This last does not eprtee to have given supreme satisfac - 
tion. ‘‘ There are points,” Mr. Locker writes, in one of those 
delightful asides that reveal his nature, ‘‘ where Mitiars almost 
8 sses the great Dutchman, Franz Hats, But he wants charm, 
and I do not see in his faces that passing look, that exquisitely 
evanescent expres-ion which appears about to change even as we 
gaze.” When we read Sir Jonn’s ** Confidences,”’ perhaps we shall 
hear what he thought of Mr. as a subject. Meanwhile the 
book is one to be read right through. My Baronite thinks the gem of 
the collection will be found in the exquisitely humorous account ot Mr. 
LockERr’s defeat in his attempt to complete his SHaxsPEanreE folio of 
1623 by purchase of the missing leaf with Ben Jonson’s verses. The 
other good fortane, in addition to the happy design of the book, is in 
the choice of editor. Mr, BrreeExt, who fills that position, has doubt- 
less supplemented Mr, Locker’s affectionate revision of the typed 
sheets. But, save by a preface atrictly limited to the measure of a 
sonnet, he does not obtrade his personality by a single note. This 
modesty is rarely precious in the editor of a biographical work. 

There seems no limit to the capacity of Crank RvussExt to pro- 
duce stirring stories of the sea, He has so long and so closely 
communed with the illimitable ocean that he has acquired something 
of its power and its infinite variety. His latest story, The Tale of 
the Ten (CHATTO AND WINDUS) is as good as anything he has yet 
written, which is high praise. It is better than some, inasmuch as 


the action is more rapid. Once started with the story, my Baronite 
found it difficult to lay the book down till he had seen comfortably 
shot, or hanged, every one of the Ten. This desire is, through a series 
of breathless incidents, falfilled. Like the Ten Little Niggers of 
earlier fame, the rogues drop off one by one, ‘‘ and then there were”’ 
only just enough to send to Norfolk Island. The story, skilfully 
constructed, graphically told, is adorned with some of those mar- 
vellous descriptions of the many moods of the sea in which Crark 
RvssELt is unapproachable. THE Baron, 


PASTRY OF THE PAST. 


_ Smm,—The “‘ Elderly Correspondent” of the Lancet who asks where 
is the pastry of our youth, *'the crisp and saccharous tartlet, the 
delicate puff, the imponderable dumpling,” has hit on a real 
grievance. As for tartlets, I feel inclined tu sing with Mrs. Hemans 
(I think), ‘* O call those tartlets back tome!’ Paffs—well—I believe 
that these are sometimes heard of still, in literary circles, bat they 
are never ‘‘ delicate,’ and the kind sold at the confectioners’ ought 
to be used for ship ballast—they ’re fit for nothing else, What’s the 
good of a new Education Bill, technical classes, and all that, if cooks 
aren’t taught tv use the rolling pin? Why, it’s 
Purrickty Monsraovs. 


_ Srk,—This crusade against modern money is most excellent. Bat 
it should als» include modern sweets, I ate some almond toffee the 
other day, and, would you believe it, it nearly made me sick! It 
never did that when I was a boy, sixty years ago. How well I 
remember munching it on our playground while l»king on at our 
first eleven heroes licking (at cricket) the contemp‘ible fellows sent 
by some other echool to play us! The Bath pipe that I and 
SNIGGLINGS junior swore eternal friendship over — where ts that sort 
of Bath pipe now? Vanished—in smoke! Gone out—with a puff! 
Yours, Porr CoLivusive. 


Str,—It is quite true about the pastry and the rolling-pin. But 
the real reason why pastry doesn’t agree with us nowadays is 18e 
of all the nasty foreign ingredients put init. Russian flour, French 
butter, German eggs—how can you expect a thiag made in Germany 
to be digested in Kngland? And that leads me to the chief roint of 
this letter, which is to say that we must have Prorecrion ! ne- 
rally manage t) bring all arguments round to that, and I’m glad to 
have been able to do so in this instance, 

Yours hopefally, JIMMYLOWTHEBRITE, 


Srr,—My boy tells me it’s all rot about the puffs at confectioners 
not being as good as ever. He asked for sixpence to go and try, in 
order—as he said—to ‘‘ make quite sure about it,” and as he felt a 
little doubtful at the end of the experiment, I gave him another 
sixpence to complete it. He finished themall! Yet thereare people 
who declare that modern pastry can’t be digested ! 

Yours, PatER SUPERBUS. 
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ENCORE, SARA! 


** L’ ABSENCE est le plus grand des mauz,” quoth Adrienne, reciting ‘‘ la 
§ ing this, Madame Sara returns to us, 
and gives a short series —far too short—of her best. Her Adrienne comes to us 


Sable des deux pigeons”’ ; and, rememberi 
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Mapame Sara, “Just Passinc Toroveu.” 


‘“‘ How do you do and good bye! Can’t stop! Can’t stop! Can’t stop!” 
with all its ever-fresh charm, and her reception was as enthusiastic as ever 












M, Devat, as Maurice de Sare, is well able to support, 
physically and artistically, the divine Sana. M. CHAmME- 
ROY, drily amusing as Prince de Bouillon ; which name 
‘* Bouillon,” to English ears, is suggestive of the part 
being appropriately given to a ‘‘souper.” M. Lacrorx 
a capital Michonnet, very humorously tragic in his de- 
sire to be a ** Socié(aire,”’ 

iday.—La Tosca. Same charm as ever, the torture 
and assassination scenes being wonderfully given. But 
the climax, when Zosca prefers to leap before she looks, is 
not startling. The leap does not give anyone ‘‘the jumps”: 
it is only a step from the sublime to the ridiculous, and 
would have been fatel to any other actress save the 
Favourite Sara. 

When this brief notice appears there will remain but 
four nights more of Sana B, in London. Of this chance 
we strongly adviee all lovers of true dramatic art to avail 
themselves; for to see hear Sara, and to get a 


French play well played in town, ‘‘is a liberal education 
in itself,”” ’Tis a wonder to many of us theatre-goers 


that in London there should not always be a French 
theatre, with a first-rate working company, giving the 
newest Parisian successes, with the occasional visit of a 
‘“* Star” as an additional attraction. 

If ever man could mentee it, his name is a 
and if he has failed, then there is small probability o 
any one else being successful. 


SurraBLE BREAKFAST FOR A LEADING LITERARY CalTIC, 
—Log-roll with a pat of butter. 


APPROPRIATE AIR FOR Harkpb-wuRKERS AT EToN.— 


perhaps a ‘‘trifle more so”; for ‘‘ Absence makes the heart grow fonder.” | “* Voi che sap-ete,”’ 








OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 


FrepErick LockeR-Lampson was fortunate in two respects when 
writing the volume published under the title My Confidences. The 
first is the conception of itsscheme. Ina second title he describes the 
work as An Autobiographical Sketch addressed to ~~ Descendants. 
Incidentally it is published by SmirH, ELrpER & Co., and all the 
world who have fifteen shillings to spend, or can borrow the book 
may read it. So careful was the diarist that his children and his 
children’s children should have the confidences presented in most 

rfect, polished form, that he had the MS. set up in type, and 

towed upon it final affectionate revision before he died. Still it 
holds the privileged position of a communication privily addressed 
to a family circle. If the public don't like it, they can leave it, 
In spite of the printing and proof-reading, it was not meant for 
them, only for ‘* my dear children,” to whom any trivial incident in 
the daily life cf a revered parent is interesting, any little exhibition 
of venity a sacred weakness. Thus the gifted author may indalge 
in impaise of his most trivial moods, none daring to make him afrai 
Happily in Mr. R’s case this condition is controlled by a 

in 


ly heart, a bright intellect, and a highly cultured mind, e|& 


are yevieeee to look on at the playtime of a courtly, scholarly 
gentleman, and frankly share his innocent satisfaction in the really 
wide circle of acqusiatance among members of the aristocracy and less 
eminent personages, such as DEAN SraNLEY, ALFRED TENNYSON, 
MatrHew Arnotp, Mr. Lecxy, and Mirtais, ** who etchd my 
portrait.” This last does not spree to have given supreme satisfac - 
tion. ‘‘ There are points,” Mr. Locker writes, in one of those 
delightful asides that reveal his nature, ‘‘ where Mriiiats almost 
surpasses the great Dutchman, Franz Hits. But he wants charm, 
and I do not see in his faces that passing look, that exquisitely 
evanetcent expres-ion which appears about to change even as we 
aze.”” When we read Sir JoHn’s ** Confidences,’”’ perhaps we shall 
ear what he thought of Mr. as a subject. Meanwhile the 
book is one to be read right through. My Baronite thinks the gem of 
the collection will be found in the exquisitely humorous account ot Mr. 
ER’s defeat in his attempt to complete his SHaxspeaReE folio of 
1623 by purchase of the missing leaf with Ben Jonson’s verses. The 
other good fortane, in addition to the happy design of the book, is in 
the choice of editor. Mr, Breet, who fills that position, has doubt- 
less supplemented Mr, LockeEr’s affectionate revision of the ty 
sheets. But, save by a preface strictly limited to the measure of a 
sonnet, he does not obtrade his personality by a single note. This 
modesty is rarely precious in the editor of a biographical work. 

There seems no limit to the capacity of Crank Russet to pro- 
duce stirring stories of the sea. He has so long and so closely 
communed with the illimitable ocean that he has acquired romething 
of its power and its infinite variety. His latest story, The Tale of 
the Ten (CHATTO AND WInDUs) is as good as anything he has yet 
written, which is high praise. It is better than some, inasmuch as 


the action is more rapid. Once started with the story, my Baronite 
found it difficult to lay the book down till he had seen comfortably 
shot, or hanged, every one of the Ten, This desire is, through a series 
of breathless incidents, falfilled. Like the Ten Little Niggers of 
earlier fame, the rogues drop off one by one, ‘‘ and then there were”’ 
only just enough to send to Norfolk Island. The story, skilfully 
constructed, graphically told, is adorned with some of those mar- 
vellous descriptions of the many moods of the sea in which Crark 
RvssELt is unapproachable, THE Baron, 


PASTRY OF THE PAST. 


Srr,—The ‘‘ Elderly Correspondent” of the Lancet who asks where 
is the pastry of our youth, ‘‘the crisp and saccharous tartlet, the 
delicate puff, the imponderable dumpling,” has hit on a real 
grievance. As for tartlets, I feel inclined tu sing with Mrs. Hemans 
(I think), ‘* O call those tartlets back tome!’ -Puaffs—well—I believe 
that these are sometimes heard of still, in literary circles, bat they 
are never ‘‘ delicate,” and the kind sold at the confectioners’ ought 
to be used for ship ballast—they ’re fit for nothing else, What’s the 
ood of a new Education Bill, technical classes, and all that, if cooks 
aren’t taught to use the rolling pin? Why, it’s 

PuFFICKLY Monstrovs, 


_ Srk,—This crusade against modern pastry is most excellent. Bat 
it should als» include modern sweets. I ate some almond toffee the 
other day, and, would believe it, it nearly made me sick! It 
never did that when I was a boy, sixty years ago. How well I 
remember munching it on our playground while l»ovking on at our 
first eleven heroes licking (at cricket) the contemp‘ible fellows sent 
by some other echool to play us! The Bath pipe that I and 
SNIGGLINGS junior swore eternal friendship over — where ts that sort 
of Bath pipe now? Vanished—in smoke! Gone out—with a puff! 
Yours, Porr CoLLvsive. 


Sra,—It is quite true about the pastry and the rolling-piu. But 
the rea/ reason why pastry doesn’t agree with us nowadays is because 
of all the nasty foreign ingredients put init. Russian flour, French 
butter, German eggs—how can you expect a thiag made in Germany 
to be digested in Kngland? And that leads me to the chief roint of 
this letter, which is to say that we must have Prorecrion! I gene- 
rally manage t) bring all arguments round to that, and I’m glad to 
have been able to do so in this instance, 

Yours hopefally, JIMMYLOWTHEBITE, 


Srr,—My boy tells me it’s all rot about the puffs at confectioners 
not being as good as ever. He asked fur sixpence to go and try, in 
order—as he said—to ‘‘ make quite sure about it,” and as he felt a 
little doubtful at the end of the experiment, I gave him another 
sixpence to complete it. He finished them all! Yet thereare people 
who declare that modern pastry can’t be digested ! 

Yours, Pater SUPERBUS. 
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SO INVITING! 


THE THIRD KING OF CRICKET. 


Jupiter Pluvius to Sol on the ‘‘ Bowler's 
Match,” M.C.C, v. Australia, June 11—12, 
1896, won by MC.C, on wet wickets, in one 
innings, with 18 runs to spare. (See ‘* The 
Two Kings of Cricket,” ‘** Punch,” p, 267, 
Tune 6.) 
rue eee all out for Eighteen! Ah, 


ally, 
You see oie ‘too previous’? vaunting was 


acs Ts ve had a go at the wicket. 
The Two Kings of Cricket”? reai all very 


ne, 
Bat sure you forgot a third monarchy— 
mine 


Whilst ** J Ju Pl Plu” ’s to the fore, why it ’tisn’t 
(Ask eat SaingE of Cambridge) at 


Eh? eight, four, a six, and — eight 
S ducks ” ina row 
Hal hat gocd Old Solus ! "And likwise ho! ho! 
Eight wickets for nix! t’s a corker ! 
Chere isn’t a bat in that team who’sa duffer, 
But with sodden wickets plus Jack H#AaRNE 
and PovuGHER, 
Che sentien: bat with the slogger may 


suffer, 
And fall for a duck to a yorker, 


Great Scott | Twas a regular basket of 
The Bowles a day—now and then—fairly 


g8, 
He’ got it this lime, and no error! 
The ** trundler”—'twas nothing but right— 
had As turn; 
What Hearne left to PouanEr young Poven 


spurn, 
Aniif ’twasn't Povauer, why then it was 
And each seemed a fair holy terror ! 


A “rot”? That’s all rot. ’Twas buat 
Het gleasart' to tem sat Baba 
) eep on ut sleeping 
brought pluck ! 
Sm Gaxcory, Daniine, and Eapy 
Got even such as that ‘*in a knot.” 
Though PovcHEr 1¢ Hearne might be still 


Though twas too Otte to win, Eapy put on 
And Aanralls? s DarRLina was steady. 

A win—in one innings—with tighteen to 

And TugDaLe and TRuMBLE two brace had to 


share 
Don’t pei at Ju Plu after that, Sir! 
A victory well Seatac I say well 


(Jonz 20, 1896. 


You me Cricket’s Third King—King Rain— 
’t be spurned. 


For ‘tis plain lain that th the victory often is turned, 
By a shower, to the Ball from the Bat, Sir 


OPERATIC NOTES. 


Monday.—La Tra-la-la-viata. Madame 
Aznantes Violetta simply excellent, ‘* Never 
berrer,” as David Copperfield observed at the 
end of his first dinner-party. At finish of 
third act, magnificent bouquet handed up to 
prima donna by Signor BEVIGNANI. 

When bouquets are handed up publicly, 
oy ag of donors should be announced also 
—— This would add to the value of 

8 hous pet. Signor BEVIGNANI would an- 
nounce ‘‘ Bouquet from H.R.H., owner of 
Persimmon.” (Enthusiasm.) ‘' Bouquet 
from Mr, Grapstong.” (Cheers.) ‘Ditto 
from Satispury.” (More cheers.) 
‘* Bouquet from Brown, Jonzs, and Rosin- 
son, regular subscribers.” (Applause) 
Several other es uets, the names bein 
undecipherable by Signor vacklag role an 
ep Se a splendid bouquet from MM Punch. 

ted in a scene of ladesteib- 
able grefteuoat, hank tears, and applause, 
amid: which Madame ALBANI was led off the 
stage by Sir Aucustus Hakris, attended by 
the ever-fai Mille, BAUERMEISTER, carry 
ing the bouquets: a Flowery Biererindlabirass 
for this occasion only. ANcoNA good as 
Georgey Germont; and Signor Lucia un- 
commonly good as Alfredo mio, “le petit 
bonhomme plus petit que ca.” Except 
i epeaniad s lover, is there any lover in operatic 
history who is such a nincompoop of a cha- 
racter as this ’Alf-and-’ Alf-redo | 
Tuesday.— Die cee as before. 


Wednesday. — Aida, oe the ever-Verdy 
Verpi. As there are h any recitatives, 
the kbretto cannot be called what the music 


is, ‘‘w Wordy.” Magnificently put on 
the ane, Odd effect of polyglot * wersion 
of W as ae sepneeee ns Ra- 
dames, Captain of Egyptian Guards, sang in 


—_ w some others gave their words 
lish, thus representing what ought to 
cs the joint occupation of Egypt, 


where the scene is laid, by the united forces 
of France and England. DrusioLanos always 
has an eye to the events of the moment, and 
this evidently struck him as being pe ly 
up-to-date. 

iy equalled by pertures gar of second 0% 
only eq y ation of singers, who, 
like Barkis, were ‘‘ willin’,” but could do 
nothing, as BEVIGNANI had “gone out with 
the tide ” and had disappeared to his myste- 
rious hidiog-place under the atage ‘“‘ far from 
the madding crowd.’ Madame ApInNI, a 
splendid specimen of an Ethiopian'slave, who 

would have made a fortune as Principal of a 
Female Christy Miastrel Company. Grand 
evening. Rise in Egyptians. 

Thursday and Friday.— F Lotow's Martha, 
and Gounov's Roméo et Juliette, Nothing 
rew. Tout va bien: and Masterful Man- 
CINELLI and Beneficant BuavieNanr are 
satisfied. 

Saturday.—Warbling WaGnEr's Hookey- 
Walkiire, or Les Promeneuses, as to-night it 
is given Wane Chevalier DavRIoLANnvs, in 
French. hought to show us these 
Lurline-like 5 Mgt on so hot a night. 
ALVAREz excellent; Mlle. Brazzr fine; ard 
Madame Lora Baerx will be heard to greater 
advantage in som hter. Her first 
appearance here. Of course, the ever- 
useful-and-ornamental Mile, BaUERMEISTER 
delights us as a water sprite. 
MANCINELLI aa be congratulated on mag- 
nificent musicians, 


‘| birth. 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 
EXTRACTED FROM THE DIARY OF TOBY, M.P. 


House of Commons, Monday. June 8.—‘‘ Man avd boy,” said 
Sark, ‘‘I’ve lived in House of Commons for twenty-five years. 
Never till to-night was 1 so sbarply struck with senee of the innate 
at the pure unselfishness, the impulsive generosity of 

embers. 


What caused Sarx’s voice to falter, almost brought tears into 
his eyes, was the readiness shown from unexpected quarters to 
forward public business by cloring debate on second reading Irish 
Land B Arranged when House met that two nights should be 
given up to talk round subject. Prince AgTuour, apprehensive that 
even that allotment of time would be insufficient, gave notice that 
he will to-morrow move suspension Twelve o’clock Rule, so that 
debate may, if need be, continue all night. Suddenly movement ia 
favour of completing de- 
bate at current sitting had 

eee — till, 
by ten o’clock, Bill read 


eecond time, leaving two 


hours to discuss p al to 

a it to Grand Commit- 
ee. 

It was Tim Heary began 


it, After long absence, 


Tr back again at corner 
seat below gway, envi- 
roned loving friends, 


b 
On his feft sits dark-vis- 
aged JoHN DrItion; be- 
hind him plump JoxuN 
Rgepmonp, Perhaps it was 
these sunny circumstances _ 
that melted the icy trucu- *. 
lence that sometimes seems w, 
to grip Trm’s manner. How- 
ever it be, having spoken 


for something over half an 
hour (and said ajl he had 
to say gladdened 
heart o s by pro- 


testing that he really did 
not care about extending 
debate. 

‘Take your Closure at 
once,’ he said. °* It is not 
we who will oppore it or 
ery ‘Gag!’ when it is 
granted from the Chair.” Pg 

Not to be outdone in ~ 
generosity, Colonel Saun- -> 
DERSON, who followed, took = - 
the same line, No use 


carrying debate overrecoad +. 
day. Why not pass secord By 
reading forthwith, and get 


to work in Committee P 
Peculiarity noted in 
action of both Members }f at ot 
was that at the time they “Bulls” of bis own &- 
protested this indifference to protongation of speech-making, each 
had ce ore bg a Peas pa pgp Ph 
were wai or opportunity ivering them, not quite so 
enthusiastic ‘in approval as was PRINCE ARTHUR. "That a detail, 
Nothing could resist influence of lofty aspirations of Tr and the 
Colonel for — idle talk and getting to work. So, they 
having concluded the eches, House listened with impatience to a 
few others, which the au would not willingly let die. Members 
who had gone off to dinner, understanding that to-morrow night 


would also be given up to second reading debate, came back at ten 
o’clock to find Bill a second time, and House embarked on fresh 
debate upon new issue. 


| Business done.—Irish Land Bill read second time. 

_Tuesday.— Since to-night wasn’t wanted for Irish Land Bill, it is 
given up to Irish Estimates. Oocasion serves to show the change 
wrought by hand of Time. Ten years ago the House, in Committee 
on Irish Estimates, would have been liveliest spot in town. To-night 
it is one of the dullest, Member after Member gets up to tell moving 
story of how he has been attacked by Royal Irish Constabulary. 
Seems first happens to Irish Member on temporarily revisiting 
his native land is that he is set upon by the police, and more or less 
ee beaten, Swirr MacNEI.L, with tremor of genuine emotion 
voice, held forth for over helf an hour in succession of blood-curdling 
stories about the polics3, WuittieE Rerpmonp, modestly presenting 


“DECIMATED To | 
THE EXTENT 
OF TWO -THIRDS 






Mr. Field (President of the Irish Cattle Trades* and Stockowners’ Association, Vice- 
President of the National Federation of Meat Trades) introduces to the House two 


himself to favourable consideration of Committee as ‘“‘a bit of 
authority on rows,” gave graphic account of a Sunday spent 
in bcsom of his constituency. This place of repose was literally 
represented by the middle of the main thoroughfare, where the 
hon. Member, flat on his back, off which his coat had been torn, 
seems to have spent a pensive hour, with the policeman who had 
knocked him down ot trusively standing over him. 

_ Bitterest reflection was that he had reached this recumbent posi- 
tion whilst bent upon an errand of peace. Coming together in the 
quiet streets of Clare on a Sabbath morning, Wie R.’s con- 
stituents and the police had incoatinently ‘‘ gone for” each other. 
The =a of- Peace oma ages straightway found himself in the 
recumbent porition described. It was nothing to him; he seemed 

uite used to ding his Sundsy morning in such circumstances. 

Vhat vexed him was (1) that his recumbent position prevented 
his pursuing his mission of peace; (2) that the overhanging police- 
man was not conveniently numbered as are his colleagues in the 
streets«f London. Whence 
ensued insuperable difficu) - 
ties in recogn im and 
bringing him into a posi- 
tion where the ground of 
his almost rude conduct 
might be inquired into. 

After thiselaborate story, 
Patrick O'Brren’s modest 
narrative of how, upon a 
certain occasion, he ved 
** a blow on the craynium ” 
from a policeman’s bdton, 
fell a little flat. Mr. 
O’Brien mentioned that 
his ‘‘ craynium ’’ still bore 
evidence of the concussion. 


\ porarily stirred by flush of 
-’ expectation as he put his 
. hand to his head. Expected 
‘) that he was about to show 
L an of Committees 
,) exact spot of the tragedy. 
-¥ Apparently cowdn’t findit. 
. Anyhow, after fumbling 
) round for a moment, he 


gave up quest, and pro- 


“THE TIME HAS 
‘fR COME, AND 45 
Bm RAPIDLY ARRI ING 





ceeded with ch. 
} aa — Irith 


Business 
votes in Committee, 
_ Thursday.— Pity e tab- 
lished custom is against 
Mem —— up ae 
parts, as they 
< g do on the stage of other 
g@% theatres. Loss felt with 
: ~ »—~ peculiar acutere’s in case 
7 ae Se tate 
ae ght we get into Commit- 
wee tee on Education Bill. As 
Cap’en Tommy, who has 
been heaving the leed, 
genially announces, there 
are exactly 1335 Amend- 
ments already printed. Consideration thereof means some werke’ 
hard labour for House in general, and in particular for Minister in 
cbarge of Bill. So Jonn o’ Gorst, taking seat on Treasury Bench 
to-night, assumes stricken air of patient resignation pathetic to look 


upon, 
PWhere defect appears is in bis complexion. The conrequence of 
ing about bis Ministe ial duties on a vermilion-hued bicycle has: 
en to reflect upon his countenance a roddy tinge incompatible with 
the character he desires to assume, If, as is the case in preparation 
for another stege, our leading man of the hour were D wean toe use of 
Ponce aes effect on progress of Edacation Bill in Committee would 
appreciable, As it is, there 1s obvious incongruity, distin: tly 
deleterious, : 7 ; ; 

Gorst does his best in the circumstances ; is obviously determ’nod 
not to add to length of debate, When Amendment moved, he states, 
in phrase of freezing brevity, insuperable objection, and sits down. 
Argument all ey well in some cases. JOHN 0’ GorsT is conscious 
that he has bebind him overwhelming argument in form of majority 
v g from 170 to 249, As the advertisement ssys, ‘‘ Why pay 
more?” Jon o’ Gorst certainly won’t. Having said what he 
to say he sits down, fo'ds fragile arms over timid breast, puts on look 


in | of preternatural pensiveness, patiently listens whilst others talk. 


No lack of supply. At end of hour and a half constitution of 
audiencs considerably altercd. Members freshly arrived from pro- 
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SO INVITING! 








THE THIRD KING OF CRICKET. 


Jupiter Pluvius to Sol on the ‘' Bowler's 
Match,” M.C.C, v, Australiz, June 11—12, 
1896, won by MC.C, on wet wickets, in one 
innings, with 18 runs to spare. (See * The 
Two Kings of Cricket,” ** Punch,” p, 267, 
June 6.) 

THe Cornstalks all out for Eighteen! Ah, 
King Soll 


y 
You see ane “too previous” vaunting was 


fo 
Since I iv had a go at the wicket. 
“The Two Kings of Cricket” reai all very 


ne, 
Bat sure ae forgot a third monarchy — 


Whilst ' “ 7 a | Plu” ’s to the fore, why it ’tisn’t 
shins 
(Ask Lat Saline of Cambridge) at 


Eh? i ht, four, * six, and — eight 
ucks” ina 
Ha! hat gocd Old Sates’. "And likwise ho! ho! 
Eight wickets for nix! That’s a corker! 
There isn’t a bat in that team who’sa duffer, 
But Med Poceree wickets plus Jack H&ARNE 
an 
The steadiest bat” with the slogger may 


suffer, 
And fall for a duck to a yorker. 


Great ott, ‘Twas a regular basket of 
The Bowler a day—now and then— fairly 


gs 
He got it this {ime, and no error! 
The i ar ee nothing but right— | n 
ts turn; 
What Hearne left to Povenkr young Povcn 


Ani if twee TP Povcuer, why then it was 


HEARNE, 
And each seemed a fair holy terror ! 


A “rot”? That’s all rot. ’°’Twas bat 

Not aan ts es ! But sleepi 
pleasan eep on ut sleeping 
brought pluck ! 

Sco Gareeory, DarioG, and Eapy 
Got even such as that ‘*in a knot.” 
Though te Hearne might be still 
n the spot,” 
ee ‘Gama too late to win, Eapy put on 


And Australia’ s DARLING was steady. 
A win—in one innings—with tighteen to 
are 
And Teupaee and TruMBLE two brace had to 
share ! 


Don’t scoff at Ju Plu after that, Sir! 
A vic wal eoenes —or I should say well 


You see nisteas Third King—King Rain— 


urned. 
For ‘tis pl iain ee the victory often is turned, 
By a shower, to the Ball from the Bat, Sir 


OPERATIC NOTES. 


Monday.—La Tra-la-la-viata. Madame 
ArBaNnias Violetta simply excellent. ‘* Never 
berrer,” as David Copperfield observed at the 
end of his first dinner-party. At finish of 
third act, magnificent bouquet handed up to 
prima donna by Signor BEVIGNANI. 

When bouquets are handed up publicly, 
the names of donors should be announced also 
publicly. This would add to the value of 
the bougnet. Signor BEVIGNANI would an- 
nounce ‘‘ Bouquet from H., owner . 
Persimmon.” (Enthusitasm.) ‘' Bouquet 
from Mr, GrapsTone.’’ (Cheers.) ‘“* sen 
from Sauispury.” (More cheers.) 
‘* Bouquet from Brown, Jonxs, and Rosin- 
SON, fr subscribers.” Appionee:) 
Several other = uets, the names 
undecipherable ary ignor BEVIGNANI; po 
thie tact ens a splen o patees trom Mr. Punch. 

in a scene of indescrib- 
able crilanent. ae tears, aud applause, 
amid: which Madame ALBANI was led off the 
stage by Sir Auacustus Haxnis, attended by 
the ever-faithful Mlle. BAvERMEISTER, carry- 
ing the bouquets: a Flowery Bower-meisteress 
for this occasion only. ANCONA good as 
Georgey Germont; and Signor Lucia un- 
soamcaly good as Alfredo — “le petit 
bonhomme plus pene que ca.” Except 
pee, s lover, is there any eran d in operatic 
history who is such a nincompoop of a cha- 
racter as this ’Alf-and~-’ Alf-redo | 
Tuesday.— Die We te as before. 


Wednesday. — Aida the ever-Verdy 
VERDI. As thee are tard any recitatives, 


the libretto Wa be - faonifcentl the on 
is, es 0 put on 
the se oe Odd effect of polyglot ny, wersion 
of Wi i” as ALVAREZ, representing 
tian G sang in 


moet Captain of Egyp 
re whilst some others gave their words 
in English, sh, thus representing what ought to 
the joint. pares of Egypt, 
vs the scene is laid, by the united forces 
of France and England. DrusioLaNnus always 
has an eye to the events of the momen ae 
ae ant struck him as being pe 
“Great enthusiasm hel tion of of second ut 
only ¢q y perturbation of singers, w 
like Barkis, were ‘‘ willin’,” but could do 
othing, as Brvienani had “+ gone out with 
the tide,” and had disap to his myste- 
rious hi hidiog-place under the aa ** far from 
the madding crowd.’ Madame ADINI, a 
splendid specimen of an Ethiopian’slave, who 
would have e a fortune as Principal of a 
Female Christy Miastrel Company. 
evening. Hise in Egyptians. 


Thursday and Friday.— F otow's Martha, 
and Gounov’s Roméo et Juliette, Nothing 
tew. Tout va bien: and Masterful Man- 
or and SBeneficaznt BkvieNaNnI are 


satistfi 


Saturday.—Warbling WaGnEr's Hookey- 
Walkiire, or Les Promeneuses, as to-night it 
ia given "by Le Chevalier DavkRIoLanvs, in 
French, ppy Thought to show us these 
Lurline-like water-sprites on so hot a night. 
ALVAREz excellent; Mlle. Brazzr fine; ard 
Madame Lota BeetH will be aes to greater 
advantage in something lighter. Her first 
appearance here. Of course, the ever- 
useful-and-ornamental Mile. BavERMRISTRER 
delights us as a water sprite, Masterful 
MANCINELLI a be congratulated on mag- 
nificent musicians, 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 
EXTRACTED FROM THE DIARY OF TOBY, M.P. 


House of Commons, Monday. June 8.—‘‘ Man avd boy,” said 
Sank, ‘‘I’ve lived in House of Commons for twenty-five years, 
Never till to-night was I so sbarply struck with sense of the innate 
nobility, the pure unselfishness, the impulsive generosity of 
Members,” . 

What caused Sarx’s voice to falter, almost brought tears into 
his eyes, was the readiness shown from unexpected qusrters to 
forward public business by cloring debate on second reading Jrish 
Land Bill. Arranged when House met that two nights should be 
given up to talk round subject. Princk ABTHouR, apprehensive that 
even that allotment of time would be insufficient, gave notice that 
he will to-morrow move suspension Twelve o’clock Rule, so that 
debate may, if need be, continue all night. Suddenly movement ia 
favour of completing de- 
bate at current sitting had 
birth. Rapidly grew till. 
by tea o’elock, Bill read 
eecond time, leaving two 
hours to discuss proposal to 
refer it to Grand Commit- 


tee. 
It was Tim Hearty began 
i After long absence, 
Tr back again at corner 
seat below Gangway, envi- 
roned by loving friends, 
On his left sits dark-vis- 











por ai fy favourable eae * en : ee as “‘a bit of 
authority on rows, gave graphic account of a Sunday morning spent 
in bcsom of his constituency. This place of nes was literally 
represented by the middle of the main thoroughfare, where the 
hon. Member, flat on his back, off which his coat had been torn, 
seems to have spent a pensive hour, with the policeman who had 
knocked him down ot trusively standing over him. 

_ Bitterest reflection was that he had reached this recumbent posi- 
tion whilst bent upon an errand of peace. Coming together in the 
quiet streets of Clare on a Sabbath morning, WILLIE R.’s con- 
stituents and the police had incoatinently ‘‘ gone for” each other. 


The Apostle of Peace interposing, straightway found hiwself in the 
recumbent porition described. It was nothing to him; he seemed 
uite used to ding his Sundsy morning in such circumstances. 


Vhat vexed him was (1) that his recumbent posi‘ion prevented 
his pursuing his mission of peace; (2) that the overhanging police- 
man was not conveniently numbered as are his colleagues ia the 
streets«f London. Whence 
ensued insuperable difficu) - 
ties in recognising him and 
bringing him into a posi- 
tion where the ground of 
his almost rude conduct 
might be inquired into. 

After this elaborate story, 
Patrick O'Brren’s modest 
narrative of how, upon a 

noccasion, he received 
** a blow on the craynium ” 
a policeman’s ddton, 
fell a little flat. Mr. 


aged JoHN DILLON ; O’Brien mentioned that 
hind him plump JoHN | his “‘ craynium ”’ still bore 
Repmonrp. Perhaps it was , |e evidence of the concussion. 
these sunny circumstances DECIMATED TO}) ~~ THE TIME HAS | Languid Committee tem- 
that melted the icy trucu-“ Cc > THE EXTENT gee ya ee \ porarily stirred by flush of 
lence that sometimes seems «| : OF Two-THIRDS Th & Ene D expectation as he put bis 
to grip Trm’s manner. How- ae é 0 hand to hishead. Expected 
ever it be, having spoken ) that he was about to show 
for something over half an Chairman of Committees 
hour (and said ajl he had exact spot of the tragedy. 
to say) Tru gladdened ‘ Apparently cou)dn’t findit. 


heart of Ministers by pro- 
testing that he really did 
not care about extending 
debate. 

‘Take your Closure at 
once,’ he said. °* It is not 
we who will oppose it or 
cry ‘Gag!’ when it is 
granted from the Chair.” 

Not to be outdone in 
generosity, Colonel Saun- 
DERSON, who followed, took 
the same line, No use 
carrying debate over eecoad 
day. Why not pass second 
reading forthwith, and get 
to work in Committee ? 

- sere taey aoe : in 
on embers : ; 
was that at the time they ** Bulls ” of his own breeding. 
protested this indifference to prolongation of speech-making, each 
had made his own. Members who had prepared orations, an 
were waiting for opportunity of delivering them, not quite ro 
enthusiastic in approval as was Prince ArTuuR. That a detail. 
Nothing could resist influence of lofty aspirations of Tm and the 
Colonel for ting with idle talk and getting to work. So, they 
having concluded their speeches, House listened with impatience to a 
few others, which the authors would not willingly let die. Members 
who had gone off to dinner, understanding that to-morrow night 
would also be given up to second reading debate, came back at ten 
o’clock to find Bill read a second time, and House embarked on fresh 
debate upon new issue. | 

Business done.—Irish Land Bill read second time. 

Tuesday.— Since to-night wasn’t wanted for Irish Land Bill, it is 
given up to Irish Estimates. Oocasion serves to show the change 
wrought by hand of Time. Ten yesrs ago the House, in Committee 
on Irish Estimates, would have been liveliest spot in town. To-night 
it is one of the dullest, Member after Member gets up to tell moving 
story of how he has been attacked by Royal Irish Constabulary. 
Seems first thing happens to Jrish Member on temporarily revisiting 
his native land is that he is set upon by the police, and more or less 
severely beaten. Swirr MacNEr11, with tremor of genuine emotion 
voice, held forth for over helf an hour in succession of blood- i 
stories about the polics. Wittig Repmonp, modestly presenting 






Mr. Field (President of the Irish Cattle Tredes® and Stockowners’ Association, Vice- 
President of the National Federation of Meat Trades) introduces to the House two 


Anyhow, after fumbling 
) round for a moment, he 
gave up quest, and pro- 


ceeded with ch. 
‘ Business . — Irich 
votes in Committee, 


_ Thursday.— Pity e tab- 
lished custom is sgainst 
Members making up for 
percents parts, as they 
< @ do on the stage of other 

4 theatres. Loss felt with 
: »—” peculiar acutere’s in care 
= “sno? Of JoHN 0’ Gorst. Te- 

night we get into Commit- 
<“<2<2— tee on Education Bill, As 
Cap’en Tommy, who has 
been heaving the leed, 
genially announces, there 
are exactly 1335 Amend- 
printed. Consideration thereof means some werke’ 





ments alread 


d | hard labour for House in general, and in particuler for Minister in 


obarge of Bill. JouN o’ Gorst, taking seat on Treasury Bench 
to-night, assumes stricken air of patient resignation pathetic t> look 


upon. 

Where defect a s is in his complexion. The consequence of 
going about bis Ministerial duties on a vermilion-hued ae has’ 

en to reflect upon his countenance a ruddy tinge incompatible with 
the character he desires to assume. If, as is the case in preparation 
for another stege, our leading man of the hour were itted use of 

wder-pot, effect on progress of Edacation Bill in Committee would 
appreciable, As it is, there is obvious incongruity, distin: tly 
deleterious. ‘ 

Gorst does his best in the circumstances ; is obviously determ’nod 
not to add to length of debate. When Amendment moved, he states, 
in phrase of freezing brevity, insuperable objection, and sits down. 
Argument all very well in some cases. JouN 0’ Gonrst is conssious 
that he has behiod him overwhelming argument in form of majority 
varying from 170 to 249, As the advertisement ssys, ‘* Why fay 
more?” Jon o’ Gorst certainly won’t. Having said what he has 


to say he sits down, fo'ds fragile arms over timid breast, puts on look 


in | of preternatural pensiveness, patiently listens whilet others talk. 


No lack of supply. At end of hour and a half constitution of 
audiencs considerably altercd. Members freshly arrived from pro- 
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THE THIRD KING OF CRICKET. 


Jupiter Pluvius to Sol on the ‘' Bowler's 
Match,” M.C.C, v. Australiz, June 11—12, 
1896, won by MC.C, on wet wickets, in one 
innings, with 18 runs to spare. (See ** The 
Two Kings of Cricket,” ** Punch,” p, 267, 
June 6.) 

THe Cornstalks all out for Eighteen! Ah, 


King Solly, 
You = va “‘too previous”? vaunting was 


ass. I ie had a go at the wicket. 
“The Two Kings of Cricket” reai all very 


ne, 
Bat as 7 forgot a third monarchy — 
Whilst ‘ “ Ju PI Pla” ’s to the fore, why it ’tisn’t 

(Ask eriket Sainz of Cambridge) at 


Eh? eight, four, ie. six, and — eight 
“ ucks” inar 

Ha! hal gocd Old Solus r "And likwise ho! ho! 

Eight wickets for nix! That’s a corker! 

There isn’t a bat in that team who’sa duffer, 

But with sodden wickets plus Jack H&ARNE 
and PouGHER, 

The stontloat bat with the slogger may 


suffer, 
And fall for a duck to a yorker. 


Great Scott | Twas a regular basket of 
The Bowler a day—now and then—fairly 


He ar it this {ime, and no error! 
The ** trundler”—'twas nothing but right— 
had Ais turn; 
What aires left to PovenER young Poteau 


t spurn, 
Anjiif ‘wane PovucHER, why then it was 


Ard each seemed a fair holy terror ! 


A “rot”? That’s all rot. °’Twas bat 
Not Scans Gas ! But sl 
pleasan eep on ut sleeping 
brought pluck ! 
Sm Gareeory, Darima, and Eapy 
Got even such as that ‘in a knot.” 
Though Ln HRAgneE might be still 


te red too es to win, Eapy put on 
And "Aantal? ’s DARLING was steady. 

A win—in one innings—with tighteen to 

And TuEDALE and TRuMBLE two brace had to| a 


Don’t scoff at Ju Plu after that, Sir! 
A victory well earned—or I should say well 
Herarned | 


You. mas Cricket’s Third King—King Rain— 
pe a urned. 


For ‘tis pl jain thet the victory often is turned, 
By a shower, to the Ball from the Bat, Sir 


OPERATIC NOTES. 


Monday.—La Tra-la-la-viata. Madame 
Atpantas Violetta simply excellent. ‘*‘ Never 
berrer,” as David Copperjield observed at the 
end of his first dinner-party. At finish of 
third act, magnificent bouquet handed up to 
prima donna by Signor BEVIGNANI. 

en uets are handed up publicly, 
the names of donors should be announced also 
publicly. This would add to the value of 
the ~eoqeee Signor BEVIGNANI would an- 
nounce ouquet from H.R.H., owner - 
Passa of (Enthustasm.) ‘* Bouquet 
from Mr, GLADSTONE,”’ , (Cheers. ) “Ditto 
from Lord Saxisspury.” (More cheers.) 
23 eee from Eee, JoNEs, and Rosin- 

r ibers.” (Applause.) 
Sovscal other bouquets the names 
paale = cole lend ene BEVIGNANI; an 

bouquet from Mr. Punch. 

Thin ted in a scene of indescrib- 
able oxdiauant, cheers, tears, and applause, 
amid: which e ALBANI was led off the 
stage by Sir AvuaustTvus 8, attended by 
the ever-faithful Mlle. al argon ed 
ing the bouquets: a Flowery Denet-malaserees 
for this occasion only. ANcoNna good as 
Georgey Germont; and Signor Lucia un- 
commonly good as Alfredo mio, “‘ le petit 
bonhomme plus petit que ca.’ Except 
Manon’s lover, is there any lover in operatic 
history who is such a penn of a cha- 
racter as this ’Alf-and-’ Alf-redo | 

Tuesday.— Die we as before, 


Wednesday. — Aida the ever-Verdy 
VegpI. As there are ard any nomen von 
e libretto Wand, be sp + ban the mae 
is, many ordy.’ agnificently put on 
- ,, odd cffeot of polyglot ny wersion 
of W as ALVAREZ, representing Za- 
aamee, Csptain of Egyptian G Guards, sang in 

whilst some others gave their words 
in Ei ntide thus representing what ought to 
have the joint. —— of Egypt, 
where the scene is laid, by the united forces 
of France and England. DrusioLanus always 
has an eye to the events of the omen aoe 
= evidently struck him as being pe ly 


p-to-date 

aateree tion of singers who, a 

only € y ation 0 ers, who 
8 Ba rkis, were ‘* willin’,’ t could do 

oiler, as Brvienani had “ noe out with 
the tide,”’ and had area be! myste- 
rious hidiog-place the stage “* far from 
the madding crowd.’”’ Madame ADINI, a 
splendid specimen of an Ethiopian'elave, who 

would have made a fortune as Principal of a 
Female Christy Miastrel Company. 
evening. Rise in Egyptians. 

Thursday and Friday.— F Lotow's Martha, 
and Gounov's Roméo et Juliette. Nothing 


1rew. Tout va asterful - 
CINELLI and Beneficant BaVIGNANI are 
satisfied. 


Saturday.—Warbling WaGneEr’s Hookey- 
Walkiire, or Les Promeneuses, as to-night it 
is given Hap Chevalier DavrrIoLanvs, in 
French, ppy Thought to show us these 
like water-opite on so hot a night. 
ALVAREZ excellent; Brazzt fine; ard 
Madame Lota Beers will be — to greater 
advantage in something lighter. Her first 
here. course, “the ever- 
useful -gad-orhdeaaital Mile, BAUERMEISTRER 
delights us as a water sprite, 
MANCINELLI silk be congratulated on mag- 


nificent musicians, 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 
EXTRACTED FROM THE DIARY OF TOBY, M.P. 


House of Commons, Monday. June 8.—‘‘ Man avd boy,” said 
Sark, ‘‘I’ve lived in House of Commons for twenty-five years. 
Never till to-night was 1 so sharply struck with sense of the innate 
soley the pure unselfishness, the impulsive generosity of 

em bers. 


What caused Sark’s voice to falter, almost brought tears into 
his eyes, was the readiness shown from unexpected querters to 
forward public business by cloring debate on second reading Irish 
Land B Arranged when House met that two nights should be 
given up to talk round subject. Princk ABTHouR, apprehensive that 
even that allotment of time would be insufficient, gave notice that 
he will to-morrow move suspension Twelve o’clock Rule, so that 
debate may, if need be, continue all night. Suddenly movement ia 
favour of completing de- 
bate at current sitting had 
birth. Rapidly grew till. 
by ten o’clock, Bill read 
geecond time, leaving two 
hours to discuss p al to 
refer it to Grand Commit- 


tee. 

It was Tow Hearty began 
it. After long absence, 
Tim back 


ain at corner 
seat below 


gway, envi- 
roned by loving friends, 
On his left sits dark-vis- 
aged JoHN Ditton ; _be- 
hind him a JOHN 
Repmond. Perhaps it was 
these my circumstances 
that melted the icy trucu- 
lence that sometimes seems « 
to grip Trm’s manner. How- 
ever it be, having spoken 
for something over half an 
hour (and said ajl he had 
to say) gladdened 
heart of Ministers by pro- 
testing that he really did 
not care about extending 
debate. 

‘“*Tsake your Closure at 
once,” he said. °* It is not 
we who will oppose it or 
ery ‘Gag!’ when it is 
granted from the Chair.” 

Not to be outdone in 
generosity. Colonel Saun- 
DERSON, who followed, took 
the same line. No use 
carrying debate over secoad 
day. Why not pass second 
reading forthwith, and get 
to work in Committee P 

Peculiarity noted in 
action of both Members 


was that at the time they “Bulls” of his own breeding. 













“DECIMATED ‘To 
THE EXTENT 
f OF TWO-THIRDS: 


Mr. Field (President of the Irish Cattle Tredes* and Stockowners’ Association, Vice- 
President of the National Federation of Meat Trades) introduces to the House two 


spat to favourable omer - ee as ‘‘a bit - 
authority on rows,” gave graphic account of a Sunday morning spen 
in bcsom of his sinatitonay. This place of raoss was literally 
represented by the middle of the main thoroughfare, where the 
hon. Member, flat on his back, off which his coat had been torn, 
seems to have spent a pensive hour, with the policeman who had 
knocked him down ot trusively standing over him. 

_ Bitterest reflection was that he had reached this recumbent posi- 
tion whilst bent upon an errand of peace. Coming together in the 
quiet streets of Clare on a Sabbath morning, WILLIE R.’s con- 
stituents and the police had incoatinently ‘‘ gone for’’ each other. 


The Apostle of- Peace SO DeNE straightway found hiwself in the 
recumbent porition described. It was nothing to him; he eeemed 
uite used to ding his Sundsy morning in such circumstances. 


Vhat vexed him was (1) that his recumbent position prevented 
his pursuing his mierion of peace; (2) that the overhanging police- 
man was not conveniently numbered as are his colleagues ia the 

streets «f London. ence 
ensued insuperable difficn) - 
ties in recognising him and 
bringing him into a posi- 
tion where the ground of 

s almost rude conduct 
might be inquired into. 

After thiselaborate story, 
Patrick O'Brren’s modest 
narrative of how, upon a 
certain occasion, he received 
** a blow on the craynium ” 
from a policeman’s béton, 
fell a little flat. Mr. 
O'Brien mentioned that 
his ‘‘ craynium ’’ still bore 
evidence of the concussion. 
Languid Committee tem- 
\ porarily stirred by flush of 

expectation as he put bis 
hand to his head, Ex 
‘, that he was about to show 

rman Committees 
exact spot of the tragedy. 
' Apparently cou)do’t find it. 
' Anyhow, after fumbling 
) round for a ee he 
gave up quest, and pro- 

ceeded with ch, 
Trith 


_ Thursday.— Pity e tab- 
lished custom is against 
Members making up for 
cular parts, as they 

< g do on the stage of other 
~@% theatres. Loss felt with 
= °—” peculiar acutere’s in care 

= “ne? Of JOHN 0’ Gorst. Te- 
a night we get into Commit- 
<“22— teeon Education Bill, As 
Cap’en Tommy, who has 
been heaving the leed, 
genially announces, there 
are exactly 1335 Amend- 











“THE TIME HAS 
BR COME, AND 45 | 









protested this indifference to prolongation of speech-making, each | ments already printed. Consideration thereof means some werke’ 


le. own. Members who had 
were waiting for opportunity of delivering them, not quite ro 
enthusiastic in approval as was ce Artuur. That a detail. 
N could resist influence of lofty aspirations of Tm and the 
Colcnel for dispenting with idle talk and getting to work. So, they 
having concluded their speeches, House listened with impatience to a 
few others, which the authors would not willingly let die. Members 
who had gone off to dinner, understanding that to-morrow night 
would also be given up to second reading debate, came back at ten 
o’clock to find Bill a second time, and House embarked on fresh 
debate upon new issue. ) 
Business done.—Irish Land Bill read second time, 

_Tuesday.— Since to-night wasn’t wanted for Irish Land Bill, it is 
given ? to Irish Estimates. Oocasion serves to show the change 
wrought by hand of Time. Ten yesra ago the House, in Committee 
on Irish Estimates, would have been liveliest spot in town. To-night 
it is one of the dullest, Member after Member gets up to tell moving 
story of how he has been attacked by Royal Irish Constabulary. 
Seems first thing happens to Jrish Member on temporarily revisiting 
his native land is that he is set upon by the police, and more or less 
severely beaten, Swirr MacNEILt, with tremor of genuine emotion in 
voice, held forth for over helf an hour in succ*ssion of blood-curdling 
stories about the polics. WrittieE Repmonp, modestly presenting 


had e 


prepared orations, and hard labour for House in general, and in particuler for Minister in 


charge of Bill. So Joun o’ Gorst, taking seat on Treasury Bench 
to-night, assumes stricken air of patient resignation pathetic to look 


upon, 5 
Where defect a sis in bis complexion. The contequence of 
going about bis isterial duties on a vermilion-hued ae has’ 
en to reflect upon his countenance a ruddy tinge incompatible with 
the character he desires to assume. If, as is the case in preparation 
for another stege, our leading man of the hour were tted use of 
wder-pot, effect on progress of Edacation Bill in Committee would 
appreciable, As it is, there is obvious incongruity, distin: tly 
deleterious. 

Gorst does his best in the circumstances ; is obviously determ’ned 
not to add to length of debate. When Amendment moved, he states, 
in phrase of freezing brevity, insuperable objection, and sits down. 
Argument all very well in some cases. JOHN 0’ GorsT is conscious 
that he has behind him overwhelming argument in form of majority 
varying from 170 to 249, As the advertisement ssys, ‘‘ Why pay 
more?” JouN o’ Goxst certainly won’t. Having said what he has 
to say he sits down, fo'ds fragile arms over timid breast, puts on look 
of preternatural pensiveness, patiently listens whilst others talk. 

No lack of supply. At end of hour and a half constitution of 
audiencs considerably altered. Members freshly arrived from pro- 
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THE THIRD KING OF CRICKET. 


Jupiter Pluvius to Sol on the ‘‘ Bowler's 
Match,” M.C.C. v. Australiz, June 11—12, 
1896, won by MC.C, on wet wickets, in one 
innings, with 18 runs to spare. (See ** The 
Two Kings of Cricket,” ‘‘ Punch,” p, 267, 
June 6.) 

THE Cannes all out for Eighteen! Ah, 


y 
You see = “too previous” vaunting was 


fo 
Since I ive had a go at the wicket. 
“The Two Kings of Cricket” reai all very 


ne 
Bat sure. we forgot a third monarchy — 
mine 


Whilst ‘* ; a Pla ” ’s to the fore, why it ’tisn’t 
(Ask young SaingE of Cambridge) at 


Eh? sight, four, a six, and — eight 
** ducks” in a row 

Ha! ha! gocd Old Solus! "And likwise ho! ho! 

Eight wickets for nix! That’s a corker! 
There isn’t a bat in that team who’sa duffer, 
But with sodden wickets plus Jack HBARNE 
and PovGHeER, 
The steettiont bat with the slogger may 


suffer, 
And fall for a duck to a yorker. 


Great re Twas a regular basket of 
The Bowke” a day—now and then—fairly 


g8, 
He got it this lime, and no error! 
The ** trundler’””—’ twas nothing but right—/n 
had Ais turn 
What Hearne left to PovGcHER young Poveu 


ts spurn, 
Ani if ’twasn't Povener, why then it was 


And each seemed a fair holy terror ! 


A “rot”? That’s all rot. °’Twas bat 
cricketer’s luck ! 
Not pleasant to sleep on! But sleeping 
brought pluck ! 
So Greeory, DarnioaG, and Eapy 
Got even such — as that ‘*in a knot.” 
Though — 1¢ HEARNE might be still 


Though ‘ora too as to win, Eapy put on 
And Aenea’ s DarRLina was steady. 

A win—in one innings—with tighteen to 

And TuEDALE and TRuMBLE two brace had to 
Don’t scoff at Ju Plu after that, Sir! 


A victory well earned—or I should say well 
Herarned | 


(Jorz 20, 1896, 


You. eS Cricket’s Third King—King Rain— 
ze Dep urned. 


For ‘tis pl lain that the victory often is turned, 
By a shower, to the Ball from the Bat, Sir 


OPERATIC NOTES. 


Monday.—La Tra-la-la-viata. Madame 
AtBantias Violetta simply excellent. ‘* Never 
berrer,” as David Copperfield observed at the 
end of his first dinner-party. At finish of 
third act, ene bouquet handed up to 
prime di donna ee TS ignor BEVIGNANI. 

bouquets are handed up publicly, 
fied Nemes mors should be announced also 
pu blicly. ar would add to the value of 

e bouguet. Signor BEVIGNANI would an- 
nounce * Bouquet from H.R.H., owner - 
Persimmon.” (Enthusiasm.) "es Bouquet 
from Mr, Grapstone.”’ (Cheers.) ‘* Ditto 
from Lord Sarisspury.” (More cheers.) 
** Bouquet from Brown, J ONES, and Rosin- 

SON, Fr subscribers.’ (Applause.) 
Several other croreem the names bein 
acoepeeren ay gnor BEVIGNANI; an 

ay: & splendid bouquet from Mr. Pune 
presented in a scene of indescrib- 
ae seit: cheers, tears, and applause, 
amid which e ALBANI was led off the 
stage by Sir Auaustus Haxrkris, attended by 
the ever-faithfal Mile. BAVERMEISTER, carry- 
ing the bouquets: a Flowery Bower-meisteress 
for this ovcasion only. ANconA good as 
Georgey Germont; and Signor Lucia un- 
commonly good as Alfredo mio, ** le petit 
bonhomme plus petit que ca.” Except 
Manon’s lover, is Gas any lover j in operatic 
istory who is such a nincompoop of a cha- 
racter as this ’Alf-and-’ Alf-redo | 
Tuesday.— Die ee as before. 


Wednesday. — Aida, the ever-Verdy 
Verpi. As there are hard any recitatives, 
the libretto ange be . rps onal —_ 
is, ‘‘werry Wo cently put on 
the a Odd effect of polyglot *‘ wersion 

of Werdi,” as areases eepeeems tine Ra- 
dames, Captain of Egyptian sang in 
AyceN whilst some others oa their words 
lich, thus representing what ought to 
a the joint occupation of Egypt, 
where the scene is laid, by the united forces 
of France and Eng DRvugIOLANUS tread 
has an eye to the events of the momen 
this evidently struck him as being pec 
up-to-date, 
only cual by pe —_ tion of of second 
only ¢€ y perturbation o singers, who, 
a Barkce, wers ‘‘ willin’,’ 2 ’ but could do 
solking as BEVIGNANI had “ 
the tide,’ and had disappeared to his myste- 
rious hidiog-place under the stage “* far from 
the madding crowd.’ Madame ADINI, a 
splendid specimen of an Ethiopian’slave, who 
would have made a fortune as Principal of a 
Female Christy Miastrel Company. Grand 
evening. Rise in Egyptians. 

Thursday and Friday.— F Lotow's Martha, 
and Gounon'’s Roméo et Juliette. Nothing 
tew. Tout va bien: Masterful Mane 
covettr and Beneficant BavienaNt are 
satisfied. 


Saturday.—Warbling WaGnEn's Hookey- 
as or Les Promeneuses, as to-night it 
is given by Le Chevalier DavrroLtanvs, in 
—— ppy Thought to show us these 

e-like Neatieceanttea on so hot a night. 
arvAtes excellent; Mile. Brazzr fine; ard 
Madame Lota BgErH will be heard to greater 
advantage in something lighter. Her first 
appearance here. Of course, the ever- 
useful-and-ornamental Mile, BavERMREISTER 
delights us as a water sprite. 
MANCINELLI must be congratulated on mag- 
nificent musicians, 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 
EXTRACTED FROM THE DIARY OF TOBY, M.P. 


House of Commons, Monday. June 8.—‘‘ Man avd boy,” said 
Sark, ‘‘I’ve lived in House of Commons for twenty-five years. 
Never till to-night was I so sbarply struck with sense of the innate 
een ,the pure unselfishness, the impulsive generosity of 

em bers. 


What caused Sarx’s voice to falter, almost brought tears into 
his eyes, was the readiness shown from unexpected quarters to 
forward public business by cloring debate on second reading Jrish 
Land Bill. Arranged when House met that two nights should be 
given up to talk round subject. Prince ABTuur, apprehensive that 
even that allotment of time would be insufficient, gave notice that 
he will to-morrow move suspension Twelve o’clock Rule, so that 
debate may, if need be, continue all night. Suddenly movement ia 
favour of completing de- 
bate at current sitting had 
birth, ne rew till. 
by ten o’clock, Bill read 


refer it to Grand 


tee. 
It was Trim HeAty began 
it, After long absence, 


mmit- 


Tm back again at corner 
seat below gway, envi- 
roned by loving friends, 


On his left sits dark-vis- 


aged JoHN Ditton ; _be- 
hind him plump JouN 
Repmonpd. Perhaps it was 


these sunny circumstances 
that melted the icy trucu-*. 
lence that sometimes seems «.. 
to grip Trm’s manner, How- 
ever 1t be, having spoken 
for something over an 
hour (and said ajl he had 
to say) gladdened 
heart of Ministers by pro- 
testing that he really did 
not care about extending 
debate. 

“Take your Closure at 
once,” he said. ** It is not 
we who wi ee it or 
ery ‘Gag!’ when it is 
granted from the Chair.” 

Not to be outdone in 
generosity. Colonel Saun- 
DERSON, who followed, took 
the same line. No use 
carrying debate overrecoad + 
day. Why not passsecord 7: 
reading forthwith, and get 
to work in Committee P 
BS gg ig — . in 

on both Members , 
was that at the time they “Bulls” of his own breeding. 
protested this indifference to prolongation of speech-making, each 
had a oe ee ee nee pe ar gence 
were wai or opportuni verin em, not quite 0 
enthusiastic ts approval as wes PRINCE iernvn. That a detail. 
Nothing could resist influence of lofty aspirations of Tm and the 
Colcnel for ctay Age Mipl idle talk and getting to work. So, they 
having concluded th eches, House listened with impatience to a 
few others, which the au would not Saeaey let die. Members 
who had gone off to dinner, understanding that to-morrow night 
would also be given up to second reading debate, came back at ten 
o’clock to find Bill a second time, and House embarked on fresh 
debate upon new issue, | 

Business done.—Irish Land Bill read second time. 

_Tuesday.—Sinee to-night wasn’t wanted for Irish Land Bill, it is 
given up to Irish Estimates. Oocasion serves to show the change 
wrought by hand of Time. Ten yesra 6 the House, in Committee 
on Irish Estimates, would have been liveliest spot in town. To-night 


it is one of the dullest, Member after Member gets up to tell moving 
ony oo how he has been attacked by Royal Irish Constabulary. 
eems 


ae eee to Irish Member on temporarily revisiting 


that he is set upon by the police, and more or less 


severely beaten. Swirr MacNEr.1, with tremor of genuine emotion in | of preternatural 


voice, held forth for over helf an hour in succession of blood-curdling 
stories about the polics3, Wuittir Repmonp, modestly 





Mr. Field (President of the Irish Cattle Tredes* and Stockowners’ Association, Vice- 
President of the National Federation of Meat Trades) introduces to the House two 


Sacer favourable eeatie aan - may i as ‘“‘a bit - 
authority on rows,” gave graphic account of a Sunday morning spen 
in bcsom of his constituency. This place of ara was literally 
represented by the middle of the main thoroughfare, where the 
hon. Member, flat on his back, off which his coat had been torn, 
seems to have spent a pensive hour, with the policeman who had 
knocked him down ot trusively standing over him. 

_ Bitterest reflection was that he had reached this recumbent posi- 
tion whilst bent upon an errand of peace. Coming together in the 
quiet streets of e on a Sabbath morning, Witiie R.’s con- 
stituents and the police had iacoatinently ‘‘ gone for” each other. 
The Apostle of- Peace imterpoene. straightway found hiwself in the 
recumbent porition described. It was nothing to him; he seemed 

uite used to ding his Sundey morning in such circumstances. 

hat vexed him was (1) that his recumbent position prevented 
his pursuing his mierion of peace; (2) that the overhanging police- 
man was not conveniently numbered as are his colleagues ia the 
streets: f London. Whence 

ensued insuperable difficu) - 

ties in recognising him and 

aia whee tie groan 

on where the 0 

is almost rude conduct 
might be inquired into. 

After this elaborate story, 
Patrick O'BRrEn’s modest 
narrative of how, upon a 
certain occasion, he received 

** a blow on the craynium ” 
from a policeman’s ddton, 
fell a little flat. Mr. 
O'Brien mentioned that 
his ‘‘ craynium ’’ sill bore 
evidence of the concussion. 


A 
“DECIMATED To 
THE EXTENT 
OF TWO-THIRDS 


“} THE TIME HAS 
‘fi COME, AND 45 


RAPIDLY ARRI ING [2 : ° 
4 that he was about to show 
rman of Committees 
exact spot of the tragedy. 
¥ Apparently cowdn’t find it. 
~ Anyhow, r fumbling 
) ro for a es he 
gave up quest, and pro- 
ceeded with — 
Business . — Irith 
votes in Committee, 
Thursday.— Pity e tab- 
lished custom is sgainst 
Members making up for 
parts, as they 
< do on the stage of other 
ie theatres. Loss felt with 
Eo *—™ peculiar acutere’s in care 
a “ac Of JOHN 0’ Gorst. Te- 
_—— night we get into Commit- 
—<22—  teeon Education Bil, As 
Cap’en Tommy, who has 
been heaving the leed, 
genially announces, there 
are exactly 1335 Amend- 
ments already printed. Consideration thereof means some weeke’ 
hard labour for House in general, and in particuler for Minister in 
cbarge of Bill. So Jonn o’ Gorst, taking seat on Treasury Bench 
to-night, assumes stricken air of patient resignation pathetic to look 


upon, 
PWhere defect a s is in bis complexion. The contequence of 
going about bis rial duties on a vermilion-hued bicycle has: 
en to reflect upon his countenance a ruddy tinge incompatible with 
the character he desires to assume. If, as is the case in preparation 
for another me our leading man of the hour were use of 
wder-pot, effect on progress of Edacation Bill in Committee would 
be anne: As it is, there 1s obvious incongruity, distin: tly 
eterious. 

Gorst does his best in the circumstances ; is obviously determ’ned 
not to add to length of debate. When Amendment moved, he states, 
in of freezing brevity, insuperable objection, and sits down. 
Argument all very well in some cases. JoHN 0’ Gonst is consvious 
that he has bebind him overwhelming argument in form of majority 
varying from 170 to 249, As the advertisement ssys, ‘* Why Ray 
more?” Joun o’ Goxst certainly won’t. Having said what he has 
to say he sits down, fo'’ds fragile arms over timid breast, puts on look 

pensiveness, patiently listens whilst others talk. 


a 
No lack of supply. At end of hour and a half constitution of 


presenting | audiencs considerably altercd. Members freshly arrived from pro- 
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poeed tea on the Terrace look upon the grey-haired figure on the| Painck ARTHUR’s temporary weakness. Motion to suspend Twelve 


easury Bench, and wonder why it doesn’t speak 


J D Member after | o'clock Rule not proceeded with. Waste of timefupon a Bill no one 
Member rises wanting to know why the Vice-President of the Council | pretends to see carried 


through Committee thus limited to midnight, 


has no reply to give? A| Business done —Kight hours talk rouad}!rish Laud Bill. 


pleasing prospect this, ca- 
pable of indefinite prolon- 

ation. At five o’clock, 
finister stated his objec- 
tions to amendment ; 
speeches go on for hour 
and half. At 6.30 a new 
audience has gathered. 
Weren’t present when 
Minister interposed ; insist 
on his spe 
Minister re-states his 
objection. Another hour- 
and-a-half’s talk, 8 P.M, 
fresh audience: ‘* Why 
doesn’t the right hon. gen- 
tleman state the Govern- 
ment view on this import- 
snt point? Why treat the 
House with marked dis- 
courtesy?” Angry cheer- 
ing from ae Min- 
ister meekly makes his 
speech a third time. Fresh 
audience fall to; discuss it 
with undiminished vigour. 

9.30 P.M. Changing and 
thifting, another new au- 
dience assembles, Motion 
to report progress by way 
of resenting contemptuous 
silenceof ineolent Minister ; 
and so on, till the morning 
and the evening are ano- 
. Sale vt : ther day. 

This legislation by shifts, as work is sometimes carried on in 
collieries, evidently has its disadvantages. Joun o’ Gorst early 
checks it. “‘I have stated my objections,” he said, when pressed a 
fourth time to set them forth, ‘‘ Hon. Members who were not present 
when I spoke may read the 
remarks in the papers to- 
morrow morning.” 

Opposition horribly shocked 
at this; but, after all, if we are 
to get forward with our work, 
there seems something in it. 

Business done.—In Com- 
mittee on the Education Bill. 

Fridw.—The Codlin and 
Short business of Irish Lea- 
ders sometimes a little hard on 
House. Habitually tends in 
direction of inflicting two 
speeches where one would have 
done; and that, as R. G. 
WEBSTER says, is very differ- 
ent from mains two blades 
of grass grow where formerly 
there was a dust-heap. en 
JoHnN REDMOND makes a 
speech, JoHN Dron feels 
bound to put in appearance, 
and vice versd. 

JoHN Repmonpd, resolved to 
show Ireland that in her in- 
terest he neither slumbers nor 
sleeps, urged Prince ARTHUR 
to suspend Twelve o’clock Rale 
so that Irish Land Bill might 
if necessary, be debated 
night. Prince ArtHoR, for 
reasons inexplicable, except 
on ground of extreme hot 
weather and consequent lan- 
guidness, consented. JEMMY 
— LowTHER inter ; saved 

ie + ; House from objectlesa sacri- 

He was invited to row on the Pireus, fice. Oa Wednesday, JAMES'S 
(Mr. McK-nna.) heart stirred within him by 

what an ordinary person would have called flat robbery. J. L. 
denounced the project as ‘‘ deletion of the Eighth Commandment.” 


ing again. 





* Received ‘a blow on the craynium’ ” 
(Mr. P-tr-ck O’Br-n.) 








METEOR II. DAZZLES THE YACHTING WORLD, AND WINS THE 
BLUE RIBAND OF THE SURF! 


“A WAY THEY HAVE IN THE ARMY.” 
_ (Extract from a Note Book found near Islington.) 


Haven’t much time for jotting down impressions, More’s the 
pity, as, with my School Board learning, I am getting quite a dab at 
composition. Bat what with tent-pegging, musical rides, sword and 
bayonet contests, and the rest of it, there’s quite enough todo. It 
pleases the public, I suppose, and the funds go to some Service 
cherity or other, so that’s all right, and the Intelligence De- 
partment says it ‘‘ promotes recruiting,” so that’s all right, 
too, And then the management is re-organised, Not too much of 
the Volunteers—just a noble C.0. of the auxiliaries thrown in to 
give a civilian but aristocratic flavour to the show—and that’s, from 
a Service point of view, all right again. But as the Commacder-in- 
Chief was using one of his precious new brooms and aan some 
more of the old traditions away into the dust-hole, why didn’t he get 
rid of ‘‘ dressing-up” ? Of course, I don’t mean the dressing-up of the 
barrack-yard, but the painting-your-face-red dressing-up of Mr. 
CLARKSON, or some other eminent perruquier. 

It’s all very well to show the ten-shilling seat-holders ‘‘ the sons of 
the Empire,” but if darkies run short, that’s no reason why Tommy 
Atkins should have to black his face as if he were waiting readv for 
an engagement, not on the battlefield, but at St. James’s Hall, 
Regent Street and Piccadilly. The Military Touraament, no doubt, 
is quite right and proper, especially now that the Viscount has 
kindly taken it under his own special patronage, but surely the line 
might be drawn at blank cartridge, and not quite so low as burnt 
cork. How can a self-respecting soldier-man hold himself in pro 
personal esteem if he has to daub his face as if he were a perambulat- 


To-day he, with equally magnificent manner, successfully withstands ling nigger on Margate sands P 
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Country Cousin (looking at Index of R.A, Catalogue), '‘ UNCLE, WHAT 
pozs 1, 3, 6, 8, AFTER A Man's NAME, MEAN?” 

Uncle (who has been dragged there much against his will), ‘Ex! 
WaT? 1, 3—— On, Ts_zePHonz Numeper!” 





MIDSUMMER MADNESS, 


Preparine to go to the seaside under the — that the 
sultry weather will continue until your arrival by the sad sea waves. 

Making arrangements to remain in town on the chance of rain 
setting in at the coast. 

Leaving England for a tour on the continent in the belief that you 
can see better pictures abroad than at the National Gallery, or more 
remarkable objets de vertu than those at the South Kensington 


Museum, 
a Fellow of the a Institute on the chance of 
obtaining the benefits of Colonial Federation plus the glories of a 
ympia. 


rival to Ol 
ing tea on the Terrace of the House of Commons to secure 

peace and quietness, in preference to asking for the same refreshment 
at vour pet club. 

Reading the intelligence from South Africa in the newspapers with 
a ee to *‘fluttering’’ on the Stock Exchange to your own ad- 
vantage. 

Lastly, taking decided action in any matter at a time when the 
most reasonable course to pursue is to settle down on a sofa under a 
punkah and go to sleep. 


A RETIRING NAVAL OFFICER, 


In the Times for June 17, Admiral P, H. Conoms writes @ propos 
of ‘‘ The Higher Policy of Defence ” :— 

** For myself, I am eminently content with the part I have played, and 
recognise with pleasure the arrival of a time of rest.”’ 

But his readers won’t be of the learned Admiral’s opinion. May 
the time be far distant when the Cotoms will be half or a quarter of 
on in the Zimes, and still farther distant when he comes to a 

8 Pe 


_WItH THE ACCENT ON THE PENULTIMATE SYLLABLE.—A French 
diplomat, in proposing Lord DurreRin’s health, hoped that his Lord- 
oe would find some pretext for Duf-fer-rin’ his departure from 

aris, 
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A HARROWED ETONIAN. 


Srr,—In your edition of June 13, you published an essay on the 
F of June, purporting to be the work of ‘‘ Joynes Minor.” I 
don’t know if the writer, by appropriating the name of an honoured 
bygone preceptor, endeavo to pose as an Etonian, but if he were 
so, indeed, he must have been a very old one. His reference to Jony 
savours of the pliocene age, that excellent judge of small beer having 
long been gathered to his fathers. Then he of Kosmo WILKIN- 
son, cox of the Thetis, arrayed in an admiral’s uniform! Shades of 
all defunct Captains of the Boats! Who ever saw the steerer of the 

hetis in a ed hat? The garb of Nexson is reserved for those 
who hold the linesin the U Boats. And then ** Joynzs Minor,” 
for the sake of reference to the Heir aes success at Epsom 
has the effrontery to say that the leading boats were the Victory and 
Prince of Wales, whereas every real Etonian knows that the ten-oar 
(the only one on the river) is always the Monarch of all it surveys, 
nage, the Ca of the 
‘ ; he e scene of 
BRock’s ee ane did not go off ‘* brilliantly,” owing to the 
prover ir, I know not with whom to be the more indig- 
nant, you or ‘‘ Joynes Minor,” whose father must have more money 
than sense, if he did indeed tip him a “‘ fiver” ! 

And then he talks of ‘‘ Buns” THornron. ‘‘ Bun and Jam” was 
the soe of our t slogger. ‘*‘ Buns’ was a later reading, 
invented by those, who did not share his effective society at the 
College of the Blessed Vir, The sham Etonian i 
tec as is the false nobleman. He may be 
“absence,” ‘‘swishing,” “tick,” and ‘‘drybobs,” b 
certain little passwords which he can never get hold 
instance, I bet a sovereign to a y that Lord Granby or 
Lord ARTHUR WELLESLEY would know in an instant at what house I 
boarded, when I state that my room at my e’s was on ‘‘the 
lower sarg.” In my opinion *‘ Joynes Muvor” hails from Harrow, 
where, possibly, at ‘* Ducker,” or whatever the hill-top lads call their 
swimming bath, he picked up a few light-blue expressions from the 
renegade (no offence meant) WELLDON. 


Your obedient Servant, Hvuees Mayor, 


APHORISMS BY OUR OWN JUDICIOUS HOOKER, 


’Tis a long worm that has no turning. 

Spare the rod and spoil the rise, 

The original Senior (Wr)angler. Isaac WALTON. 

ony who do not grumble at checks. Bank fishermen. 
The Hook of Holland is attached to the Great Eastern Line, 
Every jack has his gill. 

Hig dinventions, Reels, 

Not associated with salmon-catching. Penny gaffs, 

Fish which are never cowed. Bull trout, 

Theatrical accessories, Floats and flies, 


OPERATIC NOTES. 


Thursday.—Splendid Roméo of JoHNNIE DE Reszkfé. Excellent 
Juliette of 4’s, Mexsa looking and singing uncommonly well. 
Great enth Melba-Juliette called before curtain about ten 
times in all, and received about half that number of bouquets, 
Names of donors not mentioned. Franciscan Brother EDWARD DE 
REszKE very a and pleasant, Masterful MancrnEr.t to be con- 
gratulated. Rumour in at Bee indisposition of Sir DRURIOLANUS 
OpERATicus, General sympathy from et ab omnibus boz. 

Saturday.—Good old Lucia di Lammermoor, Muna excellent 
as Lucy,—not ** Henry”? of that ilk, but another. 


InTERESTING LECTURE AT SouTHWARK.—The Bishop, lecturing on 
the restorations at St. Saviour’s Church, forgot to say that in 
1106 there was here a Priory of St. Mary Overy, so called use it 
furnished a ital to such afflicted persons as felt ‘‘ all overy- 
like.” His lordship also omitted to mention that at the dissolute time 
of the dissolution the Austin canons, who showed considerable mettle, 
were all either melted down or sent to the Tower to defend the battle- 
ments. At the Tower the canons were loaded with chains and a 
but were none of them let off. The Bishop, as ** Boss of the show,’ 
exhibited much emotion in showing his predecessors, ‘* the bosses of 
the oak ceiling, which still exist” ( 11). 


‘“‘A HOPEFUL Future M.P,” writes wanting to know ‘‘if, in 
the House of Commons—which, as a matter of course, includes 
‘Short Commons,’ and is equivalent to a German ‘ Diet ’—the larder 


supply of meat is under the supervision of the ‘ Standing Joint Com- 
mittee’? Also, how long is a Joint allowed by such ttee to 


stand ? Likewise whether hot or cold ? 


DD 
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posed tea on the Terrace look upon the grey-haired figure on the| Prrnck ARTHUR’s temporary weakness. Motion to suspend Twelve 


easury Bench, and wonder why it doesn’t speak. 


Member rises wanting to know why the Vice-President of the Council | pretends to see carried 
? Al Business done —EKight hours talk round}!rish Land Bill. 


has no reply to give 
pleasing ae this, ca- 
pable of indefinite prolon- 
foto. At five o'clock, 
finister stated his objec- 
tions to amendment; 


speeches go on for hour 


and half. At 6.30 a new 
audience has gathered. 
Weren’t present when 
Minister interposed ; insist 
on his speaking again. 
Minister re-states- his 


objection. Another hour- 
and-a-half’s talk, 8 P.M, 
fresh audience. ‘* Why 
doesn’t the right hon. gen- 
tleman state the Govern- 
ment view on this import- 
ant point? Why treat the 
House with marked dis- 
courtesy?” Angry cheer- 
ing from Opposition, Min- 
ister meekly makes his 
speech a third time. Fresh 
audience fall to; discuss it 
with undiminished vigour. 

9.30 P.M. Changing and 
thifting, another new au- 
dience assembles, Motion 
to report progress by way 
of resenting contemptuous 
silenceof ineolent Minister ; 
and so on, till the morning 
and the evening are ano- 
ther day. 





Received ‘a blow on the craynium’ ” 


(Mr. P-tr-ck O’Br-n. 


This legislation by shifts, as work is sometimes carried on in 
collieries, evidently has its disadvantages. Joun o’ Gonst early 
checks it. “‘I have stated my objections,” he said, when pressed a 
fourth time to set them forth, ‘* Hon. Members who were not present 
when I spoke may read the 
remarks in the papers to- 
morrow morning.” 

Opposition horribly shocked 
at this; but, after all, if we are 
to get forward with our work, 
there seems something in it. 

Business deone.—In Com- 
mittee on the Education Bill. 

Fridw.—The Codlin and 
Short business of Irish Lea- 
ders sometimes a little hard on 
House. Habitually tends in 
direction of inflicting two 
speeches where one would have 
done; and that, as 
WEBSTER says, is very differ- 
ent from making two blades 
of grass grow where formerly 
there was a dust-heap. en 
JoHn RepmMonp makes a 
speech, JoHN Ditton feels 
bound to put in appearance, 
and vice versd. 

Joun Repmonpd, resolved to 
show Ireland that in her in- 
terest he neither slumbers nor 
sleeps, urged PRiInck ARTHUR 
to suspend Twelve o'clock Rule 
so that Irish Land Bill might 
if necessary, be debated all 
night. Privce ArtnHoR, for 
reasons inexplicable, except 
on ground of extreme hot 
weather and consequent lan- 
guidness, consented. JEMMY 
: LowTHER interposed ; saved 

aN 7 ; House from objectlesa sacri- 

He was invited to row on the Pirsus, fice. Oa Wednesday, JAMEs’s 
Es. Moka.) eart stirred within him by 

what an ordinary person would have called flat robbery. J. L. 
denounced the project as ‘‘ deletion of the Eighth Commandment.” 
To-day he, with equally magnificent manner, successfully withstands 


Member after} o'clock Rule not procee 


ed with. Waste of timefu a Bill no one 


through Committee thus limited to midnight, 





METEOR Il. DAZZLES THE YACHTING WORLD, AND WINS THE 
BLUE RIBAND OF THE SURF! 


“A WAY THEY HAVE IN THE ARMY.” 
._ (Extract from a Note-Book found near Islington.) 


HaveEn’T much time for jotting down impressions, More’s the 
pity, as, with my School Board learning, I am getting quite a dab at 
composition. Bat what with tent-peggi g, musical rides, sword and 
bayonet contests, and the rest of it, there’s quite enough todo. It 
pleases the public, I suppose, and the funds go to some ce 
cherity or other, so that’s all right, and the Intelligence De- 
partment says it ‘‘ promotes recruiting,” so that ’s all right, 
too, And then the management is re-organised. Not too much of 
the Volunteers—just a noble C.O. of the auxiliaries thrown in to 
give a civilian but aristocratic flavour to the show—and ¢hat’s, from 
a Service point of view, all right again. But as the Commander-in- 
Chief was using one of his precious new brooms and sweeping some 
more of the old traditions away into the dust-hole, why didn’t he get 
rid of ‘‘ dressing-up” ? Ofcourse, I don’t mean the dressing-up of the 
barrack-yard, but the painting-your-face-red dressing-up of Mr. 
CLARKSON, or some other eminent perruquier. 

It’s all very well to show the ten-shilling seat-holders ‘‘ the sons of 
the Empire,’”’ but if darkies run short, that’s no reason why Tommy 
Atkins should have to black his face as if he were waiting readv for 
an engagement, not on the battlefield, but at St. James’s Hall, 
Regent Street and Piccadilly. The Military Touroament, no doubt, 
is ee right and proper, especially now that the Viscount has 
kindly taken it under his own special patronage, but surely the line 
might be drawn at blank cartridge, and not quite so low as burnt 
cork, How can a self-respecting soldier-man hold himself in ree 
personal esteem if he has to daub his face as if he were a perambulat- 
ing nigger on Margate sands ? 


June 27, 1896.] 
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Leen tH 
Country Cousin (looking at Index of R.A, Catalogue), ‘‘ UNCLE, WHAT 
pDoEs 1, 3, 6, 8, AFTER A Man's NAME, MEAN?” 
Uncle (who has been dragged there much against his will), "‘Ex!} 
Wat? 1, 83—— On, 7s_sPHonze NumeBeER!” . 


MIDSUMMER MADNESS, 


PREPARING to go to the seaside under the im ion that the 
sultry weather will continue until your arrival by the sad sea waves. 

Making arrangements to remain in town on the chance of rain 
setting in at the coast. 

Leaving England for a tour on the continent in the belief that you 
ean see better pictures abroad than at the National Gallery, or more 
remarkable objets de vertu than those at the South Kensington 


Museum. 

Becoming a Fellow of the Lrg Institute on the chance of 
obtaining the benefits of Colonial Federation plus the glories of a 
rival to Olympia. 

T tea on the Terrace of the Houte of Commons to secure 
peace and quietness, in preference to asking for the same refreshment 
at vour pet club. 

Reading the intelligence from South Africa in the newspapers with 
a ee to “‘ fluttering’’ on the Stock Exchange to your own ad- 
vantage. 

Lastly, taking decided action in any matter at a time when the 
most reasonable course to pursue is to settle down on a sofa under a 


punksh and go to sleep. 


A RETIRING NAVAL OFFICER, 


In the Times for June 17, Admiral P, H. Cotoms writes @ propos 
of ‘‘ The Higher Policy of Defence” :— 


** For myself, Iam eminently content with the part I have played, and 
recognise with pleasure the arrival of a time of rest.’ 


But his readers won’t be of the learned Admiral’s opinion. May 
the time be far distant when the Cotoms will be half or a quarter of 
rh prny in the Zimes, and still farther distant when he comes to a 

stop. 


With THE ACCENT ON THE PENULTIMATE SYLLABLE.—A French 
diplomat, in Proposing Lord DuFFERIN’s health, hoped that his Lord- 
hip would find some pretext for Duf-fer-rin’ his departure from 

aris, 
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A HARROWED ETONIAN., 


bear! ep your edition of June 13, you published an essay on the 
F of June, purporting to be the work of *‘ Joynes Minor.” I 
don’t know if the writer, by appropriating the name of an honoured 
bygone preceptor, sadaaronad to pose as an Etonian, but if he were 
80, indeed, he must have been a very old one, His reference to Jony 
savours of the pliocene age, that excellent judge of small beer having 
long been gathered to his fathers, Then he of Kosmo WILKIN- 
son, cox of the Thetis, arrayed in an admiral’s uniform! Shades of 
all defunct Captains of the Boats! Who ever saw the steerer of the 
Thetis in a ed hat? The garb of Netson is reserved for those 
who hold the linesin the U Boats. And then ** Joynzes Minor,” 
for the sake of reference to the Heir Serene s success at Epsom 
the effrontery to say that the leading boats were the Victory and 
Prince of Wales, whereas every real Etonian knows that the ten-oar 
oe only one on the river) is always the Monarch of all it surveys, 
ing stroked by that most magnificent pesreese, the Captain of the 
Boats! Lastly, ‘‘J. M.” wrongly makes the Brocas the scene of 
Brock’s fireworks, which did not go off ‘‘ brilliantly,” owing to the 
proverbial rain. Sir, I know not with whom to be the more indig- 
nant, you or ‘‘ Joynes Mrnor,’’ whose father must have more money 
than sense, if he did indeed tip him a “ fiver” ! 

And then he talks of ‘‘ Buns” THornton. ‘* Bun and Jam” was 
the sobriquet of our t slogger. ‘*‘ Buns’ was a later reading, 
invented by those, who did not share his effective society at the 
College of the Bleseed Virgin. The sham Etonian is as readily de- 
tec as is the false nobleman. He may be able to talk about 
“* absence,” ‘* eats, ‘“*tick,” and ‘‘drybobs,” but there are 
certain little passwords which he can never get hold of. For 
instance, I will bet a sovereign to a hal y that Lord Granby or 
Lord ARTHUR WELLESLEY would know in an instant at what house I 
boarded, when I state that my room at my e’s was on ‘‘ the 
lower sarg.” In my opinion ** Jornzs Minor” hails from Harrow, 
where, possibly, at ‘* Ducker,”’ or whatever the hill-top lads call their 
swimming bath, he picked up a few light-blue expressions from the 
renegade (no offence meant) WELLDON. 


Your obedient Servant, Hvuees Mason, 


APHORISMS BY OUR OWN JUDICIOUS HOOKER, 


’Tis a long worm that has no turning. 

ee eee ae 

The original Senior (Wr)angler. Isaac WALTON. 

ee who do not grumble at checks. Bank fishermen. 

a ook of Holland is attached to the Great Eastern Line. 
ve 

Hig Reels, 


jack has his gill. 
inventions. 

Not associated with salmon-catching. Penny gaffs, 

Fish which are never cowed. Bull trout. 


Theatrical accessories. Floats and flies. 


OPERATIC NOTES. 


Thursday.—Splendid Roméo of JoHNNIE DE Reszkf&, Excellent 
Juliette of A’s, Meta looki singing uncommonly well. 
Great enthusiasm. Melba-Juliette called before curtain about ten 
times in all, and received about half that number of bouquets. 
Names of donors not mentioned, Franciscan Brother EDWARD DE 
REE S VeeT powe Sat pleasant, Masterful MancrNnELLt to be con- 
gratulated. Rumour in a oak of Sir DRvURIOLANUS 
Oprgraticus, General sympathy from et ab omnibus boz. 

Saturday.—Good old Lucia di Lammermoor, Mexza excellent 
as Lucy,—not ‘‘ Henry’? of that ilk, but another. 


IntEREsTING LectuRE at SourHwaRrk.—The Bishop, lecturing on 
the restorations at St. Saviour’s Church, forgot to say that in 
1106 there was here a Priory of St. Mary Overy, so called use it 
farnished a ital to such afflicted persons as felt ‘all overy- 
like.”’? His lordship also omitted to mention that at the dissolute time 
of the dissolution the Austin canons, who showed considerable mettle, 
were all either melted down or sent to the Tower to defend the battle- 
ments, At the Tower the canons were loaded with chains and abuse 
but were none of them let off. The Bishop, as ‘* Boss of the show,’ 
exhibited much emotion in showing his predecessors, ** the bosses of 
the oak ceiling, which still exist” (!! 1). 


‘“A HOPEFUL Future M.P.” writes wanting to know ‘“‘if, in 
the House of Commons—which, as a matter of course, includes 
‘Short Commons,’ and is equivalent to a German ‘ Diet ’—the larder 
supply of meat is under the supervision of the ‘ Stan Joint Com- 
mittee’? Also, how long is a Joint allowed by such ttee to 
stand ? Likewise whether hot or cold ?” 
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poaee tea on the Terrace look upon the grey-haired figure on the| Princk ARTHUR’s tem 


easury Bench, and wonder why it doesn’t speak. 


Member rises wanting to know why the Vice-President of the Council | pretends to see carri 
? Al Business done —Eight hours talk round3!rish Land Bill, 


has no reply to give 
pleasing prospect this, ca- 
pable of indefinite prolon- 
ae At five o’clock, 
finister stated his objec- 
tions to amendment ; 
speeches go on for hour 
and half. At 6.30 a new 
audience has gathered. 
Weren’t present when 
Minister interposed; insist 
on his speaking again. 
Minister re-states his 
objection. Another hour- 
and-a-half’s talk, 8 P.m., 
fresh audience: ‘* Why 
doesn’t the right hon. gen- 
tleman state the Govern- 
ment view on this import- 
snt point? Why treat the 
House with marked dis- 
courtesy?” Angry cheer- 
ing from Opposition. Min- 
ister meekly makes his 
speech a third time. Fresh 
audience faJl to; discuss it 
with undiminished vigour. 
9.30 P.M. and 
thifting, another new au- 
dience assembles, Motion 
to report progress by way 
of resenting contemptuous 
silenceof ineolent Minister ; 
and so on, till the morning 
and the evening are ano- 
ther day. 


ve 
eeees 





* Received ‘a blow on the craynium’ ” 
(Mr. P-tr-ck O’Br-n.) 





This legislation by shifts, as work is sometimes carried on in 
collieries, evidently its disadvantages. Joun o’ Gorst early 
checks it. ‘‘I have stated my objections,” he said, when pressed a 


on, Members who were not present 
when I spoke may read the 
remarks in the papers to- 
morrow morning.” 

Opposition horribly shocked 
at this; but, after all, if we are 
to get forward with our work, 
there seems something in it. 

Business dene.—In Com- 
mittee on the Education Bill. 

Fridw.—The Codlin and 
Short business of Irish Lea- 
ders sometimes a little hard on 
House. Habitually tends in 
direction of inflicting two 
speeches where one would have 
done; and that, as KR. G. 
WEBSTER says, is very differ- 
ent from making two blades 
of grass grow where formerly 
there was a dust-heap. When 
JoHN REDMOND makes a 
speech, JoHN Drtton feels 
bound to put in appearance, 
and vice versd. 

Joun Repmonpd, resolved to 
show Ireland that in her in- 
terest he neither slumbers nor 
sleeps, urged Prince ARTHUR 
to suspend Twelve o’clock Rale 
so that Irish Land Bill might 
if necessary, be debated 
night. Prince ArtuHorR, for 
reasons inexplicable, except 
on ground of extreme hot 
weather and consequent lan- 
guidness, consented. JEMMY 
LowTHEk interposed ; saved 

ar s House from objectlesa sacri- 

He was invited to row on the Pirwus, fice. Oa Wednesday, JAMEs’s 
(ir, MeK~ana. heart stirred within him by 

what an ordinary person would have called flat robbery. J. L. 
denounced the project as ‘‘ deletion of the Eighth Commandment.” 


fourth time to set them forth, * 


ary weakness. Motion to suspend Twelve 


Member after| o'clock Rule not proceeded with. Waste of timefupon a Bill no one 


ed through Committee thus limited to midnight. 





METEOR Il. DAZZLES THE YACHTING WORLD, AND WINS THE 
BLUE RIBAND OF THE SURF! 


“A WAY THEY HAVE IN THE ARMY.” 
(Extract from @ Note-Book found near Islington. ) 


HAvEN’T much time for jotting down impressions, More’s the 
pity, as, with my School Board learning, I am getting quite a dab at 
composition. Bat what with tent-pegging, musical rides, sword and 
bayonet contests, and the rest of it, there’s quite enough todo. It 
pleases the public, I suppose, and the funds go to some Service 
cherity or other, so that’s all right, and the Intelligence De- 
partment says it ‘‘ promotes recruiting,” so that ’s all right, 
too, And then the management is re-organised, Not too much of 
the Volunteers—just a noble C.0O. of the auxiliaries thrown in to 
give a civilian but aristocratic flavour to the show—and that’s, from 
a Service point of view, all right again, But as the Commarder-in- 
Chief was using one of his precious new brooms and sweeping some 
more of the old traditions away into the dust-hole, why didn’t he get 
rid of ‘‘ dressing-up’’ ? Of course, I don’t mean the dressing-up of the 
barrack-yard, but the painting-your-face-red dressing-up of Mr. 
CLARKSON, or some other eminent perruquier. 

It’s all very well to show the ten-shilling seat-holders ‘‘ the sons of 
the Empire,” but if darkies ran short, that’s no reason why Tommy 
Atkins should have to black his face as if he were waiting readv for 
an engagement, not on the battlefield, but at St. James’s Hall, 
Regent Street and Piccadilly. The Military Touraament, no doubt, 
is ve right and proper, especially now that the Viecount has 
kindly taken it under his own special patronage, but surely the line 
mer be drawn at blank cartridge, and not quite so low as burnt 
cork. How can a self-respecting soldier-man hold himself in 
personal esteem if he has to daub his face as if he were a perambulat- 


To-day he, with equally magnificent manner, successfully withstands ling nigger on Margate sands P 


June 27, 1896.] 


= cree 


a Frere irereentet teat edtate {lL Ni ih = — | 
eh —— = X a} i 
. : “% —— == — ' 








, iL 


Country Cousin (looking at Index of R.A, Catalogue), ‘‘ UNOLE, WHAT 
DoEs 1, 3, 6, 8, AFTER A Man's NAME, MEAN?” 

Uncle (who has been dragged there much against his will), ‘Ex! 
Wat? 1, 3—— On, Ts~zPHonz NumeBER!” . 


MIDSUMMER MADNESS. 


PREPARING to go to the seaside under the nn that the 
sultry weather will continue until your arrival by the sad sea waves, 

Making arrangements to remain in town on the chance of rain 
setting in at the coast. 

Leaving England for a tour on the continent in the belief that you 
ean see better pictures abroad than at the National Gallery, or more 
remarkable objets de vertu than those at the South Kensington 


Museum. 

Becoming a Fellow of the Imperial Institute on the chance of 
obtaining the benefits of Colonial Federation plus the glories of a 
rival to Olympia. 

Taking tea on the Terrace of the House of Commons to secure 
peace and quietness, in preference to asking for the same refreshment 
at vour pet club. 

Reading the intelligence from South Africa in the newspapers with 
a be to “ fluttering’’ on the Stock Exchange to your own ad- 
vantage. 

Lastly, taking decided action in any matter at a time when the 
most reasonable course to pursue is to settle down on a sofa under a 


punkah and go to sleep. 


A RETIRING NAVAL OFFICER, 


In the Times for June 17, Admiral P, H. Cotoms writes @ propos 
of ‘‘ The Higher Policy of Defence ” :— 


** For myself, I am eminently content with the part I have played, and 
recognise with pleasure the arrival of a time of rest.’”’ 


But his readers won’t be of the learned Admiral’s opinion. May 
the time be far distant when the Cotoms will be half or a quarter of 
a Colomb in the Zimes, and still farther distant when he comes to a 


full stop. 


With THE ACCENT ON THE PENULTIMATE SYLLABLE.—A French 
diplomat, in sing Lord DurreRin’s health, hoped that his Lord- 
ae! would find some pretext for Duf-fer-rin’ his departure from 

aris. 
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A HARROWED ETONIAN. 


a your edition of June 13, you published an essay on the 
F of June, purporting to be the work of *‘ Joynzs Minor.” I 
don’t know if the writer, Dy Spneepeetag the name of an honoured 
bygone preceptor, endeav to pose as an Etonian, but if he were 
so, indeed, he must have been a very old one, His reference to Jony 
savours of the pliocene age, that excellent judge of small beer having 
long been gathered to his fathers, Then he talks of Kosmo WILEIN- 
SON, cox Thetis, arrayed in an iral’s uniform! Shades of 
all defunct Captains of the Boats! Who ever saw the steerer of the 
Thetis in a ed hat? The garb of Netson is reserved for those 
who hold the linesin the Upper Boats. And then ‘* Joynzs Minor,” 
for the sake of reference to the Heir A t’s success at Epsom 
the effrontery to say that the leading boats were the Victory an 
Prince of Wales, whereas every real Etonian knows that the ten-oar 
(the only one on the river) is always the Monarch of all it surveys, 
being stroked by that most magnificent personage, the os of the 
Boats! Lastly, ‘J. M.” wrongly makes the Brocas the scene of 
Brock’s fireworks, which did not go off ‘* brilliantly,” owing to the 
proverbial rain. bir, I know not with whom to be the more indig- 
nant, you or ‘‘ JoynEes Mrnor,’”’ whose father must have more money 
than sense, if he did indeed tip him a “‘ fiver” ! 

And then he talks of “Buns” THornton. ‘‘ Bun and Jam” was 
the sobriquet of our greet slogger. ‘‘ Buns’ was a later reading, 
invented y those, who did not share his effective society at the 
College of the Bleseed Virgin. The sham Etonian is as readily de- 
tected as is the false nobleman. He may be able to talk about 
“absence,” ‘* ae ‘“*tick,” and ‘‘drybobs,” but there are 
certain little passwords which he can never get hold For 
instance, I will bet a sovereign to a y that Lord Ggansy or 
Lord ARTHUR WELLESLEY would know in an instant at what house I 
boarded, when I state that my room at my e’s was on ‘‘the 
lower sarg.”” In my opinion “ Joynes Muvor” hails from Wy, 
where, possibly, at ‘* Ducker,” or whatever the hill-top lads call th 
swimming bath, he picked up a few light-blue expressions from the 
renegade (no offence meant) WELLDON. 


Your obedient Servant, Hvuees Mason, 


APHORISMS BY OUR OWN JUDICIOUS HOOKER, 


’Tis a long worm that has no turning. 
Spare the rod and spoil the rise. 
e original Senior (Wr)angler. Isaac WALTON. 
Gentry who do not grumble at checks. Bank fishermen. 


The Hook of Holland is a ed to the Great Eastern Line, 


Not associated with salmon-catching. Penny gaffs, 
Fish which are never cowed. Bull trout. 
Theatrical accessories. Floats and flies. 


OPERATIC NOTES. 


Thursday.—Splendid Roméo of JoHNNIE DE Reszké. Excellent 
’ A’s, Mertpa looking ingi 


ore 
times in all, and received about half that number of bouquets, 


Names of donors not mentioned, Franciscan Brother EDWARD DE 


nee VY pone oe pleasant, Masterful MancrnErx1t to be con- 
gratulated. Rumour in lobby of ee of Sir DRvURIOLANUS 
OpERaticus, General sympathy from et ab omnibus boz. 


Saturday.—Good old Lucia di Lammermoor. Mena excellent 


as Lucy,—not *‘ Henry” of that ilk, but another. 


INTERESTING LECTURE aT SouTHWARK.—The Bishop, lecturing on 
the restorations at St. Saviour’s Church, forgot to say that in 
1106 there was here a Priory of St. Mary Overy, so called use it 
furnished a ital to such afflicted ns as felt ‘all overy- 
like.” His lordship also omitted to mention that at the dissolute time 
of the dissolution the Austin canons, who showed considerable mettle, 
were all either melted down or sent to the Tower to defend the battle- 
ments. At the Tower the canons were loaded with chains and abuse 
but were none of them let off. The Bishop, as ‘* Boss of the show,’ 
exhibited much emotion in showing his predecessors, ‘* the bosses of 
the oak ceiling, which still exist” (i I!) 


‘A HOPEFUL Future M.P.” writes wanting to know ‘“‘if, in 
the House of onse—which, as a matter of course, includes 
‘Short Commons,’ and is equivalent to a German ‘ Diet ’—the larder 
supply of meat is under the supervision of the ‘ Stan Joint Com- 
mittee’? Also, long is a Joint allowed by such ttee to 
stand ? Likewise whether hot or cold?” 
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longed tea on the Terrace look upon the grey-haired figure on the| Pkinck ARTHUR’s temporary weakness. Motion to suspend Twelve 
Treasury Bench, and wonder why it doesn’t speak. Member after | o'clock Rule not proceeded with. Waste of timefupon a Bill no one 
Member rises wanting to know why the Vice-President of the Council | pretends to see carried through Committee thus limited to midnight. 
has no reply to give? A| Business done —Eight hours talk roundjfrish Land Bill. 
pleasing ee pee this, ca- 
pable of indefinite prolon- 
mt prs At five o’clock, 
finister stated his objec- 
tions to amendment ; 
speeches go on for hour 
and half. At 6.30 a new 
audience has gathered. 
Weren’t present when 
Minister interposed ; insist 
on his speaking again. 
Minister re-states~ his 
objection. Another hour- 
and-a-half’s talk, 8 P.m., 
fresh audience. ‘*‘ Why 
doesn’t the right hon. gen- 
tleman state the Govern- 
ment view on this import- 
snt point? Why treat the 
House with marked dis- 








courtesy? ”’ Angry cheer- 
ing from Opposition, Min- 
ister meekly makes his 


speech a third time. Fresh 
audience fall to; discuss it 
with undiminished vigour. 
9.30 P.M, Changing and 
thifting, another new au- 
dience assembles, Motion 
to report progress by way 
of resenting contemptuous 
silenceof insolent Minister ; 
and so on, till the morning 
and the evening are ano- 
ther day. 
his shifts, as work is sometimes carried on in 
collieries, evidently its disadvantages. JoHn o’ Gonst early 
checks it. “‘I have stated my objections,” he said, when pressed a 
fourth time to set them forth, ‘‘ Hon. Members who were not present 





“ Received ‘a blow on the craynium’ ” 
(Mr. P-tr-ck O’Br-n.) 


This legislation b 


when I spoke may read the 
remarks in the papers to- 
morrow morning.” 

Opposition horribly shocked 
at this; but, after all, if we are 
to get forward with our work, 
there seems something in it. 

Business done.—In Com- 
mittee on the Education Bill. 

Fridw.—The Codln and 
Short business of Irish Lea- 
ders sometimes a little hard on 
House. Habitually tends in 
direction of inflicting two 

es where one would have 
done; and that, as-R. G. 
WEBSTER says, is very differ- 
ent from making two blades 
of grass grow where formerly 
there was a dust-heap, When 
JoHn REDMOND makes a 
speech, JoHN Ditton feels 
bound to put in appearance, 
and vice versd. 

JoHN RepMonpD, resolved to 
show Ireland that in her in- 
terest he neither slumbers nor 
sleeps, urged PRiIncE ARTHUR 
to suspend Twelve o’clock Rule 
so that Irish Land Bill might 
if necessary, be debated all 
night. Princk ArtuoR, for 
reasons inexplicable, except 
on ground of extreme hot 
weather and consequent lan- 
guidness, consented. JEMMY 
LowTHER inter ; saved 
House from objectless sacri- 
fice. Oa Wednesday, JAmEs’s 
heart stirred within him by 





He was invited to row on the Pirsus, 
(Mr. McK-nna.) 


what an ordinary person would have called flat robbery. J. L 


hth Commandment.” 


denounced the project as ‘‘ deletion of the Eig 
To-day he, with equally magnificent manner, successfully withstands 





METEOR Il. DAZZLES THE YACHTING WORLD, AND WINS THE 
BLUE RIBAND OF THE SURF! 


“A WAY THEY HAVE IN THE ARMY.” 
(Extract from @ Note-Book found near Islington. ) 


Haven't much time for jotting down impressions, More’s the 
pity, as, with my School Board learning, I am getting quite a dab at 
composition. Bat what with tent-peggi g, musical rides, sword and 
bayonet contests, and the rest of it, there’s quite enough todo. It 
pleases the public, I suppose, and the funds go to some Service 
cherity or other, so that’s all right, and the Intelligence De- 
partment says it ‘‘ promotes recruiting,’’ so that ’s all right, 
too, And then the management is re-organised, Not too much of 
the Volunteers—just a noble C.0. of the auxiliaries thrown in to 
give a civilian but aristocratic flavour to the show—and that’s, from 
a Service point of view, all right again. But as the Commander-in- 
Chief was using one of his precious new brooms and sweeping some 
more of the old traditions away into the dust-hole, why didn’t he get 
rid of ‘‘ dressing-up’’? ? Of course, I don’t mean the dressing-up of the 
barrack-yard, but the painting-your-face-red sing-up of 
CLARKSON, or some other eminent perruquier. 

It’s all very well to show the ten-shilling seat-holders ‘‘ the sons of 
the Empire,” but if darkies run short, that’s no reason why Tommy 
Atkins should have to black his face as if he were waiting readv for 
an engagement, not on the battlefield, but at St. James’s Hall, 
Regent Street and Piccadilly. The Military Touroament, no doubt, 
is quite right and proper, especially now that the Viecount has 
kindly taken it under his own special patronage, but surely the line 
might be drawn at blank cartridge, and not quite so low as burnt 
cork. How can a self-respecting soldier-man hold himself in coat 
personal esteem if he has to daub his face as if he were a perambulat- 
ing nigger on Margate sands P 


nino 
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Country Cousin (looking at Index of R.A, Catalogue), ‘‘ UNCLE, WHAT 
pDozs 1, 3, 6, 8, AFTER A Man's NAME, MEAN?” 

Uncle (who has been dragged there much against his will), ‘‘En! 
Wat? 1, 3—— On, Ts_ePHonz NoumpBer!” 


MIDSUMMER MADNESS. 


PREPARING to go to the seaside under the im ion that the 
sultry weather will continue until your arrival by the sad sea waves, 
g arrangements to remain in town on the chance of rain 

setting in at the coast. 

Leaving England for a tour on the continent in the belief that you 
can see better pictures abroad than at the National Gallery, or more 
a objets de vertu than those at the South Kensi 

useum. 

Becoming a Fellow of the Imperial Institute on the chance of 
obtaining the benefits of Colonial 1 Federation plus the glories of a 
ympia, 


rival to O] 

Taking tea on the Terrace of the Houtre of Commons to secure 
peace and quietness, in preference to asking for the same refreshment 
at vour pet club. 

Reading the intelligence from South Africa in the newspapers with 
a Mr to “‘fluttering’’ on the Stock Exchange to your own ad- 
vantage. 

Lastly, taking decided action in any matter at a time when the 
most reasonable course to pursue is to settle down on a sofa under a 
punkah and go to sleep. 


A RETIRING NAVAL OFFICER. 

In the Times for June 17, Admiral P, H. CoLoms writes @ propos 
of ‘‘ The Higher Policy of Defence ” :— 

** For myself, Iam eminently content with the part I have played, and 
recognise with pleasure the arrival of a time of rest.”’ 

But his readers won’t be of the learned Admiral’s opinion. May 
the time be far distant when the Cotoms will be half or a quarter of 
PN gerect in the Zimes, and still farther distant when he comes to a 

stop. 


WITH THE ACCENT ON THE PENULTIMATE SYLLABLE.—A French 


diplomat, in proposing Lord DurreRin’s health, hoped that his Lord- 
ship would find some pretext for Duf-fer-rin’ his departure from 
aris, 
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A HARROWED ETONIAN. 


Srr,—In your edition of June 13, you published an essay on the 
F of June, purporting to be the work of ‘* Joynzs Minor.” I 
don’t know if the writer, by appropriating the name of an honoured 
bygone preceptor, eadiavearel to pose as an Etonian, but if he were 
80, indeed, he must have been a very old one. His reference to Jony 
savours of the pliocene age, that excellent judge of small beer having 
long been gathered to his fathers. Then he s of Kosmo WILKIN- 
SON, Cox Thetis, arrayed in an admiral’s uniform! Shades of 
all defunct Captains of the Boats! Who ever saw the steerer of the 
Thetis in a cocked hat? The garb of Nexson is reserved for those 
who hold the lines in the U Boats. And then ‘* Joynzes Minor,” 
for the sake of reference to the Heir eee success at Epsom 

the effrontery to say that the leading boats were the Victory an 
Prince of Wales, whereas every real Etonian knows that the ten-oar 
the only one on the river) is always the Monarch of all it surveys, 
ing stroked by that most magnificent pees the Captain of the 
Boats! Lastly, ‘‘J. M.” wrongly makes the Brocas the scene of 
Brock’s fireworks, which did not go off ** brilliantly,” owing to the 
proverbial rain. Sir, I know not with whom to be the more indig- 
nant, you or ‘‘ Joynes Mrnor,”’ whose father must have more money 
than sense, if he did indeed tip him a “‘ fiver” ! 

And then he talks of ‘‘Buns” THornton. ‘* Bun and Jam” was 
the sobriquet of our t slogger. ‘*Buns’’ was a later reading, 
invented by those, who did not share his effective society at the 
College of the Bleseed Virgin. The sham Etonian is as readily de- 
tec as is the false nobleman, He may be able to talk about 
“absence,” ‘‘swishing,” ‘‘tick,” and ‘‘drybobs,’”’ but there are 
certain little passwords which he can never get hold of. For 
instance, I will bet a sovereign to a mast peany, that Lord GRANBY or 
Lord ARTHUR WELLESLEY would know in an instant at what house I 
boarded, when I state that my room at my e’s was on ‘‘the 
lower sarg.” In my opinion ‘‘ Joynes Mrvor” hails from Harrow, 
where, possibly, at ‘* Ducker,”’ or whatever the hill-top lads call their 

ato, 


swimming b he picked up a few light-blue expressions from the 
renegade (no offence meant) WELLDON. 
Your obedient Servant, Hvueas Mayor. 


APHORISMS BY OUR OWN JUDICIOUS HOOKER. 


’Tis a long worm that has no turning. 
= ea the rod and spoil the rise, 
The original Senior (Wr)angler. Isaac WALTON. 

Gentry who do not grumble at checks. Bank fishermen. 
The Hook of Holland is attached to the Great Eastern Line, 
Every jack has his gill. 

Hig dinventions. Reels, 

Not associated with salmon-catching. Penny gaffs, 
Fish which are never cowed, Bull trout. 
Theatrical accessories, Floats and flies. 


OPERATIC NOTES. 


Thursday.—Splendid Roméo of JoHNNIE DE Reszkf. Excellent 
Juliette of incai’s, Mezza looking and singing uncommonly well. 
Great enthusiasm. Melba-Juliette called before curtain about ten 
times in all, and received about half that number of bouquets. 
Names of donors not mentioned. Franciscan Brother EDWARD DE 
ReEszk£ very pious and pleasant, Masterful MancinErtt to be con- 
gratulated. Rumour in ek Sy ao of Sir DRURIOLANUS 
OpgRatTicus, General sympathy from et ab omnibus boz. 

Saturday.—Good old Lucia di Lammermoor, Mena excellent 
as Lucy,—not ‘* Henry” of that ilk, but another. 


INTERESTING LECTURE aT SoUTHWARK.—The Bishop, lecturing on 
the restorations at St. Saviour’s Church, forgot to say that in 
1106 there was here a Priory of St. Mary Overy, so called use it 
furnished a — to such afflicted persons as felt “‘all overy- 
like.” His lordship also omitted to mention that at the dissolute time 
of the dissolution the Austin canons, who showed cousiderable mettle, 
were all either melted down or sent to the Tower to defend the battle- 
ments, At the Tower the canons were loaded with chains and abuse, 
but were none of them let off. The Bishop, as ‘* Boss of the show,’ 
exhibited much emotion in ore his predecessors, ‘* the bosses of 
the oak ceiling, which still exist” (1! 1). 


‘‘A HOPEFUL Future M.P.” writes wanting to know ‘“‘if, in 
the House of Commons—which, as a matter of course, includes 
‘Short Commons,’ and is equivalent to a German ‘ Diet ’—the larder 
supply of meat is under the supervision of the ‘ eeacinn ee Com- 
mittee’? Also, how long is a Joint allowed by such ttee to 
stand? Likewise whether hot or cold P”’ 


DD 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. [Juxz 27, 1896, 


3023 





tee oat | Me 
gal 
“4 ) i 


& NS i 
a NS 


G b> 
4 a ~ y / ; WwW 
\ S “J aN 
4 SS - S£ fi y wy 
r ; A i AN t 
Pelt & ; 
Sos ' } \ i i If ; 
= eel os | t 
“ 5 SS ) | . 
+ PY ' f AU 
cilia t ie aN A , 
L\ - ’ 


Pi Pt 
Ese 
ISIE SS 


‘ 
G 
HUT see 
MH id Or. 
»*e 


. 
artn0l (Hz 
+*.e 


7 
oT 


ly 
mS 
7S 
=> 


Matai 


Yf[ 7 = 
A nail 
A Ta et 
| ! 


cea 
Weessesisetese Ul] 1 


Ez = Ft 
‘ . @AA- —— i eee Th 
Seen + —- lll pe eee ey iil 
— —— i a Rar hy 
a WAA 


é 


.—— 


aS I VC Re 
SS \QWae 
ete Oi 


SS 


| 
5 


li 











MASTER JOEY’S LITTLE FLIRTATION. 


(“If we decide to give advantages to the Colonists such as those mentioned by Mr. CHAMBERLAIN in consideration of their abandonment of 


Protective duties against British goods, are we sure that the masses in this country will be prepared for such an object to tax foreign foodstuffs 
and foreign raw materials ?’’— Zhe ‘' Times”’ on Mr. Chamberlain’s Speech at Congress of Chambers of Commerce, advocating a British Zollvercin.] 
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A SPORTING PARALLEL. +A QUICK CHANCE ARTIST. 

[Lord Rosesery’s Quarrel, by [“ Ihave kno ld gentlem 
sieve Kenda Gap 2k pee a to get up wt Sve 6'elosk pa more 











ing to arrange one flower pot, one 









Lord RoseBery ruminates :— —, ne ped apne oa ee 
: 8 in 
vee Day Discord, lands me ateiot artistio ‘harmon with each 
On thesummer-parched turfin this Seninaes differ from Ge Mr. 
the Hunt Cup at Ascot! Mortimer Menpes to Correspondent 
eer re. reven = ort | of “ Daily News” in jaa 
Soon I hold [ (political) | Wy, | Ax ancient Jap it seems at five 
Discord, Quarrel, upset Aimee: / TW ie Each day gets up—his daily lot 
me last year. fy sil hy f . ll] } | aay) | 1n cunning on to contrive 
Quarrel. — jae now & ae mW DPRK Wy ay Wy A chair, a screen, a pot. 
And are ae: ray — dear a =e 1 ti i | y Mf I / fn a //} fi y A vith tenth ae eee 
RTHUR —_ ear /| Yan —S_AAAN AY \ 2 f a} ‘f y F ‘ TD ye WH }] to lovin care 
saga ar a Now 4 Vice WON 6 We thd! Ds qd i To work until at last he gets 
ea . \Y g. By Bi enon trict tiet 
r : NK a j oes not satisfy, 
Let ra : wee It| ~ ZR Sc Set = —Z A be seman o’er 
cost him Ais Derby, e scene, 
Bat Batrour must be amazingly Artistic sense is set straight by 
a heres Maa aaa oe a eee 
haan Wak ane her How brain-exhausting it must be 
Th tn does not see that “his . To cate Jap—each day has 
Ls unt Ua ty b LONG ° ° 
Is far from a pat now. YG Ys ES ANN \ Y a its — att” 
u ee his Quarrel. Y Yj ~S RN \ screen, , 
e stands in more risk than I -V ty) SS Himeelf in seeking to adorn 
Sate ee yer Uti ty ys The early minutes he’ll not 
Now what is the moral P tH For here's the labour of Ais 
settee ye o — are ‘tipo; morn— 
over sometimes, YhVig chair 
Flouted outsiders do romp in tt}, aoe ; 3 
pen winners ; Ww. e mart I mix, 
And colts charged withall equine Or walk alone ’mid pastures 


ollies and crimes 


doubtful beginners ! AND SKETCH ALL THE PRETTY BITS 


Fair Philistine. ‘‘1 THINK AN ARTIST'S LIFE IS PERFECTLY CHARM- 
May score at thefinish, though | inc—rTOo BE ABLE TO GO ABOUT FROM ONE SEASIDE PLACE TO ANOTHER, | I ever see 


green, 
him strive to fix 


‘ , & pot, a screen. 








A LITTLE FLIRTATION. 


ScenE—A Masked Ball. Enter a Fair Mask, in a wheat-tinted 
domino, and a keen-faced Pierrot. 


aon Mask. What, Jozy? Why, I hardly knew you in Pierrot 
motley. 

Pierrot. Aud may I know you —without your mask ? aie 

Fair Mask, No, indeed—at least, not yet. But can you not divine? 

Pierrot. Perhaps that were impolite, or, at any rate, impolitic ! 

Fair Mask (sighing). Possibly! For some time I have not been a 
persona grata with you and your friends. 

Pierrot. My old or my new ones? . 

Fair Mask, Both. I’m afraid! The difference is, that the new 
ones only ‘‘ dies:mble their love”—for obvious reasons—whilst the 
old ones would fain ‘‘ kick me down stairs,”? With which class am I 
to you now, JosEPH ?P 

Pierrot. It is easier to dissemble love than hate. Do I show any 
signs of the latter ? 7 

Fair Mask (softly), Well. I admit you have changed considerably 
of late, and are ever so much nicer than you were—t» nous autres— 
than when you ated with the Hawarden Set, and railed about 
Rinsom. Now, tell me (seductively), are we also not much nicer 
than you fancied P 

Pierrot. Mutual knowledge breeds mutual liking—often. And if 
I knew you better—— 

Fair Mask, Perhaps that were dangerous. I am terribly taboo to 
all your old friends—and some of your new ones, I fear. Even the 
Marquis ae no : aay he — no chance of 
my being cordially received in decent po society again. 

Pierrot. Hum ht That depends—on the name. 

Fair Mask. Well, I have called by several names. ‘* Pro- 
tection,” ‘* Reci ty,” ‘Fair Trade,”—oh! all sorts of amiable 
and attractive ahases, 

Pierrot. Thanks! That is almost as good as lifting your mask. 
Bat what do you say to Miss ZoLLVEREIN ? 

Fair Mask. Humvh! Sounds a /eetle foreign, doesn’t it ? 

Pierrot. Pooh! Weare all cosmopolitan now—in speech. Perhaps 
a” Union” would please you better. It sounds less neat, but 





means practically the same. I am not one to squabble over names, 
But what are the wise man’s counters are the current coin of fools. 
Fair Mask, I fancied ‘‘ Fair Trade” would fetch them, but—— 
Pierrot. It is rather ‘‘ blown upon” by this time, I fear, like 
‘*Bimetallism.” As to ‘‘ Protection,” that, as SaLisBuRy says, is 
impossible—now, But if, by a new name, we can only associate you 
with Patriotism, even you will soon become aeeaiar | Imperial 
Free Trade Protected against the Foreigner | Surely that would 
‘* fetch” both the ‘‘ orthodox Free Trader” and the Jingo. 
Fair Mask (archly). And yourself, m 
Pierrot (blandly). Do I look ilable ? 
assume @ new name, mask, a new fan, and—who knows 
want to im upon you is, my conviction that you would 
not be me with © bank seo by the e of this country.” 
Allow me! Ezxeunt arm-in-arm, 


**A BrusuH Rosz.”—Miss Rosa KENNEY pe a capital recitation 
Mr. F, Anstey-GuTHRir’s Bul at Steinway 


Burglar 
dams a ea unten ane 
e a e : Ww 
she doesn’t, but she has talent and etion. 


By ovrR WELL-INFORMED ContTRIBUTOR, — Last Thursday, at 
Mercers’ Hall, was held “The A tion’? dinner in connection 
with St. Paul’s School. The as to the es at this 


‘** Apposition dinner” is, that all remarks must 
Hence the name, 


Astronomic.—Mrs, Douste LxEns writes to say that she had a 
lendid view of the Osculation of Jupiter with the Moon, and hopes 


t they enjoyed themselves, 


“6 apposite,” 





EXcELLENT CaurcH-WoRK.—Professor Cuurcn has undertaken to 
restore the Statue of James THe SEconD in Whitehall Gardens. As 
Professor CoukcH has never taken it away, it is all the more difficult 
for him to restore it. But he is making the noble attempt to restore 
James who abdicated, and whose effigy will once more be zn statu quo. 
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MASTER JOEY’S LITTLE FLIRTATION. 


(“If we decide to give advantages to the Colonists such as those mentioned by Mr. CHAMBERLAIN in consideration of their abandonment of 
Protective duties against British goods, are we sure that the masses in this country will be prepared for such an object to tax foreign foodstuffs 
and foreign raw materials ?’’— The ‘' Times” on Mr. Chamberlain’s Speech at Congress of Chambers of Commerce, advocating a British Zollvercin.] 


Junz 27, 1896.] 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 





303 








A SPORTING PARALLEL. 


[Lord RosEepery’s Quarrel, by 
1 —Free and Easy, won this 
year's Royal Hunt Cup at Ascot.] 


Lord RosEBErY ruminates :— 
QuaRREL, by Discord, lands me 


& win, 
On thesummer-parched turfin 
the Hunt Cup at Ascot ! 
Humph! Are revenges about 
to [ Mascotte ? 
Soon shall I hold a (political) 
Discord, from Quarrel, upset 
me last year. . 
Quarrel, from Discord, now 
flurries my foemen, 
And Free and Easy —dear 
ARTHUR !—I fear 
Breedeth this Quarrel, Now 


ts this an omen? 
Harcourt and Option—ah well, 
Let hea be b 1 Xé 
ygones ygones 
cost him Ais Derby, 
Bat a must be amazingly 
ia 
To course that is lumpy, to 
wires that are barby, 
Tf he does not see that ‘‘ his 
Royal Hunt Cup” 
Is far from a certainty now. 


with Ais Quarrel, 
He stands in more risk than I 
did from The 
E’en from his 
Now what is the moral ? 
Strongly-backed ‘‘ certs” are 
bowled over sometimes, 
Flouted outsiders do romp in 


good winners ; 
And colts charged withall equine 
follies and crimes 





Fair Philistine. ‘‘I THINK AN ARTIST'S LIFE IS PERFECTLY CHARM- 





: A QUICK CHANCE ARTIST. 
[*‘ I have known an old gentleman 
to get up at five o'clock morn- 


ing to arrange one flower one 
chair, and one screen, 80 that th 


other all the time. There is where 

the Japanese differ from us.”—HMr. 

Mortimer Menpes to Corr dent 

of “ Daily News” in Jaan) 

Aw ancient Jap it seems at five 

Each day a 
cunning on to contrive 


In 
A chair, a screen, a pot. 


How nice to see him as he sets, 
With trembling hands and 


loving care 
To work until at last he gets 
A acreen, a pot, a chair. 
And if that does not satisfy, 
A wondrous comes 0’er 


the scene, 
Artistic sense is set straight by 
A pot, a chair, a soreen. 
How brain-exhaustingit must be 
To this old Jap—each day has 


got 
To have its own device, e.g., 
A screen, a chair, a pot. 


Himeelf in seeking to adorn 
The early minutes he’ll not 


spare, 
For here ’s the labour of Ais 
morn— 
A pot, a screen, a chair. 


And whether in the mart I mix, 
Or walk alone ’mid pastures 


gree 


D 
May sore at thefinish, though | inc—rTO BE ABLE TO GO ABOUT FROM ONE SEASIDE PLACE TO ANOTHER, | I ever see him strive to fix 


doubtful beginners | 


AND SKETCH ALL THE PRETTY BITS!” 


A chair, a pot, a screen. 








A LITTLE FLIRTATION. 


ScenE—A Masked Ball. Enter a Fair Mask, tn a wheat-tinted 
domino, and a keen-faced Pierrot. 


Fair Mask. What, Jozy? Why, I hardly knew you in Pierrot 


motley. 
Pierrot. And may I know you —without your mask ? re 
Fair Mask. No, indeed—at least, not yet. Butcan you not divine? 
Pierrot. Perhaps that were im lite, or, at any rate, impolitic | 
Fair Mask (sighing). Possibly! For some time I have not been a 
persona grata with you and your friends, 
Pierrot. My old or my new ones? ; 
Fair Mash, Both, I’m afraid! The difference is, that the new 
ones only ‘‘ diessmble their love”—for obvious | 
old ones would fain ‘‘ kick me down stairs,’”’ With which class am I 


to rank you now, JosEPH? 
dissemble love than hate. Do I show any 


Pierrot. It is easier to 
signs of the latter ? | : 

Fair Mask (softly). Well. I admit you have changed considerably 
of late, and are ever so much nicer than you were—t> nous autres — 
than when you associated with the Hawarden Set, and railed about 
Kinsom. Now, tell me (seductively), are we also not much nicer 
than you fancied ? 

Pierrot. Mutual knowledge breeds mutual liking—often. And if 
I knew you better-—— 

Fair Mask. Perhaps that were dangerous. I am terribly taboo to 
all your old fri and some of your new ones, I fear. Even the 
Marquis admits—with sorrow, no doubt—that he sees no chance of 
my being eet nee in decent political society again. 

Pierrot. Humph! That d the name. 

Fair Mask, Well, I have called by several names. ‘* Pro- 
tection,” “Reciprocity,” ‘Fair Trade,’—oh! all sorts of amiable 
and attractive ahases, 

Pierrot. Thanks! That is almost as good as lifting your mask. 
Bat what do you say to Miss ZoLLVEREIN ? 

Fair Mask. Humvh! Sounds a /eetle foreign, doesn’t it ? 

Pooh! We are all cosmopolitan now—in speech. Perhaps 


Pierrot. 
_ Union” would please you better. It sounds less neat, but 





ous reasons—whilst the | 4 


means practically the same. I am not one to squabble over names, 
But what are the wise man’s counters are the current coin of f 

Fair Mask, I fancied ‘‘ Fair Trade” would fetch them, but—— 

Pierrot. It is rather ‘‘ blown upon” by this time, T fear, like 
‘* Bimetallism.” As to ‘‘ Protection,” that, as SatisBuRy says, is 
impossible—now. But if, by a new name, we can only associate you 
with Patriotism, even you soon become meealay Imperial 
Free Trade Protected against the F er! Surely that would 
‘* fetch ” both the *‘ orthodox Free Trader” and the Jingo, 

Fair Mask (archly). And yourself, my dear Joseru ? 

Pierrot (blandly). Do I look irreconcilable? Don another dress 
assume & new name, mask, a new fan, and—who knows? What I 
want to im upon you is, my conviction that you would 
not be met with a b refusal by the pore of this country.” 
low me! Exeunt arm-in-arm, 


**A Brusu Rosz.”—Miss Rosa KENNEY eave a capital recitation 

of Mr. F, Anstgy-Gutarie’s Burglar Bil at Steinway 

flac to We sacar 6 lead, that re sis pessael” sback” alah 
e a a e Ww. 

she doesn’t, but she has talent and etion. 


By ovurk WELL-INFORMED ConTRIBUTOR. — Last Thursday, at 
Mercers’ Hall, was held ‘* The ae dinner in connecti 
with St. Paul’s School. The as to the 
‘* Apposition dinner” is, that all remarks must 
Hence the name, 


AsTRONOMIC.—Mrs, DousLe Lens writes to say that she had a 
a view of the Osculation of Jupiter with the Moon, and hopes 
t they enjoyed themselves, 





EXceLLent CaurcH-W oRrK.—Professor Cuvurcn has undertaken to 
restore the Statue of James THE SEconD in Whitehall Gardens. As 
Professor CoukcH has never taken it away, it is all the more difficult 
for him to restore it. But he is making the noble attempt to restore 
JameEs who abdicated, and whose efligy will once more be tn statu quo. 
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MASTER JOEY’S LITTLE FLIRTATION. 


(“If we decide to give advantages to the Colonists such as those mentioned by Mr. CHAMBERLAIN in consideration of their abandonment of 


Protective duties against British goods, are we sure that the masses in this country will be prepared for such an object to tax foreign foodstuffs 
and foreign raw materials ?’’—TZhe ‘' Times”’ on Mr. Chamberlain’s Speech at Congress of Chambers of Commerce, advocating a British Zollvercin.] 


Junz 27, 1896.] 
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A SPORTING PARALLEL. 


[Lord Rosesery’s Quarrel, by 
Discord —Free and Easy, won this 
year's Royal Hunt Cup at Ascot. ] 


Lord RosEBERY ruminates :— 
QuARREL, by Discord, lands me 


& ’ 
On thesummer-parched turf in 
the Hunt Cup at Ascot ! 
Humph! Are revenges about 
to [ Mascotte ? 
Soon shall I hold a (political) 
Discord, from Quarrel, upset 
me last year. ° 
Quarrel, from Discord, now 
flurries my foemen, 
And Free and Easy —dear 
ARTHUR !—I fear 
Breedeth this Quarrel, Now 
ts an omen? 
Haxcovrt and Option—ah well, 
never | 
Let bygones be bygones! It 
cost him Ais Derby, 
Bat a9 must be amazingly 
ia 
To course that is lumpy, to 
wires that are barby, 
Tf he does not see that ‘‘ Ais 
Royal Hunt Cup” 
Is far from a certainty now. 
with his Quarrel, 
He stands in more risk than I 
did from The Tup, 
E’en from his own stable! 
Now what is the moral ? 
Strongly-backed ‘‘ certs” are 
wled over sometimes, 
Flouted outsiders do romp in 


Rood winners ; 
And colts charged withall equine 
follies and crimes 





Fair Philistine, ‘‘I THINK AN ARTIST'S LIFE IS PERFECTLY CHARM- 





:A QUICK CHANCE ARTIST. 


[*‘ [have known an old gentleman 
to get up at five o’clock every morn- 
ing to arrange one flower pot, one 
chair, and one screen, so that they 
should vary each day, but still be in 
strict artistic harmony with each 
other all the time. There is where 
the Japanese differ us.”—Mr,. 
Mortimer Menpes to Corr dent 
of “ Daily News” in Japan. 


Aw ancient Jap it seems bl a 
y gets up—his 
In cunning ion to amitites 
» & screen, a pot. 
How nice to see him as he sets, 
With trembling hands and 
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loving care 
To work until at last he gets 
A screen, a pot, a chair. 
And if that does not satisfy, 
A wondrous comes o’er 


hdr 
iy 


‘, 
iz 


the scene, 
Artistic sense is set straight by 
A pot, a chair, a screen. 
How brain-exhaustingit must be 
To this old Jap—each day has 


got 
To have its own device, ¢.g., 
A screen, a chair, a pot. 
Himeelf in seeking to adorn 
The early minutes he’ll not 


s ’ 
For hares the labour of his 
morn— 
A pot, a screen, a chair. 


And whether in the mart I mix, 
Or walk alone ’mid pastures 
gree 


D 
May score at the finish, though | 1ne—TO BE ABLE TO GO ABOUT FROM ONE SEASIDE PLACE TO ANOTHER, | I ever see him strive to fix 


doubtful beginners | 


A LITTLE FLIRTATION. 


ScenE—A Masked Ball. Enter a Fair Mask, in a wheat-tinted 
domino, and a keen-faced Pierrot. 


Fair Mask. What, Jozy? Why, I hardly knew you in Pierrot 


motley. 

Pierrot. And may I know you —without your mask ? oe, 

Fair Mask, No, indeed—at least, not yet. But can you not divine? 

Pierrot. Perhaps that were im lite, or, at any rate, impolitic | 

Fair Mask (sighing). Possibly! For some time I have not been a 
persona grata with you and your friends. 

Pierrot. My old or my new ones? , 

Fair Mash, Both, I’m afraid! The difference is, that the new 
ones only ‘‘ dies:mble their love”—for obvious reasons—whilst the 
old ones would fain ‘‘ kick me down stairs.’””’ With which class am I 
to rank you now, JosEPH ? 

Pierrot. It is easier to dissemble love than hate. Do I show any 
signs of the latter ? | : 

Fair Mask (softly). Well. I admit you have changed considerably 
of late, and are ever so much nicer than you were—t» nous autres— 
than when you associated with the Hawarden Set, and railed about 
Runsom, Now, tell me (seductively), are we also not much nicer 
PPS rae Matael udu sips hodeda instead Ubinas: Asia 0 

terrot. Mu @ mu 
I knew you better-—— 

Fair Mask. Perhaps that were dangerous. I am terribly taboo to 
all your old friends—and some of your new ones, I fear. Even the 
Marquis admits—with sorrow, no doubt—that he sees no chance of 
my being ee eee in decent political society again. 


Pierrot. Hum That depends—on the name. 

Fair Mask. I have called by several names. ‘* Pro- 
tection,”’ ** Reci ty,” ‘* Fair Trade,’”’—oh! all sorts of amiable 
and attractive ahases, 

Pierrot, Thanks! That is almost as good as lifting your mask. 
But what do you say to Miss ZoLLVEREIN ? 


Fair Mask. Humvh! Sounds a /eetle foreign, doesn’t it ? 
Pooh! Weare all cosmopolitan now—in speech. Perhaps 


Pierret. 
o Union” would please you better. It sounds less neat, but 


AND SKETCH ALL THE PRETTY BITs!”’ 


, & pot, a screen. 








means practically the same. I am not one to squabble over names, 
But what are the wise man’s counters are the current coin of fools. 

Fair Mask, I fancied ‘‘ Fair Trade” would fetch them, but—— 

Pierrot. It is rather ‘‘ blown upon” by this time, T fear, like 
‘*Bimetallism.” As to ‘‘ Protection,” that, as SaLisBuRY says, is 
eer But if, by a new name, we can only associate you 
with Patriotism, even you will soon become sonalar’ Imperial 
Free Trade Protected against the Foreigner! Surely that would 
‘* fetch ”’ both the ‘‘ orthodox Free Trader” and the Jingo. 

Fair Mask (archly). And yourself, my dear JosePH ? 

Pierrot (blandly), Do I look irreconcilable? Don another dress 
assume & new name, a new fan, and—who knows? ‘* What I 
want to impress upon you is, my personal conviction that you would 
not be met with a blank refusal by the e of this country.” 
Allow me! Exeunt arm-in-arm, 


**A BiosH Rosz.”—Miss Rosa Kenney gave a capital recitation 


of Mr, F, Anstey-Gotarie’s Bur Bul at Steinway 

spoons from a an araen and should bri me 
e cheek of a Rosa, e possessed ‘* cheek,”’ w 

she doesn’t, but she has talent and discretion. 


By ovurk WELL-INFORMED CONTRIBUTOR, 
Mercers’ Hall, was held ‘* The Seer, dinner in connectior 
with St. Paul’s School. The as to the speeches at this 
‘* Apposition dinner” is, that all remarks must be ‘‘ apposite.’’ 
Hence the name. 


Astronomic.—Mrs, Douste Lens writes to say that she had a 
ery ie view of the Osculation of Jupiter with the Moon, and hopes 
t they enjoyed ves, 





EXCELLENT CaurcH-WoRrK.—Professor Cuvurcu has undertaken to 
restore the Statue of James THe Seconp in Whitehall Gardens. As 
Professor CoukcH has never taken it away, it is all the more difficult 
for him to restore it. But he is making the noble attempt to restore 
James who abdicated, and whose efligy will once more be tn statu quo. 
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MASTER JOEY’S LITTLE FLIRTATION. 


[“ If we decide to give advantages to the Colonists such as those mentioned by Mr. CHAMBERLAIN in consideration of their abandonment of 
Protective duties against British goods, are we sure that the masses in this country will be prepared for such an object to tax foreign foodstuffs 
and foreign raw materials ?"’— Zhe ‘' Times” on Mr. Chamberlain’s Speech at Congress of Chambers of Commerce, advocating a British Zollvercin.] 
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A SPORTING PARALLEL. 


[Lord Rosesery’s Quarrel, b 
Discord —Free and Rasy, won’ this 


year's Royal Hunt Cup at Ascot. ] 


Lord RosEBERY ruminates :— 
QuaRREL, by Discord, lands me 


& win, 
On thesummer-parched turfin 
the Hunt Cap at Ascot ! 
Humph! Are revenges about 
to begin P [ Mascotte ? 
Soon I hold a (political) 
Discord, from Quarrel, upset 
me last year. : 
Quarrel, from Discord, now 
flurries 7 foemen, 
And Free and Easy —dear 
ARTHUR !—I fear 
Breedeth this Quarrel, Now 
ts this an omen? 
HankcourtT ae een well, 
ial roosts beeen i 
ygones ygones 
cost him his Derby, 
Bat a must be amazingly 
ia 
To course that is lumpy, to 
wires that are barby, 
If he does not see that ‘‘ his 
Royal H 
Is far 


He stands in more risk than I 
did from The Tup, 
E’en from his own stable! 
Now what is the moral ? 
Strongly-backed ‘‘ certs” are 
bowled over sometimes, 
Flouted outsiders do romp in 


good winners ; 
And colts charged withall equine 
ollies and crimes 





Fair Philistine. ‘‘I THINK AN ARTIST'S LIFE IS PERFECTLY CHARM- 





«A QUICK CHANCE ARTIST. 


[*‘ [have known an old gentleman 
to a) up at five — morn- 
ing to arrange one flower one 
chair, and one screen, 80 dat “they 
should vary each day, but still be in 
strict artistic harmony with each 
other all the time. ere is where 
the Japanese differ from us.”—Mr. 
Mortimer Menpes to Corr dent 
of * Daily News” in Japan. 

Aw ancient Jap it seems at five 

Each Sa daily lot 
In cunning on to contrive 

» & screen, a pot. 


How nice to see him as he sets, 
With trembling hands and 


loving care 
To work antil at last he gets 
A screen, a pot, a chair. 
And if that does not satisfy, 
A won comes o’er 
the scene, 
Artistic sense is set straight by 
A pot, a chair, a screen. 
How brain-exhausting it must be 
To this old Jap—each day has 


got 
To have its own device, ¢.g., 
A screen, a » & pot. 
Himeelf in seeking to adorn 
The early minutes he’ll not 
spare, a 
For here ’s the labour of Ais 
morn— 


A pot, a screen, a chair. 


And whether in the mart I mix, 
Or walk alone ’mid pastures 
gree 
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May soore at the finish, ee ING—TIO BE ABLE TO GO ABOUT FROM ONE SEASIDE PLACE TO ANOTHER, |I ever see him strive to fix 
beginners 


doubtful 


AND SKETCH ALL THE PRETTY BITs!”’ 


» & pot, a screen. 








A LITTLE FLIRTATION. 


ScrenE—A Masked Ball, Enter a Fair Mask, tn a wheat-tinted 
domino, and a keen-faced Pierrot. 


Fair Mask. What, Jozy? Why, I hardly knew you in Pierrot |i 


motley. 

Pierrot. And may I know you —without your mask ? a 
Fair Mask, No, indeed—at least, not yet. Butcan you not divine? 
Pierrot. Perhaps that were impolite, or, at any rate, impolitic | 
Fair Mask (sighing). Possibly! For some time I have not been a 

persona grata with you and your friends. 

Pierrot. My old or my new ones? J 

Fair Mask, Both. I’m afraid! The difference is, that the new 
ones only ‘‘ diestmble their love”—for obvious reasons—whilst the 
old ones would fain ‘* kick me down stairs.’””’ With which class am I 
you now, JOSEPH ? 

Pierrot. It is easier to dissemble love than hate. Do I show any 
signs of the latter ? 

Fair Mask (softly). Well. I admit you have changed considerably 
of late, and are ever so much nicer than you were—t) nous autres— 
than when you associated with the Hawarden Set, and railed about 
Runsom, Now, tell me (seductively), are we also not much nicer 
than you fancied ? ; 

Pierrot. Mutual knowledge breeds mutual liking—often. And if 
I knew you better—— 

Fair Mask. Perhaps that were dangerous. I am terribly taboo to 


all your old friends—and some of your new ones, I fear, Even the| 7 


bt—that he sees no chance of 
Wiggers in decent political society again. 


hat gy Seam 3 e name, 

Fair Mask, Well, I have called by several names. ‘* Pro- 
tection,’”’ ** Reci ty,” ‘Fair Trade,’”’—oh! all sorts of amiable 
and attractive ahases, 

Pierrot, Thanks! That is almost as good as lifting your mask. 
But what do you say to Miss ZoLLVEREIN P 

Fair Mask. Humvh! Sounds a /eetle foreign, doesn’t it ? 

Pooh! Weare all cosmopolitan now—in speech. Perhaps 
Union” would please you better. It sounds less neat, but 


Marquis admits—with sorrow, no 
my 
Pierrot. Hum 


Pierrot. 
bb 


means practically the same. I am not one to squabble over names. 
But what are the wise man’s counters are the current ools, 
Fair Mask, I fancied ‘‘ Fair Trade” would fetch them, but—— 
this time, I fear, like 
etallism.’”’ As to ‘‘ Protection,” that, as SaLisBuRY says, is 


im ble—now. But if, by a new name, we can only associate you 
with PB ral :. malar! Im : 


Pierrot, It is rather “blown upon” 
66 Bim —_ by 


atriotism, even you will soon become po perial 
Free Trade Protected against the Foreigner | Surely that would 


‘* fetch” both the *‘ orthodox Free Trader” and the Jingo. 
Fair Mask (archly). And yourself, my dear JosePH ? 
Pierrot (blandly). Do I look irreconcilable? Don another dress, 

assume & New name, a new fan, and—who 


want to im upon you is, m conviction that you would 
not be met with Be eS by the people of this onniee™ 
Allow me! nt arm-in-arm, 


**A BriusH Rosz.”—Miss Rosa KENNEY gave a capital recitation 
of Mr. F. Anstey-Gotanrinr’s Burglar B 
Approbation from Mr. Punch is pacers and 


blush to the cheek of a Rosa, that is, if she possessed ‘‘ cheek, 
she doesn’t, but she has talent and etion. 


By ovrn WELL-INFORMED CONTRIBUTOR. 
Mercers’ Hall, was held “The Apposition” dinner in connection 
with St. Paul’s School. The as to the at this 
‘** Apposition dinner’? is, that all remarks must ** apposite,” 
ence the name. 


Astronomic.—Mrs, Douste LEns writes to say that she had a 
lendid view of the Osculation of Jupiter with the Moon, and hopes 
t they enjoyed themselves, 


— Last Thursday, at 





EXCELLENT CauRcH-W ORK.—Professor Crurcu has undertaken to 
restore the Statue of James THe SEconp in Whitehall Gardens. As 
Professor CoukcH has never taken it away, it is all the more difficult 
for him to restore it. But he is making the noble attempt to restore 
James who abdicated, and whose effigy will once more be tn statu quo. 
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JOTTINGS AND TITTLINGS. 
(By Basoo Hurry BunesHo JABBEBJEE, B.A.) 
No. XY. 


Mr. Jabberjee is asked out to dinner. Unreasonable behaviour of 
his betrothed. His ts concerning the soci 1l advantages of a 
Boarding Establishment, with some scathing remarks upon 
ambitious pretenders. He goes out to dinner, and meets a 
person of some importance. 


TuE pleasing impression produced by this humble self upon both 
Mister and Mrs. BuTT-InNETT at the wedding of their eldest 
daughter became speedily prolific of golden fruit in the request of 
the honour of my company for dinner at 8.15 P.M. on a subsequent 
evening. 

Tucldeatelly recounting this prime compliment to my lovely 
Jessrmina, I was astounded that she did not share my jubilations, 
but was, on the contrary, the sore subject at not being included in 
such invitation, which, as I explained, was totally irrational, seeing 
that the inviters remained unaware 
of her nude existence. She, how- 
ever, maintained that I ought to 
have mentioned that I was an 
affianced, and have refused to sit 
at any banquet at which she was 
fob off with a cold shoulder. 
This again was absurd, since the 
moiety of a loaf is preferable to 
total deprivation of the staff of 
life, and moreover, in my omaey 
it is custo for the husband- 
elect to take his meals apart from “/Ry:777% 
his bride that is to be; nor does Y%# pI 
she over Sack — unt he ar Se 

reviously a 8 gs 

unger. N stwitheteniiog, she 
wo d not be pacified until I had 
bestowed upon her a gold and tur- 
quoise ring of best lish work- 
manship, as an oliye-branch and 
calumet of peace. 

Bat, outside Porticobello House, 

have been close as wax on the 
subject of my flowery chains, and 
it was especially inconceivable that 
I should inform my friend Howarp 
of same, since he has frequently 
bantered me in wonderment that a 
respectable Oriental magnate should 
reside in such a very ordinary and 
third-rate ing establishment, 
where it was an impossibility to 
gain any real familiarity with smart 
and refined English society. 

And who knows that if I should 
introduce Miss JEssrz into com- 

y of a superior caste, some 
ughty masculine might insult 
her under my very nose; and lack- 
a-daisy! where would she find a 
protector ? 

I am certainly a igh by an increasing dubiety whether Mrs. 
MaNELETOw is verily such an upper crustacean and Aabituée of the 
beau monde as she did resent herself to be. It is well-nigh 
incomprehensible that any individual should seek to appear a 
higher social status than Nature has provided; but my youthfal 
acquaintance, ALLBUTT-INNETT, Jun., Esq., informs me that this is 
a common failing among the English classes, who fondly imagine 
that nothing is needed to render a frog the exact equivalent to an 
ox except an increased quantity of air, forgetting that if a frog is 
abnormally inflated, it is apt to pro ide the rather ludicrous catas- 
trophe of exploding from excessive swellishness ! 

However, revenons a nos moutons—id est, the dinner party. 

I intended to be the early bird at Prince's Square, but, owing to a 
rarity among the hansom cabs, did not arrive until most of the 
guests were already assembled, being welcomed with effusive hos- 

itality by the household god and goddess, Mr. and Mrs. ALLBUTT- 
NNETT, who begged leave to present to me all the most distinguished 
of their friends. 

Then—ypop, and a ?improviste—the door was thrown open, and a 
butler announced ore rotundo, Sir CoeTwyND CUMMERBUND, whom, 
in the wink of an eye, I i as an ex-Justice of the very 
court in Calcutta in which my male progenitor practises as a mook- 
tear, or attorney, and who, moreover, was familiar wi 
almost ab ovo, having been more than once humbly presented to his 
notice by my said father, with a request for his patronising opinion 
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“Some haughty masculine might insult her under my very nose,”’ 


with myself | f 


[June 27, 1896, 


. oe and the feasibility of my education at a London Inn 
0 

Oh, my gracious! I was as if to sink through the carpet, and 
sought to draw in my horns behind a column, when, to my uncon- 
trollable dismay, my hostess led him towards me, with the remark 
that he was probably already acquainted in India with His Highness 
Prince JABBERJEE, 

The Hon’ble Retired Judge at this did merely smile indulgently, 
observing that India was a country of considerable extensiveness, 
and inquiring of me in my own tongue where my raj was situated, 
and the stren of my army, though with a scintillation in his 

i organs that told me he knew me perfectly well. ; 

And I, realising that honesty was my best policy of insurance 
from his displeasure, did throw myself frankly on the mercy of the 
Court, protesting volubly in native language that I was an 
industrious poor Bengali boy, and had aware regarded him as my 
beloved father; that I was not to blame because certain foolis 
ignorant persons imagined me to be some species of Rajah; an 
earnestly representing to him that our kind mutual hostess would be 

“ woefully distressed by any dis- 
closures. ‘‘ Let your Hon’ble Lud- 
ship,” I said, ‘* only remain her- 
metically sealed, and preserve this 
as a trade secret, and my sisters 
eco - = - aes and wares shall 

ways chant hymns on the Ganges 
for your Honor’s felicities | ”’ 
is Honor, laughing good-na- 
turedly, did tell me that if I liked 
to assume the plames of a daw, it 
was no affair of his, and kindly 
promised to re:pect my confidences 
—at which I was greatly relieved. 
Indeed, throughout the evening, 
nothing could excead his affability, 
for, being seated on the other side 
of the hostess, opposite myself, he 
ewe’ me _ eae honour and 

eference, frequently requesting m 
views on such subjects as Taseeased 
) a cieger tea of the People of 

India, the National Congress, and 
go forth; upon which, being now 

erfectly reassured and at my ease 

discoursed with facundity, an 

did loudly extol the intellectual 
capacity of the Bengalis, as evinced 
by marvellous success in passing 
most difficult exams., and de- 
nouncing it as a crying injustice 
and beastly shame that fullest 
political powers should not be con- 
ceded to them, and that they 
should not be eligible for all civil 
appointments part passu, or even 
in priority to Englishmen. 

herein his Honor did warmly 
agree, assuring me with ey 
benignancy of the pleasure wi 
which he would hear of my appoint- 
ment to be Head of a District 
somewhere on the Punjab frontier, and mentioning how a certain 
native Bengali gentleman of his acquaintance, Deputy-Commissioner 
Grish CuunpeER Df, Esq., M.A., had distinguished himeelf splen- 
didly (according to the printed testimony of Hon’ble Krrrine) in 
such a ee of danger. : . 

I replied, that 1 was not passionately in love with personal danger, 
and that in my case cedant arma toge, and my tongue was mightier 
than my sword, but that there was no doubt that we Bengalis were 
intellectually competent to govern the whole country, provided only 
that we were backed up from behind by a large Enelish military 
forces to uphold our authority, as otherwise we should soon be the 
pretty pickles, owing to brutal violence from Sikhs, Rajputs, 
Marathas, and similar uncivilised coarse races. ; 

And Sir Cuerwrnp expressed his lively satisfaction that I appre- 
ciated some of the advantages of the British occupation. 

Thus, through my presence of mind in boldly grap,iing with the 
nettle, I turned what might have been a disaster into a conspicuous 
triumph, for all the company, seeing the favour I was in with such a 
big wig as Hon’ble Cummensunn, listened to me with spell-bound 
enchantment, especially my friend Howann’s sprightly young sister, 
a damsel of distinguished nal attractiveness, who was seated on 
my other side. Her Lith name is Lovisa-GWENDOLEN; but her 
amily and intimates, so she did inform me, call her ‘* WEE-WEE.” 

Of the dinner itself I can highly, as being inexpressibly 
superior, both in stylishness of service and for the quality of the 
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food, &c , to any meals hitherto furnished by Mrs. MANKLETOW’S 
menoeny board. Nevertheless, I wondered to find the ALLBuTT- 
InneEtrs behind the times ia one respect, viz., the lighting, which 
was with old-fashioned candles and semi-obscared lamps, instead of 
the more modern and infinitely more brilliant illumination of gas! 
Here, at least, though in other i of very mediocre elegance, 
I must pronounce Porticobello House the more up to date. 

In taking leave, I did thank Hon’ble Sir Coetwynp CumMMER- 
BUND pee for so discreetly retaining its feline contents within 
the generous bag of his mouth, whereat he clapped my back very 
cordially, advising me to abstain for the future from a super- 
abundance of frills, since the character of a diligent legal native 
stadent was a precious lily that needed no princely gilding, and 
— that he was indebted to me for a most entertaining and 
mirthful evening. This I do not understand, as I had not uttered 
any of the facetious puns and conceits wherewith it is my wont— 
when I wl/*—to set the table in a simper. 

But possibly I may have spoken rather humorously unawares 
and it is proverbial that these exalted legal luminaries are p] eased 
with a rattle and tickled by a straw. 

On my return I did omit to mention Miss WEE- WEE to J EssIMINA; 
but, after all, cus bono ? 

* This is a fairly sample specimen, though I have frequentl assed it 
in waggishness and aellarys B.S, . oe 


SERVICE INTERNATIONAL. 
[At the Hdtel Cecil the curry is served by a Hindoo in native dress. ] 


A NovELty this, which in time might extend 
Till all on the menu was handed comme ¢a, 
And every country its waiters would send 
To offer its own individual plat, 


The olives by Spanish attendants be brought— 
Their bull-fighting dresses at first would look odd ; 
A Scotchman would serve you the salmon he caught, 
A Doggerbank fisherman hand you the cod. 


The Deane even might be improved, like the House 
Of Commons—have waitresses, certain to please, 

The North would send maidens to bring you the grouss, 
And neat little Swies girls would offer you cheese. 


But who could hand turtle? That soup, without doubt 
Quite English, an Englishman surely should bring, 
But he is, since Germans have crowded him out, 
The dodo of waiters, a quite extinct thing. 


Rosbif would be easy, that foreigners’ dish 
So uttle seen here, foreign waiters could hand ; 
Bouillabatsse, macaroni, one also might wish 
To taste as the product of some foreign land. 


One waiter hotel-keepers could not engage; 

This system would happily stand in the way ; 
Unless German sausage e all the rage, 

The Diener from Deutschland would vanish away. 


DICKENS’S DOMBEY AND SARDOU’S SARA. 


_ Sra,—Last week your critic gave a brief notice of SAkA BERNHARDT | is strewn with the wreckage | 
in La Tosca, Every one conversant with the play remembers the great | of house-boats and craft of Qe: 


situation when La Tosca clutches up the knife from the supper-table 
and confronts her would-be lover, the ‘* bold bad ” chief of the 
police, with the cruel smile and the lustful eyes. appening, by 
merest accident, to take down from a book-shelf CoanLEs DICKENS'S 
Dombey and Son, what do I find in the scene between Edith 
Dombey and Carker of the gleaming teeth? This:— 

“He was coming gaily towards her, when, in an instant, she caught the 
knife up from the table, and started one pace back.” 


The exact situation in Za Tosca, Only—Edith did not stab 
Carker. Sarpovu went a step farther than Dickens, and mada the 
hit dramatically. But as ‘‘ Todgers’s could do it when it liked,” so 
Dickens, when going in for melodrama, could come out uncommonly 
strong, and did so, tuo. 

By the way, let any one who comes across this note refer to 
that chapter (it is the twenty-fourth, in the second volume), and 
after noting how y the supper for two had been let 
him wonder who ate w#? Edith didn’t; Carker didn’t. Did 
Dombey, arriving late, get it? Or did the waiters collar it, by way 
of perauaies, next morning P Also, who paid for it ? 

ut genius is above details, Simply we come back to the situation 
where Edith Dombey is the forerunner of La Tosca, as we see it playcd 


by Sana Soppons BERNHARDT. Yours, JoE BagstTock, 


Wuat Captain 8-m-nvs, THE L. C, C. FrreMAn, Foreot.—To in- 
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HENLEY REGATTA IN 1900 A.D. 


Peery foreign entries at Henley are more numerous than ever.”—Daily 
THE usually quiet little Oxfordshire town of Henley has been the 
scene of some regrettable disturbances resulting in a loss of life, 
which it is, at the present time, impossible to compute. At the 
moment of sending this despatch, comparative pence has been re- 
stored, owing to the presence of two 

infantry regiments and one of cavalry, 

together with a nent of artillery, 

YR GE These have occupied the training 

j= \ quarters of the crews, while detach- 

<2 ments are constantly patrolling the 

> . principal streets, Further reinforce- 

ati ments have just been sent for at the 

-25, urgent request of the Mayor of Henley, 

<= ~~ who waited on the Colonel commandi 
=, With a bandage over his right eye an 
his arm in a sling. i 






; l These injuries were 
l ee received by him in the courageous exe- 
7” — gution of ney 4 as chief magistrate 
of the town. The stewards of the Regatta, those of them, that is 
to say, who survive, are in permanent session in the Town Hall, 
the walls of which have been strengthened by sand-bags, while a 
guard of 500 picked men is disposed in and about the building. 

It is difficult in the excited state of public feeling to arrive at the 
exact truth of what happened. It seems, however, that in the first 
heat of the Grand Challenge Cup for Eights, the Matabele nauts 
(with the Bucks station) were drawn against the Sons of the Nile 
from the Soudan, In the second heat the Ojibbeway Leanders 
were to compete against the lately formed Eskimo Boat Club. 
Owing, however, to some mistake, arising, probably, from a defective 
know 2 of English, the Ojibbeways came to the post in the first 
heat, and insisted on starting. The Matabele oarsmen and the Sons 
of the N ile, naturally enough, protested, and their protest was 
backed by the Umpire, who ordered the Red Indians off the course. 
They refused to move, and their stroke, Swrverne Burrato, in a 
moment of intense irritation, clambered out of his racing ship on to 
the launch, and, before the horrified spectators could realise what 
was happening, he had scalped Mr, Frank WILLAN, and was waving 
his bloody ee frantically in the air. Directly afterwards he fell 
pierced to the heart by a well directed assegai, hurled by the arm o 
OoMATOFLOPOGAS, the coxswain of the Matabele Eight. In a moment 
all was confusion and carnage. The spectators on the banks and in 
the water took up the quarrel, and a hideous scene of promiscuous 
massacre ensu The air Kt é 
became black with the | RS ee r 
arrows of the Ojibbeways, | uy ayant 

| i , ihe 






why 
7 


is 










the assegais of the Matabele ol hoe 

and the spears of the fierce I) iS Nt Ly ae 
Soudanese Arabs. The local 3 | 
volunteers and the county -*~ 
police were powerless to 
quell the conflict, which 
raged without interruption 
for three hours. The river 
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all sorts, and dead bodies to — =< — 

the number of three hundred and sixty-two have already been taken 
out of the water and laid in rows for identification. It is gratifying 
to note that on this occasion Russians, Germans, Frenchmen, Italians, 
Dutchmen, Spaniards, Americans, and Englishmen forgot their inter- 
national rivalries, and fought side by side in defence of law and order. 
The incident has, unfortunately, rendered it necessary to cancel the 
Regatta fixture, and all entrance-fees will be returned to the captains 
of crews, or to their executors and administrators. 


DARBY JONES RIGHT AGAIN, 


REsPECTED S1z,—Just a few lines to remind you that the old man 
was again on the spot, and wrote— 
** Don’t quarrel with the Easter boon I tip.” 


Thus did I ee the winner of the Rxyal Hunt Cup at Ascot first 
in the field. Then I go on to say— | 


. eS own a sheep’s condition 
May disclose the imposition 
Of a quack.” 
The Tup ran third. But remember that in each and every contest 
the first will always be Yours respectfully, |§Darsy Jones. 
P.S.—I have something “* snug” for the Newmarket July Meeting. 


vent any escape for himself. But his friends will provide him with one. ! £10 a head for information. 
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JOTTINGS AND TITTLINGS. 
(By Basoo Hurry BunesHo JABBEBRJEE, B.A.) 
No. XV. 


Mr, Jabberjee is asked out to dinner, 
his betrothed. His doubts concerning the soci 11 advantages of a 
Boarding Establishment, with some scathing remarks upon 
ambitious pretenders. He goes out to dinner, and meets a 
person of some tmportance. 


Tue pleasing a produced by this humble self upon both 

Mister and Mrs. AttBurt-InnettT at the wedding of their eldest 

Sane became speedily prolific of golden fruit in the request of 
a 


onour of my company for dinner at 8.15 P.M. on a subsequent 


evening. 

Tasbleataliy recounting this prime compliment to my _ lovely 
JEssIMINA, I was astounded that she did not share my jubilations, 
but was, on the contrary, the sore subject at not being included in 
such invitation, which, as I explained, was totally irrational, seeing 
that the inviters remained unaware 
of her nude existence. She, how- 
ever, maintained that I ought to 
have mentioned that I was an 
affianced, and have refused to sit 
at any banquet at which she was 
fob’ off with . cold monlest. 
This again was absurd, since the 
moiety of a loaf is preferable to 
total deprivation of the staff of 
life, and moreover, in my eee ry “ 
it is customary for the husband- \f77 
elect to take his meals apart from 
his bride that is to be; nor does ° 
she ever touch food until he 


reviously ed his gs of 
hunger. N otwithstandiag, she 
would not be pacified until I had 
bestowed upon her a gold and tur- 
quoise ring of best lish work- 
ip, as an olive-branch and 
calumet of peace. 

Bat, outside Porticobello House, 
I have been as wax on the 
subject of my flowery chains, an 
it was y inconceivable that 
I should inform my friend Howarp 
of same, since he has frequently 
bantered me in wonderment that a 
respectable Oriental magnate should 
reside in such a very ordi and 
third-rate ing establishment, 
where it was an impossibility to 
gain any real familiarity with smart 
and refined English society. 

And who knows that if I should 
introduce Miss JEssrz into com- 
pany of a superior caste, some 

ughty masculine might insult 
her under my very nose; and lack- 
a-daisy! where would she find a 
protector P 

I am certainly 


i oppres sed by an increasing dubiety whether Mrs. 
MANKLETOW is ve 


y such an upper crustacean and habituée of the 
beau monde as she did represent herself to be. It is well-ni 
incomprehensible that any individual should seek to appear of a 
higher social status than Nature has provided; but my youthfal 
acquaintance, ALLBUTT-INNETT, Jun., Esq., informs me that this is 
a common failing among the English classes, who fondly imagine 
that nothing is needed to render a frog the exact equivalent to an 
ox except an increased quantity of air, forgetting that if a frog is 
abnormally inflated, it is apt to provide the rather ludicrous catas- 
trophe of exploding excessive swellishness | 

However, revenons a nos moutons—id est, the dinner party. 

I intended to be the early bird at Prince's Square, but, owing to a 
rarity among the hansom cabs, did not arrive until most of the 
guests were already assembled, pene welcomed with effusive hos- 
peratiny by the household god and goddess, Mr. and Mrs. ALLBUTT- 

NNEIT, who begged leave to present to me all the most distinguished 
of their friends. , 

Then—pop, and @ Pimproviste—the door was thrown open, and a 
butler announced ore rotundo, Sir CoeTwynD MERBUND, whom, 
in the wink of an eye, I recognised as an ex-Justice of the very 
court in Caloutta in which my male progenitor practises as a mook- 
tear, or attorney, and who, moreover, was familiar with myself 
almost ab ovo, having been more than once humbly presented to his 
notice by my said father, with a request for his patronising opinion 
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‘Some haughty masculine might insult her under my very nose.” 


[June 27, 1896, 


of my abilities, and the feasibility of my education at a London Inn 
of Court ! 


Oh, my gracious! I was as if to sink mae the carpet, and 
ht to draw in my horns behind a column, when, to my uncon- 
trollable dismay, my hostess led him towards me, with the remark 
that he was probably already acquainted in India with His Highness 
Prince JABBERJEE, 

The Hon'ble Retired Judge at this did merely emile indulgently, 
observing that India was a country of considerable extensiveness, 
and inquiring of me in my own tongue where my raj was situated, 
and the ona of my army, though with a scintillation in his 
visual organs that told me he knew me perfectly well. f 

And I, realising that honesty was my best policy of insurance 
from his displeasure, did throw myself frankly on the mercy of the 
Court, protesting volubly in native language that I was an 
industrious poor Bengali boy, and had always regarded him as my 
beloved father; that I was not to blame because certain fool 
ignorant persons imagined me to be some species of Rajah; an 
earnestly representing to him that our kind mutual hostess would be 

me woefully distressed by any dis- 
aS closures. ‘‘ Let your Hon’ble Lud- 
ship,” I said, ‘* only remain her- 
metically sealed, and preserve this 
as a trade secret, and my sisters 
sisters-in-law, and aunts shall 
always chant hymns on the Ganges 
for your Honor’s felicities !”’ 
is Honor, laughing -na- 
turedly, did tell me that if I liked 
to assume the plames of a daw, it 
was no affair of his, and kindly 
promised to re:pect my confidences 
—at which I was greatly relieved. 
Indeed, throughout the evening, 
nothing could excead his affability, 
for, being seated on the other side 
of the hostess, opposite myself, he 
epi thes me one eres honour 
eference, frequently requesting m 
[noreased 
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views on such subjects as 
| Representation of the People 

India, the National Congress, and 
so forth; upon which, being now 

erfectly reassured and at my 

_discoursed with facundity, aad 
did loudly extol the intellectual 
capacity of the Bengalis, as evinced 
by marvellous success in passing 
most difficult exams., and de- 
nouncing it as a crying injustice 
and beastly shame that fullest 
political powers should not be con- 
ceded to them, an t they 
should not be eligible for all civil 
appointments part pees, or even 
in priority to Englishmen. 

erein his Honor did warmly 

agree, assuring me with ey 
benignancy of the pleasure wi 
which he would hear of my appoint- 
ment to be Head of a District 
somewhere on the Punjab frontier, and mentioning how a certain 
native Bengali gentleman of his acquaintance, Deputy-Commissioner 





SS 


h| Griso Cuunper Df, Esq., M.A., had distinguished himself splen- 


didly (according to the printed testimony of Hon’ble Kiriine) in 
such a post of danger. : ; 

I replied, that 1 was not passionately in love with personal danger, 
and that in my case cedant arma toge, and my tongue was mightier 
than my sword, but that there was no doubt that we Bengalis were 
intellectually ope to govern the whole country, provided only 
that we were backed up from behind by a large Enelish military 
forc3 to uphold our authority, as otherwise we should soon be the 
pretty pickles, owing to brutal violence from Sikhs, Rajputs, 

ara‘has, and similar uncivilised coarse races. : 

And Sir Cuetwrnp expressed his lively satisfaction that I appre- 
ciated some of the advantages of the British occupation. 

Thus, through my presence of mind in boldly grap,iing with the 
nettle, I turned what might have besn a disaster into a conspicuous 
triumph, for all the company, seeing the favour I was in with such a 
big wig as Hon’ble CommeERsunND, listened to me with spell-bound 
enchantment, especially my friend Howann’s sprightly young sister, 
a damsel i ished al attractiveness, who was seated on 
my other side. Her birth-name is Lovisa-GwenDoLEN; but her 
family and intimates, so she did inform me, call her **‘ WEE-WEE.” 

Of the dinner itself I can highly, as being inexpressibly 
superior, both in stylishness of service and for the quality of the 
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food, &c , to any meals hitherto furnished by Mrs, ManKLETOW’s 
mahogany board. Nevertheless, I wondered to find the ALLBUTT- 
Innetts behind the times ia one respect, viz., the lighting, which 
was with old-fashioned candies and semi-obscared lamps, instead of 
the more modern and infinitely more briiliant illumination of gas! 
Here, at least, though in other are of very mediocre elegance, 
I must pronounce Porticobello House the more up to date, 

ing leave, I did thank Hon’ble Sir Cx ND CUMMER- 
BUND profusely for so discreetly retaining its feline contents within 
the generous bag of his mouth, whereat he clapped my back very 
cordially, advising me to abstain for the future from a super- 
abundance of frills, since the character of a diligent legal native 
student was a precious lily that needed no princely gilding, and 
adding that he was indebted to me for a most entertaining and 
mirthful evening. This I do not understand, as I had not uttered 
any of the facetious puns and conceits wherewith it is my wont— 
when I zwil/*—to set the table in a simper. 

But possibly I may ers spoken rather humorously unawares 
and it is proverbial that these exalted legal luminaries are pleased 
with a rattle and tickled by astraw. _ 

On my return I did omit to mention Miss WEE- WEE to JESsIMINA; 
but, after all, cut bono ? 

* This is a fairly sample specimen, though I have frequently surpassed it 
in waggishness anil aelteeyeste Bd. . ; ee 


SERVICE INTERNATIONAL. 
[At the Hdtel Cecil the curry is served by a Hindoo in native dress. ] 


A novetty this, which in time might extend 
Till a}l on the menu was handed comme ¢a, 
And every country its waiters would send 
To offer its own individual plat. 


The olives by Spanish attendants be brought— 
Their bull-fighting drestes at first would look odd; 
A Scotchman would serve you the salmon he caught, 
A Doggerbank fisherman hand you the cod. 


The plan even might be improved, like the House 
Of Commons—have waitresses, certain to please. 
The North would send maidens to bring you the grouse, 
And neat little Swies girls would offer you cheese. 
But who could hand turtle? That soup, without doubt 
Quite English, an Englishman surely should bring, 
But he is, since Germans have crowded him out, 
The dodo of waiters, a quite extinct thing. 
Rosbif would be easy, that foreigners’ dish 
Su 1uttle seen here, foreign waiters could hand ; 
Bouillabaisse, macaroni, one also might wish 
To taste as the product of some foreign land, 
One waiter hotel-keepers could not engage; 
This system would happily stand in the way ; 
Unless German sausage became all the rage, 
The Diener from Deutschland would vanish away. 


DICKENS’S DOMBEY AND SARDOU’S SARA. 
Srr,—Last week your critic gave a brief notice of Saka BERNHARDT 


in La Tosca, Every one conversant with the play remembers the great | of house-boats and craft of 


situation when La Tosca clutches up the knife from the sapper-table 
and confronts her would-be lover, the ‘* bold bad ” chief of the 
police, with the cruel smile and the lustful eyes. ppening, by 
merest accident, to take down from a book-shelf Coantes DicKENS'S 
Dombey and Son, what do I find in the scene between Edith 
Dombey and Carker of the gleaming teeth? This :— 

‘He was coming gaily towards her, when, in au instant, she caught the 
knife up from the table, and started one pace back.” 


The exact situation in Za Zosca, Only—Edith did not stab 
Carker. Sarpovu went a step farther than Dickens, and mada the 
hit dramatically. But as ‘* Todgers’s could do it when it liked,” so 
Dickens, when going in for melodrama, could come out uncommonly 
strong, and did so, tuo. 

By the way, let any one who comes across this note refer to 
o: ae us is the ri bil patra Pm a pone volume), = 
after no ow carefully the supper for two been oe 
him wonder who ate ue E th didn’t; Carker didn’t. id 
Dombey, arriving late, get it? Or did the waiters collar it, by way 
of co next morning ? Also, who paid for it ? 

ut comes is above d Simply we come back to the situation 
where Edith Dombey is the forerunner of La Tosca, as we see it played 
by Sana Sippons BERNHARDT, Yours, JOE BagstTock, 


Wuat Captain §-m-nps, THE L. C. C. Fireman, Foreot.—To in- 
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HENLEY REGATTA IN 1900 A.D. 


- ist i foreign entries at Henley are more numerous than ever.” — Daily 
aper. 


Tue usually quiet little Oxfordshire town of Henley has been the 
scene of some regrettable disturbances resulting in a loss of life, 
which it is, at the Pegg time, impossible to compute, At the 
moment of sending this despatch, comparative peace has been re- 

4 stored, owing to the presence of two 
infantry regiments and one of cavalry, 
together with a battery of artillery. 
These have occupied the training 
quarters of the crews, while detach- 
ments are constantly patrolling the 
» principal streets, Further reinforce- 
ments have just been sent for at the 
urgent request of the Mayor of Henley, 
who waited on the Colonel commandin 
with a bandage over his right eye an 
hisarminasling. These injuries were 
WIA received ee in the courageous exe- 

cution of his os as chief magistrate 
of the town. The ose of them, that is 
to say, who survive, are in permanent session in the Town Hall, 
the walls of which have been strengthened by sand-bags, while a 
guard of 500 picked men is disposed in and about the building. 

It is difficult in the excited state of public feeling to arrive at the 
exact truth of what happened. It seems, however, that in the first 
heat of the Grand Challenge Cup for Eights, the Matabele Argonauts 
(with the Bucks station) were drawn against the Sons of the Nile 
from the Soudan, In the second heat the ea Leanders 
were to compete against the lately formed Eskimo Boat Club. 
Owing, however, to some mistake, arising, probably, from a defective 
knowledge of ages the Ojibbeways came to the post in the first 
heat, and insisted on starting. The Matabele oarsmen and the Sons 
of the N ile, naturally enough, protested, and their protest was 
backed by the Umpire, who ordered the Red Indians off the course. 
They refused to move, and their stroke, Swrverne Burrato, in a 
moment of intense irritation, clambered out of his racing ship on to 
the launch, and, before the horrified spectators could realise what 
was happening, he had scalped Mr, Franx WILiAn, and was waving 
his bloody eer frantically in the air, Directly afterwards he fell 
pierced to the heart by a well directed assegai, hurled by the arm o 
OoMATOFLOPOGAS, the coxswain of the Matabele Eight. In a moment 
all was confusion and carnage. The spectators on the banks and in 
the water took up the quarrel, and a hideous scene of promiscuous 
massacre ensu The air 
became black with the ‘| 
arrows of the Ojibbeways, | 
the assegais of the Matabele ny 11} y2| 
and the spears of the fierce h Siti 
Soudanese Arabs. The local § '- >)? . 
volunteers and the county 2 ~:)° 
police were powerless to 
quell the conflict, which 
raged without interruption =———_ 
for three hours. The river — > 
is strewn with the wreckage 
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all sorts, and dead bodies to Wx -_— 
the number of three hundred and sixty-two have already been taken 
out of the water and laid in rows for identification, It is gratifying 
to note that on this oceasion Russians, Germans, Frenchmen, Italians, 
Dutchmen, Spaniards, Americans, and Englishmen forgot their inter- 
national rivalries, and fought side by side in defence of law and order. 
The incident has, unfortunately, rendered it necessary to cancel the 
Regatta fixture, and all entrance-fees will be returned to the captains 
of crews, or to their executors and administrators, 
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DARBY JONES RIGHT AGAIN, 
RESPECTED Srz,—Just a few lines to remind you that the old man 
was again on the spot, and wrote— 
“Don’t quarrel with the Easter boon I tip.” 
Thus did I B pace the winner of the Rxyal Hunt Cup at Ascot first 
in the field. Then I go on to say— ; 


*¢ Though I own a sheep’s condition 
May disclose the imposition 


Of a quack.” 
The Tup ran third. But remember that in each and every contest 
the first will always be DaRBY JONES, 


Yours respectfully, 
P.S.—I have something ‘* snug” for the Newmarket July Meeting. 


vent any escape for himself, But his friends will provide him with one. ! £10 a head for information. 
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food, &c , to any meals hitherto furnished by Mrs, MANKLETOW’s 
enoeery oeere- Nevertheless, I wondered to find the ALLBUTT- 
InneTrs behind the times ia one respect, viz., the lighting, which 
was with old-fashioned candies and semi-obscared lamps, instead of 
the more modern and infinitely more brilliant illumination of gas! 
Here, at least, though in other culars of very mediocre elegance, 
I a Porticobello House the more up to date. 

In taking leave, I did thank Hon’ble Sir Coetwynp CumMER- 
BUND pees for so discreetly retaining its feline contents within 
the generous bag of his mouth, whereat he clapped my back very 
cordially, advising me to abstain for the future from a super- 
abundance of frills, since the character of a diligent legal native 
student was a precious lily that needed no princely gilding, and 
aneg Sass he was indebted to me for a most entertaining and 
mirthful evening. This I do not understand, as I had not uttered 
any of the facetious — and conceits wherewith it is my wont— 
when I zwiil*—to set the table in a simper. 

Bat possibly I — spoken rather humorously unawares 
and it is proverbial that these exalted legal luminaries are pleased 
with a rattle and tickled byastraw. __ 

On my return I did omit to mention Miss WEE- WEE to J EssIMINA; 
but, after all, cut bono ? 

* This is a fairly sample specimen, though I have frequently surpassed it 
in waggishness ond arellacs 2 BJ. , A ; 


SERVICE INTERNATIONAL. 
[At the Hdtel Cecil the curry is served by a Hindoo in native dress.] 


A novetty this, which in time might extend 
Till all on the menu was handed comme ¢a, 
And every country its waiters would send 
Tv offer its own individual plat. 


The olives by Spanish attendants be brought— 
Their bull-fighting dresses at first would look odd; 
A Scotchman would serve you the salmon he caught, 
A Doggerbank fisherman hand you the cod. 


The plan even might be improved, like the House 
Of Commons—have waitresses, certain to please. 
The North would send maidens to bring you the grouss, 
And neat little Swiss girls would offer you cheese. 
But who could hand tartle? That soup, without doubt 
Quite English, an Englishman surely should bring, 
But he is, since Germans have crowded him out, 
The dodo of waiters, a quite extinct thing. 
Rosbif would be easy, that foreigners’ dish 
Su sttle seen here, foreign waiters could hand ; 
Bouillabaisse, macaroni, one also might wish 
To taste as the product of some foreign land. 


One waiter hotel-keepers could not engage; 

This system would happily stand in the way; 
Unless German sausage e ali the rage, 
The Diener from Deutschland would vanish away. 


DICKENS’S DOMBEY AND SARDOU’S SARA, 
Srr,—Last week your critic gavea brief notice of Sana BERNHARDT 


in La Tosca, Every one conversant with the play remembers the great | of house-boats and craft of 


situation when La Tosca clutches up the knife from the sapper-table 
and confronts her would-be lover, the ‘* bold bad mee chief of the 
police, with the cruel smile and the lustful “yes appening, by 
merest accident, to take down from a book-shelf Coantes DIcKENS's 
Dombey and Son, what do I find in the scene between Edith 
Dombey and Carker of the gleaming teeth? This:— 

‘He was coming gaily towards her, when, in au instant, she caught the 
knife up from the table, and started one pace back.” 


The exact situation in Za Tosca. Only—<Edith did not stab 
Carker. Sanpovu went a step farther than Dickens, and made the 
hit dramatically. But as “* Todgers’s could do it when it liked,” so 
Dickens, when going in for melodrama, could come out uncommonly 
strong, and did go, tuo. 

By the way, let any one who comes across this note refer to 
that chapter (it is the twenty-fourth, in the second volume), and, 
after noting how carefully the supper for two had been ere let 
him wonder who ate w#? Edith didn’t; Carker didn’t. Did 
Dombey, arriving late, get it Or did the waiters collar it, by way 
of reer next morning ? Also, who paid for it ? 

ut genius is above d Simply we come back to the situation 
where Edith ey is the forerunner of La Tosca, as we see it playcd 
by Sana Sippons BERNHARDT. Yours, JoE Bagstock, 


Wuat Caprarin §-m-nvs, THE L. C. C. FrremMan, Foreot.—To in- 


HENLEY REGATTA IN 1900 A.D. 
Pooery foreign entries at Henley are more numerous than ever.”—Daily 


THE usually quiet little Oxfordshire town of Henley has been the 
scene of some regrettable disturbances resulting in a loss of life, 
which it is, at the present time, impossible to compute. At the 
moment of sending this despatch, comparative peace has been re- 

stored, owing to the ce of two 
infantry regiments and one of cavalry, 
together with a battery of artillery. 
These have occupied all the training 
quarters of the crews, while detach- 
ments are constantly patrolling the 
principal streets. Further reinforce- 
ments have just been sent for at the 
urgent request of the a of Henley, 
who waited on the Colonel commandi 
with a bandage over his right eye an 
fa his arminasling. These injuries were 
i hl received 5 fore in the courageous exe- 

“2 o*~ ~— gution of his duty as chief magistrate 
of the town. The stewards of the Regatta, hiss of them, that is 
to say, who survive, are in permanent session in the Town Hall, 
the walls of which have been strengthened by ne ee while a 
guard of 500 a men is disposed in and about the building. 

It is difficult in the excited state of public feeling to arrive at the 
exact truth of what happened. It seems, however, that in the first 
heat of the Grand Challenge Cup for Eights, the Matabele aR eG 
(with the Bucks station) were drawn against the Sons of the Nile 
from the Soudan, In the second heat the Ojibbeway Leanders 
were to compete against the lately formed Eskimo Boat Club. 
Owing, however, to some mistake, arising, probably, from a defective 
knowledge of English, the Ojibbeways came to the post in the first 
heat, an insisted on starting. The Matabele oarsmen and the Sons 
of the N ile, naturally enoug 

0 


pro and their protest was 
backed by the Umpire, who 











tested, 
ered the Red Indians off the course. 
They refused to move, and their stroke, Swrveine BurFALo, in a 
moment of intense irritation, clambered out of his racing ship on to 


the launch, and, before the horrified spectators could realise what 
hig . he had r K WILLAN, and was waving 
is 


e 
| y trophy franti ay Se the air. Directly afterwards he fell 
ierced to the heart bya directed i, hurled by the arm o 

OMATOFLOPOGAS, the coxswain of the Matabele Eight. In a moment 
all was confusion and carnage. The spectators on the and in 
the water took u oe quarrel, and a hideous scene of promiscuous 

e air 
became black with the 
arrows of the Ojibbeways, 
the assegais of the Matabele | Wy 
and the spears of the fierce '') 
Soudanese Arabs. The local °%. 
volunteers and the county 
police were powerless to 
quell the conflict, which 
raged without interruption =~ _ 
for three hours. The river 
is strewn with the wreckage 
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all sorts, and dead bodies to — =e 
the number of three hundred and sixty-two have already been taken 
out of the water and laid in rows for identification. It is gratifying 
to note that on this occasion Russians, Germans, Frenchmen, Italians, 
Dutchmen, eee Americans, and Englishmen forgot their inter- 
national rivalries, and fought side by side in defence of law and order, 
The incident has, unfortunately, rendered it necessary to cancel the 
Regatta fixture, and all entrance-fees will be returned to the captains 
of crews, or to their executors and administrators. 


DARBY JONES RIGHT AGAIN, 
REsPECTED S1z,—Just a few lines to remind you that the old mar 
was again on the spot, and wrote— 
* Don't quarrel with the Easter boon I tip.” 


Thus did I the winner of the Royal Hunt Cup at Ascot firs! 
in the field. en I go on to say— 
- ene own a sheep’s condition 
May disclose the imposition 
Of a quack.” 


The Tup ran third. But remember that in each and every contes 
the first will always be Yours respectfully, | Danrsy Jones. 
P.S.—I have something ** snug” for the Newmarket July Meeting 


vent any escape for himself, Bat his friends will provide him with one. ! £10 a head for information. 
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Brown, ‘‘OonrounD IT! Dong aaarn! I LOSE ON EVERY RACE, 


your SHILLING,” 
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Barber, ‘‘CouLDN’T THINK OF TAKING IT, Siz. Jost won £500 on THE Hasoor Cop!” 


What has the Secretary of State for India to 
do with the Education BillP ‘My dear 
Groreg,’ said Prince AkTHUR, when I put it 
to him, ‘ you see, we must be consistent. We 
brought the Indian troops to the Soudan, and 
on same principle we bring Secretary of State 
for India t> relief of Eiucation Bill muddle,’ ”’ 

KENNAWAY'S speech that made such sensa- 
tion was delivered from Ministerial Benches 
dead against Education Bill. That’s wh 
Opposition shout and throw up their caps. No 
more esteemed man on Conservative side than 
Joun Kennaway. If he turns and rends the 
Ministerial Bill, its case seems hopeless, So 
SqurRE oF Matwoop and Henry Fow er 
take the burly baronet in hand, and rub him 
in, as it were, on Prince ARTHUR, who, as 
usual when the music grows louder, has 

ht back to face it from the 


Business done,— A lively night in Com- 
mittee on Education Bill. Joun Kennwaway 
mutinies under command of Major Bangs, 

Friday.— After week’s fitful fever, House 
sleeps well in Committee of Supply on Army 
Estimates. Quite refreshing this thirsty 
weather to have GrorcE WynDHAM coming 
in with bottle of in one hand, and sample 
of home-made soda-water in other, As WII- 
FRID Lawson says, if he’d only a flask of 
brandy in breastcoat- et, and some crushed 
ice in neighbourhood of his coat-tails, we 
might make a night of it. 

GEORGE, it seems, has some friends in the 
mineral water way. In certain canteens at 
Dover the young officers, commendably 


anxious to avoid giving Satan a chance, have 
occupied otherwise idle hands in brewing 
eae bere and similar recondite refresh- 
ment. 
interfering with business. BRODRICK ex- 
plains that Secretary of State for War has 
— restless nights in thinking matter over. 

mmander-in-Chief takes long solitary rides 
revolving it. At present not to 


revolutionary steps. Business done, — Talk | it P 


about ginger-beer and soda-water, think 


about Education Bill and probable next move. 


HOW SHOULD A LADY ALICHT FROM A 
BIKE? 


THE Westminster Budget, after giving some 

toe Tioyaloe yrscefaile (ugh), ake Will 
icycles grace ! 

some pr vmatae tell them how to get off 

their machines gracefully ?”? Why, certainly ! 


Vee ietet a ae clans, 

our on the 08 ; 

See that your lover is pesca 

To save from impact with the ground. 

Then gradually, without fuss, 

Deprive the bike of impetus. 

acu f =n — alt a 
oo dainty for i p ar. 

Then feel your feet, arid you see, 

Quite close, the not impossible He, 

Then, without haste, or jerk, or fright, 

Fallin his arms! He’l\i hold you tight! 

Then vow, when the dismountmg’s o’er, 

Never to mount the horror more ! 


(Zo Barber.) HERE’S | h 


WynpHawm’s friends resent this as/|to 
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A WILD AUTUMN; 
Or, Sport versus Party. 

[The graceless Member of Parliament says t 
his clerical friends and supporters:—‘I am ver! 
sorry, but you must go on with the intolerabl: 
strain, for an Autumn Session is to me an into: 
lerable strain. Grouse in August, partridges iz 
September, pheasants in October, then foxes, anc 
then we shall be very well disposed to consider the 
Clergy, the Voluntary Schools, and the Children.’ 
We are in for a wild autumn,”—Mr. John Morley 
at Manchester.) 


Sporting Patriot loquitur :-— 
WELL, what is there here that’s affronting 
Just fanny the folly of shunting, 
For pareons and ols 
(They must fancy us fools), — 
The pleasures of shooting and huntiag ! 


That were a ‘‘ wild autumn,” by Jingo ! 
When sport is the only true stingo 

’Twere mighty absurd 

To miss barrel and bird . 
For the sake of—JoHn Morey’s stale lings ! 


The ns are all very proper. 

To plump Mother Church’s lean coffer, 
And smash the School Board, 
Summer days I’ll afford, 

But Autumn I really can’t offer ! 


We cannot go shooting by proxies! 
Grouse, partridges, pheasants, and foxes 
0 miss once again, 
Under Unionist reign 
The prospect were dark as old Nox’s! 













ECHOES FROM THE THAMES, 


ScrenE—House-boat in a good position, TIME 
—Evening during ‘‘the Regatta week.’ 
PRESENT (on deck in cozy chairs) — He 
and She, 


She. Very pretty, the lights, are they not P 
He. Pertectly charming. So nice after the 


eat, 
She. Yes, and really, everything has been 
delightful, 
He. Couldn’t possibly be better. Won- 
derful how well it can be done. 
She. Yes. But, of course, it wants man- 
agement, You know a lot comes down from 
wn. 
He, Will the stores send so far? 
She. Yes, and if they won’t others will. 
And then the local tradespeople are very 


nent. 
He. But don’t the servants rather kick at 


i 
She. No, because they are comfortable 
enough. Pat them up in the neighbourhood. 
He, Ah, to be sure, And your brother 
looks after the cellar so well. 
She. Yes, he is quite a genius in that line, 
He. And it’s awfully nice chatting all day. 
She. Yes, when one doesn’t go to sleep. 
He, And, of course, we can fall back upon 
the circulating libraries and the newspapers. 
She. And so much better than town. It 
must be absolutely ghastly in Piccadilly, 


He. Yes, sol hear. And then there’s the 
racing | 
She. Ah, to be sure. To tell the truth, I 


didn’t notice that very much. Was there any 


winning ? 

He. Oh, yes, a lot. But I really quite 
forget wha ; 

She. Oh, never mind. We can read all 
about it in to-morrow’s papers, and that will 
be better than bothering about it now, 

[Scene closes in to soft music on the banjo, 
————— 


New VERSION OF AN OLD Soxa@ FOR 
Hencry Reoatta.—Yale! Columbia, 
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Accra-WAlITINnG Situation (An), 69 
Adelphi Adollified, 61 ; 

After the Epsom Week is over, 281 
After the Play was over, 205 

Alfred among the Immortals, 147 
Alfred to Alfred, 65 

All round her Hat, 161 
Anglo-American Family Tree (The), 29 
Antiquarian and Modern, 249 

April Shower (An), 216 

Archeological Mem., 41 

’Arry an’ Oom Paul, 94 

’Arry on African Affairs, 90 

’Arry on Blues and Bluestockings, 185 
’Arry on pee and Sport, 184 
As it may be, 216 

At it n! 28 

At School, 117 

At the Royal Academy, 227, 246 
Augustan Age at Olympia (The), 12 
Author Baiting and its Remedy, 225 
BaLtaDE of Fashion (A), 291 

Ballade of Happiness, 5% 

Bare Idea (The), 159 

‘* Beautiful, bouncing Budget” (The), 195 
Beautycides (The), 5 

‘* Be Merry and Wise |” 278 


‘Berlin Wool Gathering, 34 


‘* Betrayed by the Interviewer,” 87 
Better than Leather, 111 
Bike! Bike ! Bike ! 258 


** Birdie,” 94 
Bold Buccaneer (The), 251 
Book of the Week (The), 49 


Bounteous Guy, 293 

Bridge of Sighs (The), 10 

Britannia's Soliloquy, 27 

Broken on the Wheel, 275 

Burns on Bills, 141 

By the Beach, 118, 187 

CaBBy ; or, Reminiscences of the Rank 
and the Road, 87, 112, 165 

Case in Court re-heard (A), 18 

Case of Conscience (A), 291 

Channel Chit Chat, 60 

Chaperon's Vade Mecum (The), 285 

Charity covers a Multitude of—Cupids, 
229 


Charles our Friend, 221 

Charley and the Navy, 147 

Chaunt of the Bodley Head (The), 121 

‘* Chestnut Sunday,” 257 

Children’s Cornucopia (The), 119 

Classical Fragment (A), 291 

** Clients feel Cheap to-day,” 126 

Cockawhoop Criticism, 106 

Colourable, 177 

‘*Come hither, Hubert!" 53 

Coming Race (The), 155 

Common or Garden Rhymes, 198, 209, 
233, 255 


_Condensed Confidence, 45, 72, £9, 106, 


186, 161, 217, 258 
Congratulations from the Elysian Fields, 
13 


Consulting the Oracle, 270 

Cool and Collected Calendar (A), 108 
Correct Misprint (A), 278 

Cosier Cots, 105 

Cioss Questions, 239 

Cry of a Hungry Biped (The), 45 
Cry of the Income-tax’d, 22 

Cuckoo! 117, 149 

Curzon and Crises, 169 

Darsy Jones on the Royal Hunt Cup, 289 
Darby Jones right again, 305 

Derby a few Years hence (The), 275 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 
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Dickens's Dombey and Sardou’s Sara, 805 

Dickens up to Date, 46 

Difficulty (A), 148 

Doctor's Treatment (The), 57 

-gerel anent a Dramatic J.P., 239 

Dollars and Sense, 167 

‘* Drawing Pictures,” 156 

Drawing the Line, 101 

“Dr. and his Young Friends,” 6 

Dutchman's Wee Dog (The), 72 

Dutch Rum-mun Law, 234 

EASTBOURNE for the Czar, 257 

Echoes from Berlin, 145 

Echoes from the Thames, 310 

Encore, Sara! 297 

Essence of Parliament, £8, 95, 107, 119, 
181, 148, 155, 167, 179, 190. 208, 215, 
228, 239, 251, 268, 287, 299, 309 

Everyone's Good Health ! 24 

Extra Big D (An), 58 

Extract from a Spinster’s Diary, 162 

Fa. of Fogson (The), 82 

Fame, 94 

Fashionable Arrangements, 84 

Fashionable Movements, 123 

Few Pictures (A), 150 

A axle of Fun, 177 

‘* For the Crown,” &c., 129 

‘* Fourth” Form at Eton (The), 255 

Friendly Word with the War Wizird (A), 
33 


From a Transvaalian Edition of Shak- 
speare, 57 

From H-ly to 8-xt-n, 94 

From the Diary of a Laureate, 81 

Fulfilled Prophecy (A), 285 

GaLLant Constable (The), 245 

‘* Garden that I love” (The), 39 

German Emperor to the Cambridge Uni- 
versity Boat-Club (The), 192 

**Glorious, by Jingo |" 97 

Going a Degree better, 69 

‘Going Two better,” 76 

Goldie, 218 

Golf in Zummerzet, 257 

Good Old Dutch! 89 

Grasse, 210 

Happy Pair, 100 

Harrowed Etonian (A), 801 

Haunted Hat (The), 9 

Haunted House (A), 225 

Henley Regatta in 1£00 A.D., 305 

Her ‘** Bedside Manna,” 177 

‘* Here we are again |” 24 

Hey, Presto! 4 

High-mettled Racer (The), 2€5 

History at the Royal Academy, 217 

Home! Dull Home! 128 

‘** How art thou translated |" 75 

How should a Lady alight, &c., 310 

How to enjoy the Bank Holiday, 2:3 

How to Keep a Diary, 12 

Hyde Park Theatre (The), 161 

IMPERIAL Interview (An), 130 

Imperial Question (An), 58 

Important Historical Mem., 172 

** Improvement of London’ choy’ 11 

Incomplete London Letter (The), 77 

In Defence of the Bounder, 262 

Infant Reformed (The), 77 

Ingoldsby and Shakspeare, 84 

In Memoriam, 58 

In Painter's Corner, 78 

Interview (An), 58 

Interview in Common Form (An), 10 

Into Spain. 240 

Iron Age (The), 126 
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Jacky at the]Mansion_Hous®, 83 
Jeer, Boys, Jeer | 58; 

Jim and Jills, 111: 

Joking Oak (The), 75 * 

Jottings 


Journalism mads Easy, 201, 219 

Journalistic Jubilee (A), 42 

Kaenpar of Friendship (The), 11 

Kerr voulez-vous chez Terry? 105 

Kokofuku! 27 

LanpD Ho! 218 

Last Galop (The), 262 

Latest Quotations, 148 

Latest Style of Musical Criticism, 219 

Laureate’s First Ride (The), 33 

Law and the Laundry (The), 42 

Lay of the Union Jack (The), 46 

‘* Leo the Terrible,” 253 

‘* Le Sport” in the Basses Pyrenees, 60 

Light in Egyptian Darkness, 183 

Literary, 190 

Literary Scraps, 166 

Litigation in England v. Quarrelling 
** Made in Germany,” 208 

Little Flirtation (A), 303 

Little Moscow-Raid (A), 281 

Little Walk (A), 192 

Live and Let Live, 240 

London Lackpenny, 222 

~— Ratepayer’s Vade Mecum (The), 
2 


Long Ago Legends, 12, 84, 197 
Long and the Short of it (The), 85 
Lord Leighton, €0 
L. 8. D.. 101 
Many Happy Returns, 278 
Mary Anner on Marble 'Alls and Ameri- 
can Notions, 35 
Master William, 251 
Meek Mike and his Arch , 49 
Meter of Gaslight, atone ! 
Metropolitan Statues Supply Association 
(The), 123 
Midsummer Madness, £01 
Mild McCarthy, 76 
| Milliner Muse (The), 99 
| Millions and Millionaires, 227 
| Missing Man (The) 59 
| Moan of a Ministerialist. 262 
_ Monte Carlo Hotel Bill (A), 169 
More Depression | 225 
Mounted Pedestrian’s Vade Mecum (The), 
2138 


M.P. empty; or, What it may come to, 
180 

Mr. Punch’s New Year Philosophy, 1 

Mr. Punch’s Plea, 806 

‘*Mrs. Stirling,” 22 

Musical Hint (A), 81 

‘*NANSEN,” 95 

‘* Naval Estimates,” 66 

Naval Intelligence, 207 

Neck or Nothing, 278 

Nelson east of Temple Bar, 68 

Never Mind, 255 

Never missed with his Cue, 225 

New Dictionary, 11 

New French Exercise (A), 109 

New Lamps for Old, 156 

- ew oe of See 282 
ew Photography (The), 45 

New Political Bo , 172 

New Rules for Cyclists, 210 

New Sport of ‘‘ Thankfully received” 
(The), 76 

New Tip for an Old Tale (A), 275 
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and Tittlings, 16, 25,°64, 88, 124, 
148, 160, 180, 191, 196, 220, 256, 280, 304 
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New Year's Day, 15 
“‘Nom d'un Pipe !" 109 
Norman Neruda-Hallé Testimonial, 243 
Note from the North Pole (A), 93 
aoe of an Afternoon’s ‘‘ Amusement,” 
Not on View at the Berlin Exhibition, 222 
Novice at Niagara (The). 57 
Nursery Rhymes in Book Form, 34 
OsJect Lessons for the Bar, 48 
Obstruction in Excelsis, 269 
** Off Colour,” 201 
‘* Officers only,” 294 
Old Love and the New (The), 263 
Old Thyme and Rosemary, 292 
On the Carnot (Ferkieh), 112 
n the 
Onus of Obstruction (The), 287 
Oom! Sweet Oom! 806 
Operatic Notes, 261, 276, 281, 298, 301 
“Our Bobby,” 249 
Our Booking-Office, 9, 57, 69, §7, 130, 141, 
149, 167, 185, 195, 213, 229, 245, 231, 297 
Our Derby Prophecy, 287 
Oar Own Eastern Question, 282 
Our Property List, 172 
Our specially recommended Selection for 
the Derby, 276 
Out of Date, 232 
Out of School, 169 
Outside! 10 
Owed to the Moon, 183 
Pace from Europa's Diary, 22 
Paradoxical, 105, 188 
Parnassus Preserved, 133 
Pastry of the Past, 297 
Patriotic Toast, 99 
Patriot’s Vade Mecum (The), 49 
Peers in the Background (The), 21 
Penny Steadfuls, 80 
Phonetic Rhymes, 262 
Pilot that Weathered the Storm (The), 80 
Playing ‘‘ Yorkers,” 208 
Plea for Proof-Correctors (A), 291 
Plea for the Lark, 27 
Plea of Pilgarlic (The), 82 
Pleasures for Prisoners, 223 
Poetry on a Pewter, 198 
Police!" §7 
Policeman X Junior on Science in the 
Force, 198 
Polyglotopera (The), 249 
Poor R.A. (The), 262 
Pourquoi? 293 
Prinve’s Pair (The), 279 
Progressive Photograph (The), 78 
Prophet Too Previous (A), 6 
Proposed Regulations for Hyde Park, 121 
Protest by a Precision, 119 
Pugulist to his Antagonist (The), 59 
Punch's Plea for the White - plumed 
Herons, 99 
Punch to Jenner, 241 
Punch to Mr. W. D. Howells, 29 
Punch to the New President, 102 
QUARTER-Day Ballad of Spring (A), 150 
Queen's Letter to the German Emperor 
(The), 29 
Queer Queries, 97 
nee ee oe the Law in the coming By- 
and-by (The), 97 
Rare old Wine (A), 208 
Rattlin’, Roarin’ Willie, 41 
Real Eastern Question (The), 111 
Real Reciprocity, 222 
** Remember | ""— A Jacobite Carol, 71 
Results by Red Tape, 279 
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L’ON S’AMUSE. 


Weary Chaperon (1.45 a.m.). ‘‘'How INSUFFERABLY HOT IF 13, MAUD—AND HOW RIDI- 


CULOUSLY CROWDED THE Rooms ARE |!” 


Maud, ‘‘Ou, IT WILL BE MUCH BETTER IN ANOTHER Hour 02 Two, Aunt Marr!” 








MR. PUNCH’S PLEA 
On Behalf of the Elizabeth Rundle-Charles 
Memorial. 


(Mrs. Er1zanetH RunDLE-CHARLES, the much- 
esteemed authoress of that fine book, Schom- 
berg-Gotha Family, took a deep interest in the 
North London Hospital for Consumption. As a 
fitting memorial to an excellent writer and most 
charitable lady, it is proposed to endow in that 
hospital ‘“‘ The Hlizabeth Rundle-Charles Bed,” thus 
at once honouring her, and “ forwarding the work 
so dear to her heart.’”} 

A GENTLE lady and her gererous task 

Honour = elp at once! And who could 
Pleasanter double duty? _ 

Her life was like her books. divinely moved 

To service of the two aie one she loved, 
Charity and chaste ty. 


Her words spake to the world, but those sick 
wards 
Best payer’ work, which falso was her 


Lord’s, 
Unselfish help and healing. : 
The sick, the suffering, the fate-stricken 


Will we hat ein thetic smile no more 
Through griet’s grey shadows stealing. 


Punch asks his friends to help perpetuate 
The light of a life’s labour, dedicate 
To heaven and to humanity. 
Let this Memorial be the public care, 
In honour of true heart and talent rare, 
For these things are not vanity ! 


Subecriptions to be sent to the Hon. Trea-| master is abroad” ; 


surer, BastL Woopp Samir, pape mecnan Au 
Lodge, Hampstead Heath, N.W. 
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OOM! SWEET OOM! 
Arrn—‘' Home! Sweet Home!” 


*Mip castles and palaces tho’ he mayn’t boom, 
a i dress may be humble, there’s no 


ss like Oom. 

Fine skill in his play seems to score and to 
scare 

Which diplomat nous cannot equal else- 


where, 

Oom! Oom! Cute, cute Oom! 

There’s no Pavut like Oo-om! There’s no 
Pavt like Oom! 


Though Jor’s invitation might tempt you in 


vain, 

O come, Paur—says Punch—to our shores 
o’er the main! 

The Boers, whom Punch honours, won't 
question Ass call 

So wae ore Lerps! Yon’ll be weloomed 


y 
Oom! QOom! Tanta and Oom! 
There’s no guest like Oo-om! There’s no 
guest like Vom! 


Tue Liquor Commiss1on.—So valuable was 
the evidence given by Sir Harry BopxKIN 
PotanD, Q.C., Recorder of Dover, during his 
three days’ examination, and so full of infor- 
mation was it as to such intricate questions as 
the meaning of *‘ entire” and ‘‘fine ales,”’ that 
freeing how Kent is, par excellence, the Hop 
County, no other County being s0 Hopulent, 
and as it has quite a Hop-population which 
may be considered as represented at Dover by 
a ‘*bare Bodkin,” Sir Hanry’s name and 
title is in fature to be ‘‘Sir Hazry Hopr- 
PoLE-LAND, Q.C.” 


SPORTIVE SONGS. 


A Turirsty Sov at Ascot TOASTS HIS 
MISTRESS. 


THe burning sun with cruel ray 
Pours down on my too tender head ; 
The scene is lively, joyous, gay, .¥ 
_ And yet I wish that I were dead. 
I will not Phoebus so malign 
As now to pray for pelting rain ; 
No! No! my comfort I’ll resign, 
_ And pledge your eyes in iced champagne. 
Just now I said I would that}I 
With life had ended; but that vin 
Has quite revoked my wish to die— 
Bat then I have backed Arlequin., 
A,*‘ monkey ”’ is a pleasant thing 
To help one from a settling mess. 
That cork sends forth a tempting ring, 
Your health, my love, in B, and 8. 


Ajnoble drink! you look superb 
With lace and lawn: a bishop’s bride ! 
smile upon the ‘* youths imberb’”’, 
With Crxoparra’s aspic pride, 
Another winner! Sauce Tartare 
To life now adds an extra zest; 
Here’s what we ought to be and are, 
The betters qu of the best ! 
Tis most unkind of you to sneer 
That luck has made me drunk with joy 
My happiness, of course, is clear, 
ut is not caused by too much “‘ boy.” 
Now listen. You on Tuesday next, 
well cheque-mated, sally out. 
There, dearest, you ’re no vex’d, 
——, Christopher! that twinge of 
gou 


“Tae Generous Girr oF £100,000 fvor 
aA Town Hatt at Epimnsuren.” — Every- 
where, nowadays, we hear that “the sc - 

”. therefore is it an 
beneficial thing for Edinburgh 


exceptional] 
ba sher at home, 


to have an 
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PUNCH AT PRETORIA. 


Mr. Puncn (Universal Secretary of State.. ‘‘THANK YOU, MR. PRESIDENT, FOR YOUR GENEROUS TREATMENT 
OF THE PRISONERS. IF YOUR HONOUR WILL REFUSE TO FOLLOW ‘ UNFRIENDLY LEYDS,’ AND CAN SEE 
YOUR WAY TO PAYING US A VISIT NOW, WE SHALL GIVE YOU A MOST HEARTY WELCOME!”; 
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L’ON S’AMUSE. 


Weary Chaperon (1.45 a.m.). ‘‘'How INSUFFERABLY HOT Ir 13, MAUD—AND HOW BIDI- 


OULOUSLY CROWDED THE Rooms ARE 


Maud, ‘'OH, IT WILL BE MUCH BETTER IN ANOTHER Hovr 02 Two, Aunt Marr!” 








MR. PUNCH’S PLEA 
On Behalf of the Elizabeth Rundle-Charles 
Memorial. 


(Mrs. Ev1zAneTH RunDLE-CHARLES, the much- 
esteemed authoress of that fine book, The Schom- 
berg-Gotha Family, took a deep interest in the 
North London Hospital for Consumption. As a 
fitting memorial to an excellent writer and most 
charitable et as propenes to endow in that 
hospital “‘The Eli Rundle-Charles Bed,” thus 
at once honouring her, and “ forwarding the work 
so dear to her heart.””} 

A GENTLE lady and her ger erous task 
Honour = elp at once! And who could 


Pleasanter double duty ? 
Her life was like her books. divinely moved 
To service of the two high things she loved, 
Charity and chaste beauty. 


Her words spake to the world, but those sick 
Best knew her work, which [also was her 
Lord’ 


B, 
Unselfish help and healing. 
The sick, the cailecing the fate-stricken 


or, 
Will see that sympathetic smile no more 
Through grief’s grey shadows stealing. 


Punch asks his friends to help perpetuate 
The light of a life’s labour, dedicate 
To heaven and to humanity. 
Let this Memorial be the public care, 
In honour of true heart and talent rare, 


For these things are not vanity ! 


Subscriptions to be sent to the Hon. Trea-| master is 
ch Hill | exceptionall 


surer, Bastz Woopp Smita, Esq., Bran 
Lodge, Hampstead Heath, N.W. 


[Jonz 27, 1896. 


OOM! SWEET OOM! 
Arzr—‘' Home! Sweet Home!” 


*Mip castles and palaces tho’ he mayn’t boom, 
ene ate dress me mey be humble, there’s no 
m. 


ss like 
Fine skill in his play seems to score and to 


gti 
Which diplomat nous cannot equal else- 
where, 
Oom! Oom! Cute, cute Oom! 
There’s no Pavut like Oo-om! There’s no 
Pavt like Oom! 


Though Jox’s invitation might tempt you in 


vain, 

O come, Paut—says Punch—to our ihores 
o’er the main 

The Boers, whom Punch honours, won't 
question At. 

So wer saree Lerps! Yon’ll be weloomed 


y 
Oom! Oom! Tanta and Oom! 
There ’s no guest like Oo-om! There’s no 
guest like Oom! 


Te Liquor Commisston.—So valuable was 
the evidence given by Sir Harry Bopkin 
PotanD, Q.C., Recorder of Dover, during his 

days’ examination, and so full of infor- 
mation was it as to such intricate questions as 
the meaning of “‘ entire” and ‘‘fine ales,”’ that 
reeing how Kent is, par excellence, the Hop 
County, no other County being s0 Hopulent, 
and as it has quite a Hop-population which 
may be considered as represented at Dover by 
a ‘bare in,” Sir Hargy’s name and 
title is in fature to be *‘Sir Hazry Hop- 
PoLE-LanD, Q.C,” 


SPORTIVE SONGS. 


A Tuirsty Sovt at AscoT TOASTS HIS 
MISTRESS, 


THe burning sun with cruel ray 
Pours down on my too tender head ; 
The scene is lively, joyous, gay, ye 
And yet I wish that I were dead. 
I will not Phebus so malign 
As now to pray for pelting rain ; 
No! No! my comfort I’ll resign, 
And pledge your eyes in iced champagne, 


Just now I said I would thatjI 
With life had ended ; but that vin 
Has quite revoked my wish to die— 
Bat then I have backed Arlequin. 
A,** monkey ” is a pleasant thing 
To help one from a settling mess. 
That cork sends forth a tempting ring, 
Your health, my love, in B. and 8. 


A,noble drink! you look superb 
ith lace and lawn: a bishop’s bride ! 
d smile upon the “‘ youths imberb ’”’, 
With Crxoparra’s aspic pride. 
er winner! Sauce Tartare 
To life now adds an extra zest; 
Here’s what we ought to be and are, 
The betters q of the best ! 
Tis most unkind of you to sneer 
That luck has made me drunk with joy 
“y happiness, of course, is clear, 
ut is not caused by too much ‘“‘ boy.’” 
Now listen. Youon y next, 
well cheque-mated, sally out. 
There, dearest, you ’re no vex’d, 
Christopher! that twinge of 
gou 


‘*Tue Ganerovs Girr oF £100,000 fror 
a Town Hatt at Epinsuren.” — Every- 
where, nowadays, we hear that ‘the school- 

abroad”; therefore is it an 
beneficial thing for Edinburgh 
sher at home, 


to have an 
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PUNCH AT PRETORIA. 


Mp. Puncu (Universal Secretary of State:. ‘‘* THANK YOU, MR. PRESIDENT, FOR YOUR GENEROUS TREATMENT 
OF THE PRISONERS, IF YOUR HONOUR WILL REFUSE TO FOLLOW ‘UNFRIENDLY LEYDS,’ AND CAN SEE 
YOUR WAY TO PAYING US A VISIT NOW, WE SHALL GIVE YOU A MOST HEARTY WELCOME!” 
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L’ON S’AMUSE. 


Weary Chaperon (1.45 a.m.). *‘How INSUFFERABLY HOT Ir 13, MAUD—AND HOW BRIDI- 


OCULOUSLY CROWDED THE Rooms ARE !” 


Maud, ‘‘Ou, IT WILL BE MUCH BETTER IN ANOTHER Hover 02 Two, Aunt Marr!” 





MR. PUNCH’S PLEA 


On Behalf of the Elizabeth Rundle-Charles 
Memorial. 
(Mrs. Ex1zanetTa RunpiE-CHARLzE8, the much- 
esteemed authoress of that fine book, 
berg-Gotha Family, took a deep interest in the 
North London Hospital for Consumption. As a 
fitting memorial to an excellent writer and most 
charitable lady, it is proposed to endow in that 
hospital “‘ The Elizabeth Rundle-Charles Bed,” thus 
at once honouring her, and “ forwarding the work 
so dear to her heart.’ 
A GENTLE lady and her ger erous task 
Honour = elp at once! And who could 
Pleasanter double duty ? 
Her life was like her books. divinely moved 
To service of the two high things she loved, 
Charity and chaste beauty. 


Schom- | Th 


Her words spake to the world, but those sick 
Best knew her work, which [also was her 
Lord’ 


B, 
Unselfish help and healing. 
ick, the eee ae fate-stricken 


Will sce that sym thetic smile no more 
Through griet’s grey shadows stealing. 


Punch asks his friends to help perpetuate 
The light of a life’s labour, dedicate 
To heaven and to humanity. 
Let this Memorial be the public care, 
In honour of true heart and talent rare, 
For these things are not vanity ! 


Subecriptions to be sent to the Hon. Trea-| master is abroad” ; 


surer, BastL Woopp Samir, ar Hill 
Lodge, Hampstead Heath, N.W. 





[Jone 27, 1896. 


OOM! SWEET OOM! 
Arrn—“' Home! Sweet Home!” 


’Mrp castles and palaces tho’ he mayn’t boom, 
anne his a may be humble, there’s no 


ss like ‘ 

Fine skill in his play seems to score and to 
scare 

Which diplomat nous cannot equal else- 


where, 

Oom! Oom! Cute, cute Oom! 

There’s no Paut like Oo-om! There’s no 
Pavt like Oom! 


Though Jor’s invitation might tempt you in 


vain, 

O come, Pavr—says Punch—to our :hores 
o’er the main 

The Boers, whom Punch honours, won't 
question Ais call 

So ene ane Lerps! Yon’ll be weloomed 


y 
Oom! QOom! Tanta and O.m! 
There ’s no guest like Oo-om! There’s no 
guest like Oom! 


Tae Liquor Commisston.—So valuable was 
the evidence given by Sir Harry Bopkin 
Potanp, Q.C., Reoorder of Dover, during his 
three days’ examination, and so full of infor- 
mation was it as to such intricate questions as 
the meaning of “‘ entire”’ and ‘‘fine ales,” that 
freeing how Kent is, par excellence, the Hop 
County, no other County being so Hopulent, 
and as it has quite a Hop-population which 
may be considered as represented at Dover by 
a “‘bare Bodkin,” Sir Harry’s name and 
title is in fature to be ‘‘ Sir Harry Hor- 
PoLE-LanD, Q.C.” 


SPORTIVE SONGS. 


A Tuinsty Sout at Ascot TOASTS HIS 
MISTRESS. 


THE burning sun with cruel ray 
Pours down on my too tender head ; 
The scene is lively, joyous, gay, ef 
And yet I wish that I were dead. 
I will not Phebus so malign 
As now to pray for pelting rain ; 
No! No! my comfort I’ll resign, 
_ And pledge your eyes in iced champagne. 
Just now I said I would thatjI 
With life had ended; but that vin 
Has quite revoked my wish to die— 
Bat then I have backed Arlequin. 
A,‘ monkey ” is a pleasant thing 
To help one from a settling mess. 
That cork sends forth a fares ring, 
Your health, my love, in B, and 8. 


A,moble drink! you look superb 
ith lace and lawn: a bishop’s bride ! 
d smile upon the ‘* youths imberb’”’, 
With Crroparra’s aspic pride. 
er winner! Sauce Tartare 

To life now adds an extra zest ; 
Here’s what we ought to be and are, 

The betters q of the best ! 


Tis most unkind of you to sneer 
ooo luck ane e me prea with joy 
ppiness, course, is clear, 

Bat not caused by too much ‘“‘ boy.’” 

Now listen. You on y next, 
well cheque-mated, sally out. 

There, dearest, you ’re no longer vex’d, 

ot Christopher! that twinge of 

gou 


‘* Tue Ganerous Girr oF £100,000 fvor 
a Town Hatt at Eprypureu.’’ — Every- 
where, nowadays, we hear that *‘ the school- 
erefore is it an 


exceptionally beneficial thing for Edinburgh 
to have an Usher at home, 
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PUNCH AT PRETORIA. 


Mr. Puncn (Universal Secretary of State. ‘‘ THANK YOU, MR. PRESIDENT, FOR YOUR GENEROUS TREATMENT 
OF THE PRISONERS. IF YOUR HONOUR WILL REFUSE TO FOLLOW *‘ UNFRIENDLY LEYDS,’ AND CAN SEE 
YOUR WAY TO PAYING US A VISIT NOW, WE SHALL GIVE YOU A MOST HEARTY WELCOME!” 














June 27, 1896.] 


ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 
EXTRACTED FROM THE DIARY OF TOBY, M.P. 


House of Commons, Monday, June 15 —‘* Tout est perdu, fors— 
les vacances,” said the Member for Sark, dropping into the tongue 
still spoken among his constituents. : 

That certainly seems to be result of Session at epoch reached by 
Prixce ARTHUR'S speech to-day. Been great meeting of Party at 
Foreign Office. Summons by Ministry of day to their followers to 
come and talk matters over has ever bean the last resource of noble 

inds. To-day’s orn supply no variation to rule. Matters 
in Commons reached muddle out of which there is no issue with 
programme as it stand:, cum determination to adjourn in time for 
grouse, PaRince AR- 
THUR feels himself per- 
sonally and directly 
pledged to break up 
school on or about the 
12th of August. If 

ormance of pledge 
involves breaking up of 
Education Bill also, and 
total abandonment of 
other measures, so much 
the worse for them. 
Thus it comes to pass, as 
Sark says, all is lost 
save the holiday. 

Prince ARTHUR has 
pretty way of fronting 
exceptional expectation 
with countenance and 
manner of preterna- 
tural unconsciousness, 
Of course, everybody 
(especially those who 
were not present) knew 
all about Foreign Office 
meeting. House 
crowded in anticipation 
of what the Leader 
would say thereanent 
and how he woul 





his communica- 
tion. When SQuiRE OF 





% 


latform, I push 
-n-8.) 


Co 


| : ther he had any state- 
“If the Clergy come on my ment to make, the 
thera off.” (Major Prince regarded him 
with air of puzzled interest. What could he mean? After moment’s 
pause, he rose and mentioned, quite incidentally, that whole arrange- 
ments of Session were remcdelled. Would go on for further fort- 
night in Committee on Education Bill; would then hang it u 
to dry till Jan ; would serene to pick up any crumbs 0 
mene that might have fallen from the table; would in any case 
pear for holidays about middle of August. ; 
his a pretty piece cf acting, though not easy to see why it should 
have been thought necessary or appropriate to occasion. Better sti 
a couple of hours later, when JoHN 0’ Gorst, leader in the Educa- 
tion Bill tandem, turned round, and ominously pricked up his ears 
under nose of driver on box seat. Last Thursday Prince ARTHUR 
threw over Gorst on important amendment of Education Bill. 
Gorst, as Minister in charge of Bill, resi Ro.tiine-STonE 
Ro.uiv’s proposal to add the Councils of ughs of 20,000 inhabit- 
ants to number of local authorities created by Bill. Prince ArTHUR, 
blandly observing that weight of argument was in favour of Amend- 
ment, straightway accepted it. : 

JoHN 0’ Gorst said nothing then, but to-night took it out of his 
esteemed Leader. Only thing needed for completion of scene was 
presence in Peers’ Gallery of Granp Cross. June seems to be the 
month when Joun o’ Gorst lets hi go. It wasin June, 1891 
he delivered the famous Manipur speech, the most exquisite and 
boldest piece of irony ever spoken in the Commons. To-night he 
out-manipured Manipur. Prince not in his place when 
what SqurrE oF MALWwoop wittily called the boomerang was let 


fly. 
Pale scouts went in search of him. As he walked in, he could on C 


ess what had happened. There sat the Opposition, quizzical, 
Filari ious, closely watching. Psince ARTHUR strolled to his place, 
with just the slightest flush on his fair cheek, with carefully manifest 
attempt to supprees a yawn, with general air suggesting that if he 
were J = aoe re sa en hs a ** Dear 
me, Mr. LowTHER, don’t you find i ssively ho 
Business done,--The Bausation Bilt's, 
Tuesday.—Meajor Banzs (3rd Essex Artillery Volunteers) limbered 
up just now; got range of Treasury Bench; raked it fore and aft 
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Matwoop asked whe-|that I 


ill | sant to be ene. 
even though a little late 


309 | 


with murderous fire that nearly blew Jouw o’ Gorer into arms of 
Prince ARTHUR. In times of peace, when the Major makes his 
helmet a hive for bees, he is a wharfinger and bonded warehouse- 
man, of Mark Lane and Waning. Even when in mufti, military 
strategy instinctive with him, Thus to-night, thermometer at 
77° in the shade, he thoughtfully denuded of the letter ‘'h” al 
words which, according to common practice, give it prec:dence in 


their eeeeethy: 
** I ’ope Sir Jonn,” said the Major, mopping his glistening f re- 
head, ‘* won’t leave West ’Am out in the cold.” , 

West Ham is all very well for a Winter Session; in these 
tropical days West ’Am is distinctly more agreeable, Just approach- 
ing dinner hour. Whether Taaatis or not, Major’s way of putting 
it suggested all a sensible man would care for dinner on such a night. 
A slice of cold ’am, a crusty roll of bread, and a pint of Pommery, 
not too much iced, but iced enough, 

That an idle fancy born of approach to eight o'clock. The Major 
thinking of something much more important than dinner, Is con- 
cerned for the interests of forty thousand school chi'dren, in a great 
constituency that knew a good man when they met him on a wharf or in 
a bonded warehouse. So placed Major at head of poll without his going 
out of way to solicit vote. That was what nerved the Major to raise 
flag of revolt against hisownleaders. A fine figure he presented as he 
stood on back bench below gangway, his white waistcoat gleaming 
in the gathering twilight, his face flashed with honest emotion, his 
left hand in his pocket, his right beating the air with copy of the 
Orders of the pan tightly rolled up s> as to represent the linstock 
of the gun he had just fired off at Education Bill. 

‘** | want to see Voluntary Schools assisted,” said the Major, ‘‘ but 
don’t want to sse Board Schools degraded. We all know where the 
evil influence at the bottom of this business comes from. It comes 


from the Church,” he added, feeling ia his trowser pocket for 
another cartridge. ‘*The Government has got very bad advisers. 
The Clergy are not men of business—never were. they come on 


aay oem, I push them off.” Here a vigorous wave of the linstook 

which had, early in the oration, cleared the space within range of its 

eres, Members preferring to watch the action from safe 
nce, 

Business done.—Education Bill having bad time. 

Thursday. — ‘‘ Been 
in the House fortwenty- _— 
six years,” said big - 3 
JOHN ENNAWAY. 
“Often said a few 
words in its ear; never 
till to-night discovered 

t I am born Parlia- 
mentary orator. Feel 
like that chap in the 
French play who sud- 
denly found out he’d 

n ing prose all 
his life. So I find that 
GLADSTONE isn’t in it 
with me, and, as for 
Harcourt, I can give 
him ten minutes’ start 
and a beating. Plea- 


in the day. Shall give 
"em some more since 
they seem to like it.”’ 
Sir JoHn’s speech cer- 
tainly made sensation: 
roused vps emerge to 
loftiest heights of hila- 
rious cheering. Minis- 
teralists ominously 
dumb, Treasury Bench 
empty, save for JoHN 
oi ORST nage hong pn 1 ea 
MILTON. € 6s . . , 
times that G. H. has Too oe ¢ ee in oe hurry. 
ot ans © teata slips of sae i ape f ts 
) on for ng up slips of paper into minu ragments, 
arefully, with precise measure of £ a 





orefinger, he tears off slip fr 
Orders of the Day, folds and re-folds it as if life dsoouled, anon 
exactness of size ously rends it, 


en 

** Looks atupid, I know, dear Tony,” he said. ‘* Thought I’d got 
over it; but it’s like the passion for drink. Kept the pledge For 
months: suddenly break out and am as bad as ever. But what 
would you? Fancy Prince AnTHuR putting mein charge of Joun 
o’ Gorst and precious Education Bill whilst he goes off and 
thinks matters over. JOHN or Bill, taken singly, enough to wear a 
man out. The combination appalling. Why should it be me? 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 
EXTRACTED FROM THE DIARY OF TOBY, M.P. 


House of Commons, Monday, June 15 —‘* Tout est perdu, fors— 
les vacances,” said the Member for Sark, dropping into the tongue 
still spoken among his constituents. . 

That certainly seems to be result of Session at epoch reached by 
Prince AnTuur’s speech to-day. Been great meeting of Party at 
Foreign Office, Summons by Ministry of day to their followers to 
come and talk matters over has ever bean the last resource of noble 
mi o-day’s ings supply no variation to rule, Matters 
in Commons reached muddle out of which there is no issue with 
programme as it stand:, cum determination to adjourn in time for 
grouse, Paince ArR- 
THUR feels himself per- 
sonally and directly 
pledged to break up 
school on or about the 
12th of August. If 
parmenee of pledge 
involves bre up 0 
Education Bilece and 
total abandonment of 
other measures, so much 
the worse for them. 
Thus it comes to pass, as 
SARK says, is lost 
save the holiday. 

Prince ARTHUR has 
pretty way of fronting 
exceptional expectation 
with countenance and 
manner of preterna- 
= mrORaeRCLER ee. 

course, everybody 
(especially those who 
were not present) knew 
all about Foreign Office 
meeting. House 
crowded in anticipation 
of what the Leader 
would say thereanent 
and how he woul 
phrase his communica- 
tion, When SquirE or 
Matwoop asked whe- 
ther he had any state- 
ment to make, the 
Prince regarded him 
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* Tf the Cler ime on m : Jlatfor I push 
them off.” (Major B-n-s.)° , 





with air of puzzled interest. What could he mean? After moment’s | denl 


pause, he rose and mentioned, quite incidentally, that whole arrange- 
ments of Session were remcdelled. Would go on for further fort- 
night in Committee on Education Bill; would then hang it up 
to dry till January; would proceeed to pick up any crumbs 0 
legislation that might have fallen from the table; would in any case 
poner for holidays about middle of August. 

his a pretty piece cf acting, though not easy to see why it should 
have been thought necessary or appropriate to occasion. Better still 
a couple of hours later, when JoHN 0’ Gorst, leader in the Educa- 
tion Bill tandem, turned round, and ominously pricked up his ears 
under nose of driver on box seat, Last Thursday Prince ARTHUR 
threw over Gorst on important amendment of Education Bill. 
Gorst, as Minister in charge of Bill, resisted Rot1iinc-StTone 
Ro..it’s proposal to add the Councils of hs of 20,000 inhabit- 
ants to number of local authorities created by Bill. Prince ArTuouR, 
blandly observing that ween of argument was in fayour of Amend- 
ment, straightway accepted it. 

JoHN 0’ Gorst said nothing then, but to-night took it out of his 
esteemed Leader. Only thing needed for completion of scene was 
presence in Peers’ Gallery of Granp Cross, June seems to be the 
month when JoHN o’ Gorst lets himself go. It was in June, 1891 
he delivered the famous Manipur speech, the most exquisite and 
boldest piece of irony ever spoken in the Commons. To-night he 
out-manipured Manipur. Prince ArTHur not in his place when 
what Seurre or MALwoop wittily called the boomerang was let a 
Pale scouts went in search of him, As he walked in, he could o 

uess what had ha ed, There sat the Opposition, quizzi 
ious, closely watching. Psince ARTHUR strolled to his place 
with just the slightest flush on his fair cheek, with carefully manife 
attempt to supprees a yawn, with general air suggesting that if he 
were at the trouble to address the Chairman he would observe, ‘* Dear 
me, Mr, LowTHER, don’t you find it aprenrer hot P”’ 

Business done.—The Education Bill's. 

Tuesday.—Major Banks (3rd Essex Artillery Volunteers) limbered 

up just now; got range of Treasury Bench; raked it fore and aft 


with murderous fire that nearly blew Joun o’ Gonsr into arms of 
Prince ARTHUR. In times of peace, when the Major makes his 
helmet a hive for bees, he is a wharfinger and bonded warehouse- 
man, of Mark Lane and Wapping. Even when in mufti, military 
strategy instinctive with him, us to-night, thermometer bein 

77° in the shade, he thoughtfully denuded of the letter ‘h” al 
words which, according to common practice, give it prec:dence in 


‘their orth 


ography. 

**T ’ope Sir 5 oHN,” said the Major, mopping his glistening f_re- 
head, ‘* won’t leave West ’’Am out in the cold.” 

West Ham is all very well for a Winter Session; in these 
tropical days West ’Am is distinctly more agreeable. Just approach- 
ing dinner hour. Whether designedly or not, Major’s way of putting 
it suggested all a sensible man would care for dianer on such a night. 

slice of cold ’am, a crusty roll of bread, and a pint of Pommery, 
not too much iced, but iced enough, 

That an idle fancy born of approach to eight o'clock. The Major 
thinking of something much more important than dinner, Is con- 
cerned for the interests of forty thousand school chi'dren, in a great 
constituency that knew a good man when they met him on a wharf orin 
a bonded warehouse. So placed Major at head of poll without his going 
out of way to solicit vote. That was what nerved the Major to raiss 
flag of revolt against his own leaders. A fine figure he presented as he 
stood on back bench below gangway, his white waistcoat gleaming 
in the gathering twilight, his face dbuhed with honest emotion, his 
left hand in his pocket, his right beating the air with copy of the 
Orders of the eat Phahyn rolled up s> as to represent the linstock 
of the gun he had just fired off at Education Bill. 

** | want to see Voluntary Schools assisted,” said the Major, ‘‘ but 
don’t want to sse Board Schools degraded. We all know where the 
evil influence at the bottom of this business comes from. It comes 


from the Church,” he added, feeling ia his trowser pocket for 
another cartridge. ‘*The Government has got very bad advisers. 
The Clergy are not men of business—never were. they come on 


my platform, I push them off.” Herea vigorous wave of the linstook 
which had, early in the oration, cleared the space within range of its 
RereEnett, Members preferring to watch the action from safe 
ance, 

Business done.—Education Bill having bad time. 

Thursday. — ‘‘ Been 
in the House fortwenty- 
six years,” said big 
JOHN ENNAWAY. 
“Often said a few 
words in its ear; never 
till to-night discovered 
that I am born Parlia- 
mentary orator. Feel 
like that chap in the 
French play who sud- 
y found out he’d 
been talking prose all 
his life. So I find that 
GLADSTONE isn’t in it 
with me, and, as for 
Harcourt, I can give 
him ten minutes’ start 
and a beating. Plea- 
sant to be ised, 
even though a little late 
in the day. Shall give 
‘em some more since 
they seem to like it,”’ 

Sir JoHN’s speech cer- 
tainly made sensation : 


roused tion to 
loftiest heights of hila- 
rious cheering. Minis- 
teralists ominously 
dumb, Treasury Bench 
empty, save for JoHN 
o’ Gorst and GEORGIE 
Hamitton. Sign of the 
times that G. H. has 





“Too big to be settled in a hurry.’ 


broken out again in (Sir John K-nn-w-y.) 
old passion for tearing up slips of paper into minutest fragments. 
C. y, with precise measure of forefinger, he tears off from 


ali 
Orders of the Day, folds and re-folds it as if life depended upon 
exactness of size, then y rends it. 

‘Looks atupid, I know, dear Tony,” he said. “Thought I’d got 
over it; but it’s like the passion for drink. Kept the pledge For 
months: suddenly break out am as as ever. Bat what 
would you? Fancy Prince AnTHuR putting me in charge of JoHNn 
o’ Gorst and this precious Education Bill whilst he goes off and 
thinks matters over. JoHN or Bill, taken singly, enough to wear a 
man out, The combination appalling. Why should it be me? 











June 27, 1896.] 


ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 
EXTRACTED FROM THE DIARY OF TOBY, M.P. 


House of Commons, Monday, June 15 —‘* Tout est perdu, fors— 
les vacances,” said the Member for Sark, dropping into the tongae 
still spoken among his constituents. : 

That certainly seems to be result of Session at epoch reached by 
Prince ARTHUR'S speech to-day. Been great meeting of Party at 
Foreign Office, Summons by Ministry of day to their followers to 
come and talk matters over has ever bean the last resource of noble 
minds, To-day’s proceedings supply no variation to rule. Matters 
in Commons reached muddle out of which there is no issue with 
programme as it stand, cum determination to adjourn in time for 
grouse. Prince AR- 
THUR feels himself per- 
sonally and directly 
pledged to break up 
school on or about the 
12th of August. If 
performance of pledge 
involves breaking up of 
Education Bill also, and 
total abandonment of 
other measures, so much 
the worse for them. 
Thus it comes to pass, as 
Sark says, all is lost 
save the holiday. 

Prince ARTHUR has 
pretty way of fronting 
exceptional expectation 
with countenance and 
manner of preterna- 
a 1 en epnaeton sneer 

course, everybody 
(especially those who 
were not present) knew 
all about Foreign Office 
meeting. House 
crowded in anticipation 
of what the Leader 
would say thereanent 
and how he woul 
phrase his communica- 
tion, When Squire or 


Nas 
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latform, I push 
-n-8.) 


¥ x_T— 
--— 





ther he had any state- 


‘Tf the Clergy come on my ment to make. the 


them off.” (Major 


pause, he rose and mentioned, quite incidentally, that whole arrange- 
ments of Session were remcdelled. Would go on for further fort- 
night in Committee on Education Bill; would then hang it u 
to dry till January; would proceeed to pick up any crumbs o 
legislation that might have fallen from the table; would in any case 
your for holidays about middle of August. 

his a pretty piece cf acting, though not easy to see why it should 
have been thought necessary or appropriate to occasion. Better still 
a couple of hours later, when JoHNn 0’ Gorst, leader in the Educa- 
tion Bill tandem, turned round, and ominously pricked up his ears 
under nose of driver on box seat. Last Thursday Paince ARTHUR 
threw over GorsT on important amendment of Education Bill. 


Gorst, as Minister in charge of B resisted Rotiinc-STonE 

Ro.uuit’s proposal to add the Councils of hs of 20,000 inhabit- 

—_ to number of local authorities created by Bull. Prince ArtHour, 
landly o 


bserving that tn of argument was in favour of Amend- 
ment, straightway accepted it. 

JoHN 0’ Gorst said nothing then, but to-night took it out of his 
esteemed Leader. Only thing needed for completion of scene was 
presence in Peers’ Gallery of Granp Cross, June seems to be the 
month when JoHN o’ Gorst lets himself go. It was in June, 1891 
he delivered the famous ee speech, the most exquisite and 
boldest piece of irony ever spoken in the Commons. To-night he 
out-manipured Manipur. Prince ArTHur not in his place when 
what SqurrE oF Matwoop wittily called the boomerang was let ae: 
Pale scouts went in search of him. As he walked in, he could o 

ess what had happened. There sat the Opposition, quiszical, 

ilarious, closely watching. Parince ARTHUR strolled to his place, 
with just the slightest flush on his fair cheek, with carefully manifest 
attempt to suppress a yawn, with general air suggesting that if he 
were a oe evan 1 sacrent ie Saree pe wee wr a * Dear 
me, Mr, LowTHER, don’t you it oppressively 

Business done.—The Education Bill's. 

Tuesday,—Major Bans (3rd Essex Artillery Volunteers) limbered 
up just now; got range of Treasury Bench; raked it fore and aft 
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Matwoop asked whe-|that I 


Prince regarded him|F 
with air of puzzled interest. What could he mean? After moment’s | denl 
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with murderous fire that nearly blew Joun o’ Goner into arms of 
Prince ARTHUR. In times of peace, when the Major makes his 
helmet a hive for bees, he is a wharfinger and bonded warehouse- 
man, of Mark Lane and Tareng. Even when in mufti, military 
strategy instinctive with him, us to-night, thermometer being 
77° in the shade, he thoughtfully denuded of the letter ‘‘h” all 
words which, according to common practice, give it preccdence in 
tne ope Br Foun,” said the M his glist f 

**T ’ope Sir Jonn,”’ said the Major, mopping his glistening f-re- 
head, ‘* won’t leave West ’Am out in the cold.” f 

West Ham is all very well for a Winter Session; in these 
tropical days West ’Am is distinctly more agreeable. Just approach- 
ing dinner hour. Whether dadienadiy or not, Major’s way of putting 
it suggested all a sensible man would care for dinner on such a night. 
A slice of cold ’am, a crusty roll of bread, and a pint of Pommery, 
not too much iced, but iced enough, 

That an idle fancy born of approach to eight o'clock. The Major 
thinking of something much more important than dinner, Is con- 
cerned for the interests of forty thousand school chi'dren, in a great 
constituency that knew a poe man when they met him on a wharf orin 
a bonded warehouse. So ed Major at head of poll without his going 
out of way to solicit vote. That was what nerved the Major to raise 
flag of revolt against his own leaders. A fine figure he presented as he 
stood on back bench below gangway, his white waistcoat gleaming 
in the gathering twilight, his face flashed with honest emotion, his 
left hand in his pocket, his right beating the air with copy of the 
Orders of the vey, GECsy rolled up s> as to represent the linstock 
of the gun he ust fired off at Education Bill. 

** I want to see Voluntary Schools assisted,” said the Major, ‘‘ but 
don’t want to sse Board Schools degraded. We all know where the 
evil influence at the bottom of this business comes from. It comes 
from the Church,” he added, feeling ia his trowser pocket for 
another cartridge. ‘*The Government has got very bad advisers. 
The Clergy are not men of business—never were. they come on 
my platform, I push them off.” Herea vigorous wave of the linstock 
which had, early in the oration, cleared the space within range of its 
oo Members preferring to watch the action from safe 

ance, 

Business done.—Education Bill having bad time. 

Thursday. — ‘‘ Been 
in the House fortwenty- ota 
six years,” said big hs 
JOHN ENNAWAY. a » 
“Often said a few Ch 
words in its ear; never 7 eo 
till to-night discovered aS 

t I am born Parlia- 
mentary orator. Feel 
like that chap in the 
rench play who sud- 
y found out he’d 
been talking prose all 
his life. So I find that 
GLADSTONE isn’t in it 
with me, and, as for 
Harcourt, I can give 
him ten minutes’ start 
and a beating. Plea- 
sant to be recognised, 
even though a little late 
in the day. Shall give 
"em some more since 
they seem to like it.” 

Sir JoHN’s speech cer- 
tainly made ee 


ro or on to 
loftiest heights of hila- 
rious ch Minis- 
teralists ominously 
dumb, Treasury Bench 
empty, save for JoHN 
o’ Gorst and GEORGIE 
Hamitton. Sign of the 
times that G. H. has 
broken out again in 
old passion for tearing up slips of 





{hoe 
‘Too big to be settled in a hurry.’ 
(Sir John K-nn-w-y.) 
paper into minutest fragments. 


C with precise measure of forefinger, he tears off slip from 
Orders of the Day folds and re-folds it as if life tonendad upon 
exactness of siz y rends it. 


en 

‘* Looks stupid, I know, dear Tony,’ he said. ‘* Thought I’d got 
over it; but it’s like the passion for drink. Kept the pledge Gor 
months: suddenly break out and am as bad as ever. But what 
would you? Fancy Prince AnTHUR putting me in charge of Joun 
o’ GorsT and this precious Education Bill whilst he goes off and 
thinks matters over. JoHN or Bill, taken singly, enough to wear a 
man out. The combination appalling. Why should it be me? 

















Junz 27, 1896.] 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON OHARIVARI. 


309 | 





ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 
EXTRACTED FROM THE DIARY OF TOBY, M.P. 


House of Commons, Monday, June 15 —‘* Tout est perdu, fors— 

les vacances,” said the Member for Sark, dropping into the tongue 
still spoken among his constituents. ’ 
That certainly seems to be result of Session at epoch reached by 
Prince Arraur’s speech to-day. Been great meeting of Party at 
Foreign Office. Summons by Ministry of day to their followers to 
come and talk matters over has ever bean the last resource of noble 
mi o-day’s proceedings supply no variation to rule. Matters 
in Commons reached muddle out of which there is no issue with 
programme as it stand:, cum determination to adjourn in time for 
grouse, Prince AR- 
THUR feels himself per- 
sonally and directly 
pledged to break up 
school on or about the 
12th of August. If 
performance of pledge 
involves breaking up of 
Education Bill also, and 
total abandonment of 
other measures, so much 
the worse for them. 
Thus it comes to pass, as 
SaRk says, all is lost 
save the holiday. 

Prince ARTHUR has 
pretty way of fronting 
exceptional expectation 
with countenance and 


tural unconsciousness, 
Of course, everybody 
(especially those who 
were not preceee knew 
all about Foreign Office 
meeting. House 
crowded in anticipation 
of what the Leader 
would say thereanent 
and how he woul 

phrase his communica- 





J 





_ ig tion, When Squire or 

RE OPER Matwoop asked whe- 

“Tf the Clergy come on my platform, I push og at A oe 
’ 


them off.” (Major B-n-s.) Prince regarded him 
with air of puzzled interest. What could he mean? After moment’s 
pause, he rose and mentioned, aut incidentally, that whole arrange- 
ments of Session were remcdelled, Would go on for further fort- 
night in Committee on Education Bill; would then hang it up 
to dry till January; would + peonsees to pick up any crumbs o 
legislation that might have fallen from the table; would in any case 
youn for holidays about middle of August. 

his a pretty piece cf acting, though not easy to see why it should 
have been thought necessary or appropriate to occasion. Better still 
a couple of hours later, when JoHN 0’ Gorst, leader in the Educa- 
tion Bill tandem, turned round, and ominously pricked up his ears 
under nose of driver on box seat. Last Thursday Prince ARTHUR 
threw over Gorst on important amendment of Education Bill. 
Gorst, as Minister in charge of Bi i Ro.iine-StTonE 
Ro.tziv’s proposal to add the Councils of boroughs of 20,000 inhabit- 
ants to number of local authorities created by Bill. Prince Antuur, 
blandly observing that weet of argument was in favour of Amend- 
ment, straightway accepted it. : 

JoHN 0’ Gorst said nothing then, but to-night took it out of his 
esteemed Leader. Only thing needed for completion of scene was 
presence in Peers’ Gallery of Granp Cross, June seems to be the 
month when JoHNn o’ Gost lets himself go. It was in June, 1891 
he delivered the famous Manipur speech, the most exquisite and 

est piece of irony ever spoken in the Commons. To-night he 
out-manipured Manipur. Prince ARTHUR not in his place when 
what Squire or Matwoop wittily called the boomerang was let oy 
Pale scouts went in search of him, As he walked in, he could o 
ess what had happened. There sat the Opposition, quizzical, 
ilarious, closely watching. Parince ARTHUR strolled to his place, 


with just the slightest flush on his fair cheek, with ly manifest 
attempt to suppress a yawn, with general air suggesting that if he 
were at the trouble to address the Chairman he would observe, ‘* Dear 


d 

me, Mr. LowTHER, don’t you find it oppressively hot P”’ 
Business done.—The Education Bill's. 
Tuesday,—Major Banks (3rd Essex Artillery Volunteers) limbered 

up just now; got range of Treasury Bench; raked it fore and aft 


manner of preterna-| Th 


with murderous fire that nearly blew Joun o’ Gonsr into arms of 
Prince ArtHoR. In times of peace, when the Major makes his 
helmet a hive for bees, he is a wharfinger and bonded warehouse- 
man, of Mark Lane and Wapping. Even when in mufti, military 
strategy instinctive with him, us to-night, thermometer a 
77° in the shade, he thoughtfully denuded of the letter ‘‘h” al 
words which, according to common practice, give it prec:dence in 


their eee: 
‘* I ’ope Sir Joun,”’ said the Major, mopping his glistening f-re- 
won't leave West ’Am ont in the cold.” 

Ham is all very well for a Winter Session; in these 
tropical days West ’Am is distinctly more agreeable. Just approach- 
ing dinner hour. Whether designedly or not, Major’s way of putting 
it suggested all a sensible man would care for dinner on such a night. 
A slice of cold ’am, a crusty roll of bread, and a pint of Pommery, 
not too much iced, but iced enough, 

That an idle fancy born of approach to eight o'clock. The Major 
thinking of something much more important than dinner, Is con- 
cerned for the interests of forty thousand school chi'dren, in a great 
constituency that knew a good man when they met him on a wharf orin 
a bonded warehouse. Soplaced Major at head of poll without his going 
out of way to solicit vote. That was what nerved the Major to raise 
flag of revolt against his own leaders. A fine figure he presented as he 
stood on back bench below gangway, his white waistcoat gleaming 
in the gathering twilight, his face flashed with honest emotion, his 
left hand in his pocket, his right beating the air with copy of the 
Orders of the yay eeny rolled up s> as to represent the linetock 
of the gun he had just fired off at Education Bill, 

** | want to see Voluntary Schools assisted,” said the Major, ‘‘ but 
don’t want to sse Board Schools degraded. We all know where the 
evil influence at the bottom of this business comes from. It comes 
from the Church,” he added, feeling ia his trowser pocket for 
another cartridge. ‘*The Government has got very bad advisers. 
e Clergy are not men of business—never were. they come on 
my platform, I push them off.” Here a vigorous wave of the linstock 
which hed, early in the oration, cleared the space within range of its 
area Members preferring to watch the actin from safe 

ance, 

Business done.—Education Bill having bad time. 

Thursday. — ‘‘ Been 
in the House fortwenty- 


* 






six years,” said big ge \ 
JOHN ENNAWAY. fae Sy 
“Often said a few eh 7 





words in its ear; never 
till to-night discovered 
that I am born Parlia- 
mentary orator. Feel 
like that chap in the 
French play who sud- 
denly found out he’d 
been talking prose all 
his life. So I find that 
GLADSTONE isn’t in it 
with me, and, as for 
Harcourt, I can give 
him ten minutes’ start 
and a beating. Plea- 


sant to be noe 
even though a little late 
in the day. Shall give 
"em some more since 
they seem to like it.”’ 
Sir JOHN’s speech cer- 
tainly made sensation: 


roused ene to 
loftiest heights of hila- 
rious cheering. Minis- 


teralists ominously 
dumb. Treasury Bench 
empty, save for JoHN 
o’ Gorst and GEORGIE 
Hamitton. Sign of the 
times that G. H 
Poe out again in 
0. 
C y, with precise measure of forefinger, he off slip from 
Orders of the Day, folds and re-folds it as if life jaumlet upon 
exactness of size, then sedulously rends it, 

** Looks stupid, I know, dear Tony,” he said. ‘* Thought I’d got 
over it; but it’s like the passion for drink. Kept the pledge For 
months: suddenly break out and am as as ever. Bat what 
would you? Fancy Prince AntHur putting me in charge of Joun 
o’ Gorst and this precious Education Bill whilst he goes off and 
thinks matters over. JOHN or Bill, taken singly, enough to wear a 
man out. The combination appalling. Why should it be me? 


4 a 
** Too big to be settled in a hurry.’ 
(Sir John K-nn-w-y.) 
ion for tearing up slips of paper into minutest fragments. 
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A WILD AUTUMN; 
Or, Sport versus Party. 

(“The graceless Member of Parliament says to 
his clerical friends and supporters :—‘ I am very 
sorry, but you must go on with the intolerable 
strain, for an Autumn Session is to me an into- 
lerable strain. Grouse in August, partridges in 
September, pheasants in October, then foxes, and 
then we l be very well disposed to consider the 
Clergy, the Voluntary Schools, and the Children.’ 
We are in for a wild autumn,.”—Mr. John Morley 
at Manchester.) 


Sporting Patriot loquitur :— 
WELL, what is there here that’s affronting ? 
Jast fancy the folly of shunting, 
For pareons and schools 
(They must fancy us fools), — 
The pleasures of shooting and huntiag ! 


That were a ‘‘ wild autumn,” by Jingo! 
When sport is the only true stingo 
*T were mighty a 
To miss bar bird : 
For the sake of—JoHn Mor.eEy’s stale ling: ! 


The ns are all v , 
To plump Mother Churls lean coffer, 
And smash the School Board, 


Summer days I’ll afford, 
But Autumn I really can’t offer ! 


We cannot go shooting by proxies! 
Grouse partridges, pheasants, and foxes 
0 miss once again, 
Under Unionist rei 
The prospect were dark as 


d Nox’s! 


ECHOES FROM THE THAMES, 


ScrnE—House-boat in a good position, TIME 
—Evening during ‘‘the Regatta week.” 
PRESENT (on deck in cozy chairs) — He 
and She, 


She. Very pretty, the lights, are they not ? 
He. Perici chiemtog™ So nice after the 


Brown, ‘‘OoxrounD 1T! Dong aGarn! I Losz ON RvERY Race, (70 Barber.) HERE’S | heat. 


your SHILLING.” 


Barber, ‘‘CouLpN’T THINK OF TAKING IT, Str. Just won £500 on THE Hascor Cop!” 


What has the Secretary of State for India to 
do with the Education Bill? ‘My dear 
Grores,’ said Prince AnTHUR, when | put it 
to him, ‘ you see, we must be consistent, We 
brought the Indian troops to the Soudan, and 
on same principle we bring Secretary of State 
for India t» relief of Education Bill muddle,’ ” 
KENNAWAY’'S speech that made such sensa- 
tion was delivered from Ministerial Benches 
dead against Education Bill, That’s wh 
Opposition shout and throw up their caps. No 
more esteemed man on Conservative side than 
Joun Kennaway. If he turns and rends the 
Ministerial Bill, its case seems hopeless, So 
SqurrE oF Matwoop and Henry Fow Ler 
take the burly baronet in hand, and rub him 
in, as it were, on Privce ARTHUR, who, as 
usual when the music grows louder, has been 
ange back to face it from the ury 
no e 


Business done, —A lively night in Com- 
mittee on Education Bill. Jonnw Kennwaway 
mutinies under command of Major Bangs, 

Friday.— After week’s fitful fever, House 
sleeps well in Committee of Supply on Army 
Estimates. Quite refreshing this thirsty 
weather to have Grorck WYNDHAM coming 
in with bottle of pop in one hand, and sample 
of home-made soda-water in other, As WIL- 
FRIp Lawson says, if he’d only a flask of 
brandy in breastcoat-pocket, and some crushed 
ice in neighbourh of his coat-tails, we 
might make a night of it. 

GrorGE, it seems, has some friends in the 
mineral water way. In certain canteens at 
Dover the young officers, commendably 


anxious to avoid giving Satan a chance, have 
occupied otherwise i ds in brewing 
ginger-beer and similar recondite refresh- 


ment. WyNDHAmM’s friends resent this as/|to 


interfering with business. BropRIcK ex- 
plains that Secretary of State for War has 
spent restless nights in thinking matter over. 

mmander-in-Chief takes long solitary rides 
revolving it. At present not to 


ea 
She. Yes, and really, everything has been 
delightful. 

He. Couldn’t possibly be better. Won- 
derful how well it can be done. 

he. Yes. But, of course, it wants man- 

agement, You know a lot comes down from 

wn. 

He, Will the stores send so far? 

She. Yes, and if they won’t others will. 
ane then the local tradespeople are very 
0 


e. Sut don’t the servants rather kick at 


revolutionary steps. Business done, — Talk | it? 


about ginger-beer and soda-water, think 
about Education Bill and probable next move. 


HOW SHOULD A LADY ALICHT FROM A 
BIKE? 


THE Westminster Budget, after giving some 
doggerel lines instructing ladies how to mount 
their bicycles gracefully ( h/), asks, ** Will 
some other rhymster ‘aes how to 
their machines gracefully ?’? Why, certainly ! 


To quit the wheel with ect grace, 
Your on the he 08 ; 
Te ae t aoe 7 with the ground. 

0 save from impac e 
Then gradually, without 
Deprive the bike of im ; 
fee earn 

00 or i Pp ar. 
Then feel your feet, ‘until: ou see, 
Quite close, the not im ble He, 
Then, without haste, or jerk, or fright, 
Fallin his arms! He’il hold you tight! 
Then vow, when the dismountig’s o’er, 
Never to mount the or more ! 


i 
She. No, because they are comfortable 
enough. Pat them up in the neighbourhood. 
He, A be sure, And your brother 
looks after the cellar so well. . 
She, Yes, he is quite a genius in that line, 
He. Aud it’s awfally nice chatting all day. 
She. Yes, when one doesn’t go to sleep. 
aoe of ale we a fall back upon 
8 ies and the newspapers. 
She. And so much better than town. It 
must be absolutely ghastly in Piccadilly. 
aes 7% sol hear. And then there’s the 
r 
She. Ah, to be sure. To tell the truth, I 
idn’t — thatvery much. Was there any 


winning 

He, Oh, yes, a lot. But I really quite 
forget what—— 

She. Oh, never mind. We can read all 
about it in to-morrow’s papers, and that will 
be better than bothering about it now. 

[Scene closes in to soft music on the banjo. 
——— 
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Consulting the Oracle, 270 

Cool and Collected Calendar (A), 108 
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Cry of the Income-tax’d, 22 
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Doctor's Treatment (The), 57 
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Moan of a Ministerialist. 262 
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More Depression | 225 

Mounted Pedestrian’s Vade Mecum (The), 
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Naval Intelligence, 207 
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Norman Neruda-Hallé Testimonial, 243 
Note from the North Pole (A), 93 

Notes of an Afternoon’s ‘‘ Amusement,” 


216 

Not on View at the Berlin Exhibition, 222 

Novice at Niagara (The). 57 

Nursery Rhymes in Book Form, 34 

Oxssect Lessons for the Bar, 48 

Obstruction in Excelsis, 269 

** Off Colour,” 201 

** Officers only,” 294 

Old Love and the New (The), 2638 

Old Thyme and Rosemary, 292 

ee Knows, ek 112 
p the Carpet (Tur 

Onus of Obstruction (The), 287 

Oom! Sweet Oom! 806 

Operatic Notes, 261, 276, 281, 298, 301 

“Our Bobby,” 249 

Our Booking-Office, 9, 57, 69, §7, 130, 141, 
149, 167, 185, 195, 213, 229, 245, 231, 297 

Our Derby Prophecy, 287 

Our Own Eastern Question, 282 

Our Property List, 172 
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Poor R.A. (The), 262 

Pourquoi? 293 

Prinve’s Pair (The), 279 
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Prophet Too Previous (A), 6 

Proposed Regulations for Hyde Park, 121 
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Pugulist to his Antagonist (The), 59 
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Herons, 99 

Punch to Jenner, 241 

Panch to Mr, W. D. Howells, 29 

Punch to the New President, 102 

QUARTER-Day Ballad of Spring (A), 150 

Queen's Letter to the German Emperor 
(The), 29 

Queer Queries, 97 

eee. the Law in the coming By- 
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Rare old Wine (A), 208 
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Real Reciprocity, 222 
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Brown, ‘‘OonrounD IT! Dong aGarx! I Losz on RvERY Race, (Zo Barber.) HERE’S | h 





your SHILLING,” 
Barber, ‘‘CoULDN'T THINK OF TAKING IT, Siz, Just won £500 on THE Hascor Cur!” 


What has the ony of State for India to 
do with the Education Bill? 

Gores,’ 
to him, 
brought 


anxious to avoid giving Satan a chance, have 
occupied otherwise idle in brewing 
nena and similar recondite refresh- 
ment, 
interfering with business. BropRICK ex- 
plains that Secretary of State for War has 
spent restless nights in thinking matter over. 

mmander-in-Chief takes long solitary rides 
revolving it. At present not disposed to 
revolutionary steps. Business done, — Talk 
about ginger-beer and soda-water, think 
about Education Bill and probable next move. 


‘My dear 
said Prince ARTHUR, when i put it 
ou see, we must be consistent. We 

e Indian troops to the Soudan, and 
on same principle we bring Secretary of State 
for India t» relief of Education Bi!] muddle.’ ” 

KEennaway’s speech that made such sensa- 
tion was delivered from Ministerial Benches 
dead t Education Bill. That’s wh 
Opposition shout and throw up their caps. No 
more esteemed man on Conservative side than 
Joun Kennaway. If he turns and rends the 
Ministerial Bill, its case seems hopeless, 
SqurrE oF Matwoop and Henry Fow Ler 
take the burly baronet in hand, and rub him 
in, as it were, on PRINCE UR, who, as 
usual when the music grows louder, 

ht back to face it from the Treasury 


HOW SHOULD A LADY ALICHT FROM A 
BIKE? 


THE Westminster Budget, after giving some 
doggerel lines instructing ladies how to mount 

their bicycles gracefully ( h Dos * Will 
Business done. — A lively night in Com- | Some other rhymster them =e to gst ot 
mittee on Education Bill, Joun Kennwaway their machines gracefully ye y 


mutinies under command of Major Bangs, To quit the wheel eet ta grace, 
Friday.— After week's fitful fever, House| Your on the lace ; 
sl well in Committee of Supply on Army} See that your lover is 
tes. Quite refreshing this thirsty| To save from impact with the ground. 
weather to have GzorncE WynNDHA™M coming| Then erecta, without fuss, 
in with bottle of in one hand, and sample| Deprive the bike of impetus. 
home-made water inother. As Wir-| Your hands then quit the handle-bar. 
FRIp Lawson says, if he’d only a flask of| (Too dainty for its grip by far. ) 
brandy in prometler kere andsomecrushed| Then feel your feet, until you see, 
ice in neighbourh of his coat-tails, we} Quite close, the not impossible He, 
might make a night of it. Then, without haste, or jerk, or fright, 


GEoRGE, it seems, has some friends in the 
mineral water way. In certain canteens at 
Dover the young officers, commendably 


Fallin his arms! Heil hold you tight! 
Then vow, when the dismounting’s o’er, 
Never to mount the or more ! 
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Wrynpuam’s friends resent this as/to 
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A WILD AUTUMN; 
Or, Sport versus Party. 
(“The graceless Member of Parliament says to 
his clerical friends and supporters :—‘ I am very 
sorry, but you must go on with the intolerable 


strain, for an Autumn Session is to me an into- 
lerable strain. Grouse in ASger, partridges in 


September, pheasants in October, then foxes, and 
then we shall be very well dis to consider the 
Clergy, the Voluntary Schools, and the Children.’ 


We are in for a wild autumn.”—Mr. John Morley 
at Manchester.) 


Sporting Patriot loquitur :— 

WE, what is there here that’s affronting ? 
Jast fancy the folly of shunting, 

For parsons schools 

(They must fancy us fools), © 
The pleasures of shooting and huntiag ! 
That were a ‘‘ wild autumn,” by Jingo! 
When sport is the only true stingo 

’T were mighty absurd 


To miss barrel and bird ; 
For the sake of—JoHN MoRLEY’s stale ling: ! 
The ms are all very , 
To plump Mother Chaves tn coffer, 
And smash the School Board, 
Summer days I’ll afford, 
But Autumn I really can’? offer ! 


We cannot go shooting by proxies! 


Grouse pheasants, and foxes 
To miss once ain, 
Under Unionist reign 

The prospect were dark as old Nox’s! 


ECHOES FROM THE THAMES, 


Screne—House-boat in a good position, TIME 
—Evening during ‘‘the Regatta week.” 
Present (on deck in cozy chairs) — He 
and She. 


She. Very pretty, the lights, are they not ? 
He. Perisotly inaiue. So nice after the 


eat. 
She. Yes, and really, everything has been 
delightful. 

He. Couldn't possibly be better. Won- 
derful how well it can be done. 

Yes. But, of course, it wants man- 
agement. You know a lot comes down from 
wn. 

He. Will the stores send so far? 

She. Yes, and if they won’t others will. 
a _then the local tradespeople are very 
0 

rm “an But don’t the servants rather kick at 


i 

She. No, because they are comfortable 
enough. Pat them up in the neighbourhood. 

He. Ah, to be sure. d your brother 
looks after the cellar so well. 

She. Yes, he is quite a genius in that line. 

He. Aud it’s awfally nice chatting all day. 

She. Yes, when one doesn’t go to sleep. 

He. of cannes we a fall back upon 

ies and the newspapers. 

She. And so much better than town. It 

must be absolutely ghastly in Piccadilly. 
ae ce sol hear. And then there’s the 

r g 

She. Ah, to be sure. To tell the truth, I 
didn’t notice that very much. Was there any 


winning ? 

He. Oh, yes, a lot. But I really quite 
forget w ; 

She. Oh, never mind. We can read all 
about it in to-morrow’s papers, and that will 
be better than bothering about it now. 

[Scene closes in to soft music on the banjo. 
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Norman Neruda-Hallé Testimonial, 243 

Note from the North Pole (A), 93 

Notes of an Afternoon's ‘‘ Amusement,” 
216 


1 
Not on View at the Berlin Exhibition, 222 


Novice at Niagara (The). 57 

Nursery Rhymes in Book Form, 34 

Oxpsect Lessons for the Bar, 48 

Obstruction in Excelsis, 269 

** Off Colour,” 201 

** Officers only,” 294 

Old Love and the New (The), 263 

Old Thyme and Rosemary, 292 

On the Carpet (Turkish), 122 
n the 

Onus of Obstruction (The), 287 

Oom! Sweet Oom! 806 

Operatic Notes, 261, 276, 281, 298, 301 

“Our Bobby,” 249 

Our Booking-Office, 9, 57, 69, §7, 130, 141, 
149, 167, 185, 195, 213, 229, 245, 231, 297 

Our Derby Prophecy, 287 

Our Own Eastern Question, 282 

Our Property List, 172 

Our specially recommended Selection for 
the Derby, 276 

Out of Date, 23: 

Out of School, 189 

Outside! 10 

Owed to the Moon, 183 

Pace from Europa’s Diary, 22 

Paradoxical, 105, 188 

Parnassus Preserved, 183 

Pastry of the Past, 297 

Patriotic Toast, 99 

Patriot's Vade Mecum (The), 49 

Peers in the Background (The), 21 

Penny Steadfuls, 80 

Phonetic Rhymes, 262 

Pilot that Weathered the Storm (The), 80 

Playing ‘* Yorkers,” 20 

Plea for Proof-Correctors (A), 291 

Plea for the Lark, 27 

Plea of Pilgarlic (The), 82 

Pleasures for Prisoners, 283 

Poetry on a Pewter, 18 

Police!” §&7 

Policeman X Junior on Science in the 
Force, 198 

Polyglotopera (The), 249 

Poor R.A. (The), 262 

Pourquoi? 293 

Prinve’s Pair (The), 279 

Progressive Photograph (The), 78 

Prophet Too Previous (A), 6 

Proposed Regulations for Hyde Park, 121 

Protest by a Precision, 119 

Pagulist to his Antagonist (The), 59 

Panch's Plea for the White - plumed 
Herons, 99 

Panch to Jenner, 241 

Punch to Mr. W. D. Howells, 29 

Punch to the New President, 102 

QUARTER-Day Ballad of Spring (A), 150 

Queen's Letter to the German Emperor 
(The), 29 

Queer Queries, 97 

Quick-Step of the Law in the coming By- 
and-b e), 97 

Rare old Wine (A), 208 

Rattlin’, Roarin’ Willie, 41 

Real Eastern Question (The), 111 

Real Reciprocity, 222 

** Remember | "— A Jacobite Carol, 71 

Results by Red Tape, 279 
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Brown, ‘‘OonrounD 1T! Donz acarn! I Losz on RvERY Race. (Zo Barber.) HERE’S 


your SHILLING,” 


Barber. ‘‘CouLpN’T THINK OF TAKING IT, Siz, Just won £500 on THE Hascor Cor!” 


What has the Peer of State for India to 


do with the Education Bill? at dear 
Grores,’ said Prince AnTHUR, when | put it 
to him, ‘ you see, we must be consistent. We 


brought the Indian troops to the Soudan, and 
on same principle we bring Secretary of State 
for 'ndia t» relief of Eiucation Bill muddle.’ ” 
KenNAWAY’S speech that made such sensa- 
tion was delivered from Ministerial Benches 
dead a t Education Bill. That’s why 
Opposition shout and throw up their caps. No 
more esteemed man on Conservative side than 
Joun Kewnaway. If he turns and rends the 

Ministerial Bill, its case seems hopeless, 
SqurRE oF Matwoop and Henry Fow Ler 
take the burly baronet in hand, and rub him 
in, as it were, on Prince ARTHUR, who, as 
usual when the music louder, has been 
ht back to face it from the Treasury 


Business done, —A lively night in Com- 
mittee on Education Bill, Joun Kennaway 
mutinies under command of Major Bangs, 

Friday.— After week’s fitful fever, House 
ny well in Committee of Supply on Army 
E tes. Quite refreshing this thirsty 
weather to have Gronck WYNDHAM comin 
aS wae CS epee ee ee and sample 
of home-made soda-water in other, As Wi- 
FRID Lawson says, if he’d only a flask of 
brandy in breastcoat- eee some crushed 
ice in neighbourhood of his coat-tails, we 
might make a night of it. 

GerorGE, it seems, has some friends in the 
mineral water way. In certain canteens at 
Dover the young officers, commendably 


anxious to avoid giving Satan a chance, have 
occupied otherwise idle in brewing 
eee and similar recondite refresh- 
ment, 
interfering with business. BRopRICK ex- 
plains that Secretary of State for War has 


Wynpuam’s friends resent this as/|to 
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A WILD AUTUMN; 
Or, Sport versus Party. 

(“The graceless Member of Parliament says to 
his clerical friends and supporters :—‘ I am very 
sorry, but you must go on with the intolerable 
strain, for an Autumn Session is to me an into- 
lerable strain. Grouse in August, partridges in 
September, pheasants in October, then foxes, and 
then we 1 be very well dis to consider the 
Clergy, the Voluntary Schools, and the Children.’ 
We are in for a wild autumn,.”—Mr. John Morley 
at Manchester.) 


Sporting Patriot loquitur :— 
WELL, what is there here that’s affronting ? 
Just fancy the folly of shunting, 
For pareons schools 


(They must fancy us fools), | 
The pleasures of shooting and huntiag ! 


That were a ‘‘ wild autumn,” by Jingo! 
When a is the only true stingo 

’Twere mighty absurd 

To miss barrel and bird 4 
For the sake of—JoHN Mor eEy’s stale lings | 


The ns are all very proper. 

To plump Mother Church’s lean coffer, 
And smash the School Board, 
Summer days I’1ll afford, 

But Autumn I really can’t offer ! 


We cannot go shooting by proxies! 
Grouse es, pheasants, and foxes 
To miss once again, 

Under Unionist reign 
The prospect were dark as old Nox’s! 


ECHOES FROM THE THAMES, 


Screne—House-boat in a good position, TIME 
—Evening during ‘‘the Regatta week.” 
Present (on deck in cozy chairs) — He 
and She. 


She. Very pretty, the lights, are they not ? 
He. Perlectly ch itustag: So nice after the 


eat. 
She. Yes, and really, everything has been 
delightful. 
He. Couldn’t possibly be better. Won- 
derful how well it can be done. 
. Yes. But, of course, it wants man- 
agement. You know a lot comes down from 


wn. 
He, Will the stores send so far? 
She. Yes, and if they won’t others will. 


spent restless nights in thinking matter over. then the local tradespeople are very 
mmander-in-Chief takes long solitary rides nt. 
revolving it. At present not to} He. But don’t the servants rather kick at 


revolutionary steps. Business done, — Talk | it? 


about ginger-beer and soda-water, think 
about Education Bill and probable next move. 


HOW SHOULD A LADY ALICHT FROM A 
BIKE? 


THE Westminster Budget, after giving some 
SSE ele ct aph haa Wl 
icycles ! : 
some other rirmsten tell an how to get off 
their machines gracefully ?’’ Why, certainly ! 


To quit the wheel with ect grace, 
Your trotters on the a oy Ce ; 

See that — lover is 

m impact with the ground. 
Then gradually, without fuss, 
Deprive the bike of impetus. 

Your hands then quit the handle-bar. 
(Too dainty for its grip by far. ) 

Then feel your feet, until you see, 

Quite close, the not im ble He, 

Then, without haste, or jerk, or fright, 
Fallin his arms! He'll hold you tight! 
Then vow, when the dismountimg’s o’er, 
Never to mount the horror more! 


i 
She. No, because they are comfortable 
enough. Pat them up in the neighbourhood. 
He, Ah, to be sure, And your brother 
looks after the cellar so well. 
She. Yes, he is quite a genius in that line. 
He. Aud it’s awfally nice chatting all day. 
She. Yes, when one doesn’t go to sleep. 
He. of course, we -— fall back upon 
ies and the newspapers. 
She. And so much better than town. It 
must be absolutely ghastly in Piccadilly. 
a Phe sol hear. And then there’s the 
r 
She, Ah, to be sure. To tell the truth, I 
didn’t notice that very much, Was there any 


winning ? 
He. Oh, yes, a lot. But I really quite 
forget what—— : 

She. Oh, never mind. We can read all 
about it in to-morrow’s papers, and that will 
be better than bothering about it now. 

[ Scene closes in to soft music on the banjo. 
—_— 
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Accra-walTinc Situation (An), 69 

Adelphi Adollified, 61 . 

After the Epsom Week is over, 281 

After the Play was over, 205 

Alfred among the Immortals, 147 

Alfred to , 65 

All round her Hat, 161 

Anglo-American Family Tree (The), 29 

Antiquarian and Modern, 249 

April Shower (An), 216 

Archeological Mem., 41 

: an’ Oom Paul, 4 

‘Arry on African Affairs, 90 

‘Arry on Blues and Bluestockings, 135 

’Arry on Spring cae and Sport, 184 

As it may be, 216 

At it again ! 28 

At School, 117 

At the Royal Academy, 227, 246 

Augustan Age at Olympia (The), 12 

Author Baiting and its Remedy, 225 

BaLtabDE of Fashion (A), 291 

Ballade of Happiness, 54 

Bare Idea (The), 159 

‘* Beautiful, bouncing Budget” (The), 195 

Beautycides (The), 5 

‘* Be Merry and Wise!” 273 

‘Berlin Wool Gathering, 34 

‘* Betrayed by the Interviewer,” 87 

Better than Leather, 111 

Bike! Bike ! Bike ! 258 

** Birdie,” 94 

Bold Buccaneer (The), 251 

Book of the Week (The), 49 

Bouunteous Guy, 293 

Bridge of — (The), 10 

Britannia's Soliloquy, 27 

Broken on the Wheel, 275 

Burns on Bills, 141 

By the Beach, 118, 137 

CapBy ; or, Reminiscences of the Rank 
and the Road, 87, 112, 165 

Case in Court re-heard (A), 18 

Case of Conscience (A), 291 

Channel Chit Chat, 60 

Chaperon's Vade Mecum (The), 285 

Charity covers a Multitude of—Cupids, 
229 


Charles our Friend, 221 

Charley and the Navy, 147 

Chaunt of the Bodley Head (The), 121 

‘* Chestnut Sunday,” 257 

Children's Cornucopia (The), 119 

Classical Fragment (A), 291 

‘Clients feel Cheap to-day,” 126 

Cockawhoop Criticism, 106 

Colourable, 177 

‘*Come hither, Hubert!" 53 

Coming Race (The), 155 

Common or Garden Rhymes, 198, 209, 
233, 255 

Condensed Confidence, 45, 72, £9, 106, 

186, 161, 217, 258 

Congratulations from the Elysian Fields, 


18 
Consulting the Oracle, 270 
Cool and Collected Calendar (A), 108 
Correct Misprint (A), 273 
Cosier Cots, 105 
Cio3s Questions, 239 
Cry of a Hungry Biped (The), 45 
Cry of the Income-tax'd, 22 
Cuckoo! 117, 149 
Curzon and Crises, 169 
Darby Jones on the Royal Hunt Cup, 289 
Darby Jones right again, 805 
Derby a few Years hence (The), 275 
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Dickens's Dombey and Sardou's Sara, 805 | Jacky at the]Mansion Hous®, 88 


Dickens up to Date, 46 
Difficulty (A), 143 
Doctor's tment (The), 57 
-gerel anent a Dramatic J.P., 239 
Dollars and Sense, 167 
‘** Drawing Pict " 156 
Drawing the Line, 101 
‘‘Dr. Birch and his Young Friends,” 6 
Dutchman's Wee Dog (The), 72 
Dutch Rum-mun Law, 234 
EasTBourRNe for the Czar, 257 
Echoes from Berlin, 145 
Echoes from the Thames, 310 
Encore, Sara! 297 
Essence of Parliament, £3, 95, 107, 119, 
181, 148, 155, 167, 179, 190. 208, 215, 
228, 239, 251, 268, 287, 299, 309 
Everyone's Good Health | 24 
Extra Big D (An), 58 
Extract from a Spinster’s Diary, 162 
Fauu of Fogson (The), 82 
Fame, 94 
Fashionable Arrangements, 84 
Fashionable Movements, 123 
Few Pictures (A), 150 
a of Fun, 177 
‘‘ For the Crown,” &c., 129 
‘* Fourth” Form at Eton (The), 255 
Friendly Word with the War Wizard (A), 
3 


8 ‘ 

From a Transvaalian Edition of Shak- 
speare, 57 

From H-ly to S-xt-n, 94 

From the Diary of a Laureate, 81 

Fulfilled at (A), 285 

GaLLAnt Constable (The), 245 

** Garden that I love” (The), 39 

German Emperor to the Cambridge Uni- 
versity Boat-Club (The), 192 

‘*Glorious, by Jingo |" 97 

Going a Degree better, 69 

“Going Two better,” 76 

Goldie, 218 

Golf in Zummerzet, 257 

Good Old Dutch ! 89 

Grasse, 210 

Happy Pair, 100 

Harrowed Etonian (A), 801 

Haunted Hat (The), 9 

Haunted House (A), 225 

Henley Regatta in 1400 A.D., 305 

Her ‘' Bedside Manna,” 177 

‘* Here we are again |" 24 

Hey, Presto! 4 

High-mettled Racer (The), 2€5 

History at the Royal Academy, 217 

Home! Dull Home! 123 

‘** How art thou translated |" 75 

How should a Lady alight, &c., 310 

How to enjoy the Bank Holiday, 2:3 

How to aoe Diary, 12 

Hyde Park Theatre (The), 161 

IMPERIAL Interview (An), 130 

Imperial Question (An), 53 


Important Historical Mem., 172 
‘*Improvement of London’ e), 11 
Incomplete London Letter (The), 77 


In Defence of the Bounder, 262 
Infant Reformed (The), 77 
Ingoldsby and Shakspeare, 84 
In Memoriam, 58 

In Painter's Corner, 78 
Interview (An), 58 

Interview in mon Form (An), 10 
Into Spain. 240 

Iron Age (The), 126 


Jeer, Boys, Jeer | 58; 

Jim and Jills, 111: 

Joking Oak (The), 75 ; 

Jottings and Tittlings, 16, 25,64, 88, 124, 
148, 160, 180, 191, 196, 220, 256, 280, 304 

Journalism mad* Easy, 201, 219 

Journalistic Jubilee (A), 42 

Ka.enpar of Friendship (The), 11 

Kerr voulez-vous chez Terry? 105 

Kokofuku |! 27 

Lanp Ho! 218 

Last Galop (The), 262 

Latest Quotations, 148 

Latest Style of Musical Criticism, 219 

Laureate’s First Ride (The), 33 

Law and the Laundry (The), 42 

Lay of the Union Jack (The), 46 

** Leo the Terrible,” 258 

‘‘ Le Sport” in the Basses Pyrenees, 60 

Light in Egyptian Darkness, 183 

Literary, 190 

Literary Scraps, 166 

earn. in England v. Quarrelling 
‘* Made in Germany,” 208 

Little Flirtation (A), 303 

Little Moscow-Raid (A), 281 

Little Walk (A), 192 

Live and Let Live, 240 

London Lackpenny, 222 

— Ratepayer’s Vade Mecum (The), 
2 


Long Ago Legends, 12, 84, 197 

Long and the Short of it (The), 85 

Lord Leighton, €0 

L. 8. D.. 101 

Many Happy Returns, 278 

Mary Anner on Marble Alls and Ameri- 
can Notions, 35 

Master William, 251 

Meek Mike and his Arch Angel, 49 

Meter of Gaslight, atone | 269 

Metropolitan Statues Supply Association 
(The), 128 

Midsummer Madness, £01 

Mild McCarthy, 76 

Milliner Muse (The), 99 

Millions and Millionaires, 227 

Missing Man (The) 59 

Moan of a Ministerialist. 262 

Monte Carlo Hotel Bill (A), 1€9 

More Depression | 225 

Mounted Pedestrian’s Vade Mecum (The), 
2138 

M.P. empty; or, What it may come to, 
180 


Mr. Punch’s New Year Philosophy, 1 

Mr. Punch’s Plea, 806 

‘*Mrs, Stirling,” 22 

Musical Hint (A), 81 

‘* NANSEN,” 95 

‘* Naval Estimates,” 66 

Naval Intelligence, 207 

Neck or Nothing, 278 

Nelson east of Temple Bar, 68 

Never Mind, 255 

Never missed with his Cue, 225 

New Dictionary, 11 

New French Exercise (A), 109 

New Lamps for Old, 156 

: ew oo of boop Neg 282 
ew Photography (The), 45 

New Political Rone, 172 

New Rules for Cyclists, 210 

New Sport of ‘‘ Thankfully received" 
(The), 76 

New Tip for an Old Tale (A), 275 
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New Year's Day, 15 

**Nom d'un Pipe |" 109 

Norman Neruda-Hallé Testimonial, 243 

Note from the North Pole (A), 93 

Notes of an Afternoon’s ‘‘ Amusement,” 
216 

Not on View at the Berlin Exhibition, 222 

Novice at Niagara (The), 57 

Nursery Rhymes in Book Form, 34 

Oxssect Lessons for the Bar, 48 

Obstruction in Excelsis, 269 

** Off Colour,” 201 

‘* Officers only,” 294 

Old Love and the New (The), 268 

Old Thyme and Rosemary, 292 

nates Knows, oon ), 112 
n the Carpet (Tur 

Onus of Obstruction (The), 287 

Oom! Sweet Oom! 806 

Operatic Notes, 261, 276, 281, 298, 301 

**Our Bobby,” 249 

Our Booking-Office, 9, 57, 69, §7, 130, 141, 
149, 167, 185, 195, 218, 229, 245, 281, 297 

Our Derby Prophecy, 287 

Our Own Eastern Question, 282 

Our Property List, 172 

Our specially recommended Selection for 
the Derby, 276 

Out of Date, 232 

Out of School, 189 

Outside! 10 

Owed to the Moon, 188 

Pace from Europa’s Diary, 22 

Paradoxical, 105, 183 

Parnassus Preserved, 133 

Pastry of the Past, 297 

Patriotic Toast, 99 

Patriot's Vade Mecum (The), 49 

Peers in the Background (The), 21 

Penny Steadfuls, 80 

Phonetic Rhymes, 262 

Pilot that Weathered the Storm (The), 80 

Playing ‘‘ Yorkers,” 208 

Plea for Proof-Correctors (A), 291 

Plea for the Lark, 27 

Plea of Pilgarlic (The), 82 

Pleasures for Prisoners, 223 

Poetry on a Pewter, 198 

Police!" §7 

Policeman X Junior on Science in the 
Force, 198 

Polyglotopera (The), 249 

Poor R.A. (The), 262 

Pourquoi? 293 

Prinve’s Pair (The), 279 

Progressive Photograph (The), 78 

Prophet Too Previous (A), 6 

Proposed Regulations for Hyde Park, 121 

Protest by a Precision, 119 

Pagulist to his Antagonist (The), 59 

Panch's Plea for the White - plumed 
Herons, 99 

Punch to Jenner, 241 

Panch to Mr. W. D. Howells, 29 

Punch to the New President, 102 

QUARTER-Day Ballad of Spring (A), 150 

Queen's Letter to the German Emperor 
(The), 29 

Queer Queries, 97 

ee the Law in the coming By- 
and-b (ine), 97 

Rare old Wine (A), 208 

Rattlin’, Roarin’ Willie, 41 

Real Eastern Question (The), 111 

Real Reciprocity, 222 

** Remember | ""— A Jacobite Carol, 71 

Results by Red Tape, 279 
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Barber. ‘‘CoUuLDN'T THINK OF TAKING IT, Siz. Just won £500 on THE Hascor Cop!” 


What has the Secre of State for India to 
do with the Education Bill? ‘My dear 
Groresg,’ said Prince AnTHuR, when I put it 
to him, ‘ you see, we must be consistent. We 
brought the Indian troops to the Soudan, and 
on same principle we bring Secretary of State 
for India t> relief of Eiucation Bill muddle.’ ” 
KENNAWAY’S speech that made such sensa- 
tion was delivered from Ministerial Benches 

dead a t Education Bill, That’s wh 
Opposition shout and throw up their caps. No 
more esteemed man on Conservative side than 
Joun Kennaway. If he turns and rends the 
Ministerial Bill, its case seems hopeless. So 
SqurrRE oF Matwoop and Henry Fow Ler 
take the burly baronet in hand, and rub him 
in, as it were, on Prince ARTHUR, who, as 
usual when the music grows louder, has been 
ht back to face it from the Treasury 


Ben 

Business done, —A lively night in Com- 
mittee on Education Bill. Joun Kennaway 
mutinies under command of Major Bawzs, 

Friday.— After week's fitful fever, House 
sleeps well in Committee of Supply on Army 
Estimates. Quite refreshing this thirsty 
weather to have Grornck WYNDHAM comin 
in with bottle <r in one hand, and canta 
of home-made soda-water in other. As WiL- 
FRIp Lawson says, if he’d only a flask of 
brandy in breastcoat-pocket, and some crushed 
ice in neighbourh of his coat-tails, we 
might make a night of it. 

GrorcE, it seems, has some friends in the 
mineral water way. In certain canteens at 
Dover the young officers, commendably 


anxious to avoid giving Satan a chance, have 
occupied otherwise idle hands in brewing 
ginger-beer and similar recondite refresh- 
ment. WynpnHam’s friends resent 
interfering with business. BroprIck ex- 
plains that Secretary of State for War has 
— restless nights inking matter over. 

mmander-in-Chief takes long solitary rides 
revolving it. At present not to 


revolutionary steps. Business done, — Talk | it? 


about ginger-beer and soda-water, think 
about Education Bill and probable next move. 


HOW SHOULD A LADY ALICHT FROM A 
BIKE? 


THe Westminster Budget, after giving some 

. — ae arene ee how to — 
1cycle ace /), asks, ** 

scans ether shymater tell them how to get off 

their machines gracefully ?’? Why, certainly ! 


To quit the wheel with ect grace, 
Your trotters on the Ee 08 ; 

See that P dsc lover is aro 

To save from impact with the ground. 
Then gresually. without fuss, 

Deprive the bike of impetus. 

Your hands then quit the handle-bar, 
(Too dainty for its grip by far. ) 

Then feel your feet, until you see, 
Quite close, the not impossible He. 
Then, without haste, or jerk, or fright, 
Fallin hisarms! He’ ld you tight ! 
Then vow, when the dismounting’s o’er, 
Never to mount the horror more! 


as | to 
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A WILD AUTUMN; 


Or, Sport versus Party. 


(“The graceless Member of Parliament says to 
his clerical friends and supporters:—‘I am very 
sorry, but you must go on with the intolerable 
strain, for an Autumn Session is to me an into- 
lerable strain. Grouse in August, partridges in 
September, pheasants in October, then foxes, and 
then we 1 be very well disposed to consider the 
Clergy, the Voluntary Schools, and the Children.’ 

e are in for a wild autumn.”—Mr. John Morley 
at Manchester.] 


Sporting Patriot loquitur :— 
WELL, what is there here that’s affronting ? 
Just fancy the folly of shunting, 
For parsons schools 


(They must fancy us fools), | 
The pleasures of shooting and huntiag ! 


That were a ‘‘ wild autumn,” by Jingo! 
When sport is the only true stingo 
’Twere mighty absurd 
To miss barrel and bird ; 
For the sake of—JoHN Mok.eEy’s stale lings ! 


The ns are all very , 

To plump Mother Chursl’s lean coffer, 
And smash the School Board, 
Summer days I'll afford, 

But Autumn I really can’? offer ! 


We cannot go shooting by proxies! 
Grouse partridges, pheasants, and foxes 
0 miss once again, 
Under Unionist reign 
The prospect were dark as old Nox’s! 


ECHOES FROM THE THAMES, 


ScrenE—House-boat in a good position, TIME 
—Evening during ‘‘the Regatta week.” 
Present (on deck in cozy chairs) — He 
and She, 


She. Very pretty, the lights, are they not ? 
He. Perlactiy SD ieetage So nice after the 


eat. 
She. Yes, and really, everything has been 
delightful. 
He. Couldn’t possibly be better. Won- 
derful how well it can be done. 

She. Yes. But, of course, it wants man- 
agement. You know a lot comes down from 


wn. 

He, Will the stores send so far? 

She. Yes, and if they won’t others will. 
— then the local tradespeople are very 
0 ; 

Tet don’t the servants rather kick at 


i 

She. No, because they are comfortable 
enough. Pat them up in the neighbourhood. 

He. Ah, to be sure, your brother 
looks after the cellar so well. 

She. Yes, he is quite a genius in that line. 

He. Aud it’s awfally nice chatting all day. 

She. Yes, when one doesn’t go to sleep. 
a Ao oraret we o fall back upon 

e circ ibraries and the newspapers. 

She. And so much better than town. It 
must be absolutely ghastly in Piccadilly. 

He. Yes, so I hear, then there’s the 
racing | 

She. Ah, to be sure. To tell the truth, I 
didn’t notice that very much, Was there any 


winning ? 
He, Oh, yes, a lot. But I really quite 
forget what-—— 

She. Oh, never mind. We can read all 
about it in to-morrow’s papers, and that will 
be better than bothering about it now. 

[Scene closes in to soft music on the banjo. 
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Accra-WalTinG Situation (An), 69 
Adelphi Adollified, 61 
After the Epsom Week is over, 281 
After the Play was over, 205 
Alfred among the Immortals, 147 
Alfred to Alfred, 65 
All round her Hat, 161 
lo-American Family Tree (The), 29 
Antiquarian and Modern, 249 
April Shower (An), 216 
Archeological Mem., 41 
F an’ Oom Paul, ?4 
’Arry on African Affairs, 90 
’Arry on Blues and Bluestockings, 185 
’Arry on Spring-time and Sport, 184 
As it may be, 216 
At it ogan ! 28 
At School, 117 
At the Royal Academy, 227, 246 
Augustan Age at Olympia (The), 12 
Author Baiting and its Remedy, 225 
BALLADE of Fashion (A), 291 
Ballade of Happiness, 5% 
Bare Idea (The), 159 
‘‘ Beautiful, bouncing Budget” (The), 195 
Beautycides (The), 5 
‘« Be Merry and Wise!” 278 
Berlin Wool Gathering, 34 
a ponies by the Interviewer,” 87 
Better than Leather, 111 
Bike! Bike | Bike! 258 
** Birdie,” 94 
Bold Buccaneer (The), 251 
Book of the Week (The), 49 
Buunteous Guy, 293 
Bridge of er (The), 10 
Britannia’s Soliloquy, 27 
Broken on the Wheel, 275 
Burns on Bills, 141 
By the Beach, 118, 137 
CaBBy ; or, Reminiscences of the Rank 
and the Road, 87, 112, 165 
Case in Court re-heard (A), 18 
Case of Conscience (A), 291 
Channel Chit Chat, 60 
Chaperon’s Vade Mecum (The), 285 
Charity covers a Multitude of—Cupids, 
229 


Charles our Friend, 221 

Charley and the Navy, 147 

Chaunt of the Bodley Head (The), 121 

** Chestnut Sunday,” 257 

Children's Cornucopia (The), 119 

Classical Fragment (A), 291 

‘Clients feel Cheap to-day,” 126 

Cockawhoop Criticism, 106 

Colourable, 177 

‘*Come hither, Hubert |" 58 

Coming Race (The), 155 

Common or Garden Rhymes, 198, 209, 
233, 255 

Condensed Confidence, 45, 72, £9, 106, 
186, 161, 217, 258 

Congratulations from the Elysian Fields, 


18 
Consulting the Oracle, 270 
Cool and Collected Calendar (A), 108 
Correct Misprint (A), 278 
Cosier Cots, 105 
C1038 Questions, 239 
Cry of a Hungry Biped (The), 45 
Cry of the Income-tax'd, 22 
Cuckoo! 117, 149 
Ourzon and Crises, 169 
Darby Jones on the Royal Hunt Cup, 289 
Darby Jones right again, 805 
Derby a few Years hence (The), 275 
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Dickens's Dombey and Sardou's Sara, 805 | Jacky at the]Mansion_Hous®, 83 


Dickens up to Date, 46 

Difficulty (A), 143 

Doctor's Treatment (The), 57 

oes anent a Dramatic J.P., 239 

Dollars and Sense, 167 

‘* Drawing Pictures,” 156 

Drawing the Line, 101 

“Dr. B and his Young Friends," 6 

Dutchman's Wee Dog (The), 72 

Dutch Rum-mun Law, 234 

EastBourne for the Ozar, 257 

Echoes from Berlin, 145 

Echoes from the Thames, 310 

Encore, Sara! 297 

Essence of Parliament, £3, 95, 107, 119, 
181, 148, 155, 167, 179, 190. 208, 215, 
228, 239, 251, 268, 287, 299, 309 

Everyone's Good Health ! 24 


Extra Big D (An), 58 


Extract from a Spinster’s Diary, 162 

Fa. of Fogson (The), 82 

Fame, 94 

Fashionable Arrangements, 84 

Fashionable Movements, 123 

Few Pictures (A), 150 

Figures of Fun, 177 

‘* For the Crown,” &c., 129 

‘* Fourth” Form at Eton (The), 285 

Friendly Word with the War Wizird (A), 
33 


From a Transvaalian Edition of Shak- 


speare, 57 
From H-ly to S-xt-n, 94 
From the Diary of a Laureate, 81 
Fulfilled Prophecy (A), 285 
GaLuant Constable (The), 245 
‘* Garden that I love” (The), 39 


German Emperor to the Cambridge Uni- 


versity Boat-Club (The), 192 
**Glorious, by Jingo |” 97 
Going a Degree better, 69 
“Going Two better,” 76 
Goldie, 218 
Golf in Zummerzet, 257 
Good Old Dutch ! 89 
Grasse, 210 
Happy Pair, 100 
Harrowed Etonian (A), 801 
Haunted Hat (The), 9 
Haunted House (A), 225 
Henley Regatta in 1400 A.D., 305 
Her “* Bedside Manna,” 177 
‘* Here we are again |” 24 
Hey, Presto! 4 
High-mettled Racer (The), 2€5 
History at the Royal Academy, 217 
Home! Dull Home! 128 
“* How art thou translated |” 75 
How should a Lady alight, &c., 310 
How to enjoy the Bank Holiday, 2:3 
How to Keep a Diary, 12 
Hyde Park Theatre (The), 161 
IMPERIAL Interview (An), 130 
Imperial Question (An), 58 
Important Historical Mem., 172 
‘* Improvement of London’ Chey’ 11 
Incomplete London Letter (The), 77 
In Defence of the Bounder, 262 
Lngoituty nok Biakapeaen;'a 

pgo y an peare, 84 
In Memoriam, 58 
In Painter’s Corner, 78 
Interview (An), 58 
Interview in mon Form (An), 10 
Into Spain. 240 
Iron Age (The), 126 


Jeer, Boys, Jeer | 58, 

Jim and Jills, 111: 

Joking Oak (The), 75 ‘ 3 

Jottings and Tittlings, 16, 25,°64, 88, 124, 
148, 160, 180, 191, 196, 220, 256, 280, 304 

Journalism mads Easy, 201, 219 

Journalistic Jubilee (A), 42 

Kavenpar of Friendship (The), 11 

Kerr voulez-vous chez Terry? 105 

Kokofuku | 27 

Lanp Ho! 218 

Last Galop (The), 262 

Latest Quotations, 148 

Latest Style of Musical Criticism, 219 

Laureate’s First Ride (The), 33 

Law and the Laundry (The), 42 

Lay of the Union Jack (The), 46 

‘** Leo the Terrible,” 258 

‘* Le Sport” in the Basses Pyrenees, 60 

Light in Egyptian Darkness, 183 

Literary, 190 

Literary Scraps, 166 

Litigation in England v. Quarrelling 
‘* Made in Germany,” 208 

Little Flirtation (A), 803 

Little Moscow-Raid (A), 281 

Little Walk (A), 192 

Live and Let Live, 240 

London Lackpenny, 222 

London Ratepayer’s Vade Mecum (The), 
238 


Long Ago Legends, 12, 84, 197 

Ook and the Short of it (The), 85 

Lord Leighton, €0 

L. 8. D..101 

Many Happy Returns, 278 

Mary Anner on Marble ’Alls and Ameri- 
can Notions, 35 

Master William, 251 

Meek Mike and his Arch Angel, 49 

Meter of Gaslight, atone ! 

Metropolitan Statues Supply Association 
(The), 128 

Midsummer Madness, £01 

Mild McCarthy, 76 

Milliner Muse (The), 99 

Millions and Millionaires, 227 

Missing Man (The) 59 

Moan of a Ministerialist. 262 

Monte Carlo Hotel Bill (A), 109 

More Depression | 225 

Mounted Pedestrian’s Vade Mecum (The), 
218 

M.P. empty; or, What it may come to, 
180 

Mr. Punch’s New Year Philosophy, 1 

Mr. Punch’s Plea, 806 

‘*Mrs, Stirling,” 22 

Musical Hint (A), 81 

‘*NANSEN,” 95 

‘* Naval Estimates," 66 

Naval Intelligence, 207 

Neck or Nothing, 273 

Nelson east of Temple Bar, 68 

Never Mind, 255 

Never missed with his Cue, 225 

New Dictionary, 11 

New French Exercise (A), 109 

New Lamps for Old, 156 

aoe So re of Sees ee 282 
ew Photography (The), 45 

New Political Song, 172 

New Rules for Cyclists, 210 

New Sport of ‘‘ Thankfully received” 
(The), 76 

New Tip for an Old Tale (A), 275 





New Year's Day, 15 

“‘Nom d'un Pipe !” 109 

Norman Neruda-Hallé Testimonial, 243 

Note from the North Pole (A), 93 

a of an Afternoon’s ‘‘ Amusement,” 
1 


Not on View at the Berlin Exhibition, 222 

Novice at Niagara (The). 57 

Nursery Rhymes in Book Form, 34 

Oxssect Lessons for the Bar, 48 

Obstruction in Excelsis, 269 

** Off Colour,” 201 

** Officers only,” 294 

Old Love and the New (The), 268 

Old Thyme and Rosemary, 292 

On the Carpet (Turkish), 112 
n the 

Onus of Obstruction (The), 287 

Oom! Sweet Oom! 806 

Operatic Notes, 261, 276, 281, 298, 301 

‘““Our Bobby,” 249 

Our Booking- Office, 9, 57, 69, 87, 130, 141, 
149, 167, 185, 195, 213, 229, 245, 281, 297 

Our Derby Prophecy, 287 

Our Own Eastern Question, 282 

Our Property List, 172 

Our specially recommended Selection for 
the Derby, 276 

Out of Date, 232 

Out of School, 189 

Outside! 10 

Owed to the Moon, 188 

Pace from Europa’s Diary, 22 

Paradoxical, 105, 183 

Parnassus Preserved, 133 

Pastry of the Past, 297 

Patriotic Toast, 99 

Patriot’s Vade Mecum (The), 49 

Peers in the Background (The), 21 

Penny Steadfuls, 30 

Phonetic Rhymes, 262 

Pilot that Weathered the Storm (The), 80 

Playing ‘‘ Yorkers,” 208 

Plea for Proof-Correctors (A), 291 

Plea for the Lark, 27 

Plea of Pilgarlic (The), 82 

Pleasures for Prisoners, 223 

Poetry on a Pewter, 198 

Police!” §&7 

Policeman X Junior on Science in the 
Force, 198 

Polyglotopera (The), 249 

Poor R.A. (The), 262 

Pourquoi? 293 

Prinve’s Pair (The), 279 

Progressive Photograph (The), 78 

Prophet Too Previous (A), 6 

Proposed tions for Hyde Park, 121 

Protest by a Precision, 119 

Pagulist to his Antagonist (The), 59 

Punch's Plea for the White - plumed 
Herons, 99 

Punch to Jenner, 241 

Punch to Mr. W. D. Howells, 29 

Punch to the New President, 102 

QUARTER-Day Ballad of Spring (A), 150 

Queen’s Letter to the German Emperor 
(The), 29 

Queer Queries, 97 

racy, the Law in the coming By- 
and-b (ihe), 97 

Rare old Wine (A), 208 

Rattlin’, Roarin’ Willie, 41 

Real Eastern Question (The), 111 

Real Reciprocity, 222 

* Remember |”— A Jacobite Carol, 71 

Results by Red Tape, 279 
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Retiring Naval Officer (A), 801 
** Reunion of Arts” (A), 141 


Reveries at Lord's, 288 
Review of Li Forces (4) 41 
Rhyme on the Relief Bill, 


R. I. P., 269 

Robing-Room Rumours, 4 

Romance of the River (A), 159 

Rosebery's Reserve, 21 

Roundabout Readings, 4, 22, 28, 47, 52, 
70, 78, 85, 100, 114, 125, 149, 158, 157, 
181, 198, 209, 281, 244, 258, 265, 277, 289 

Round-elay of Distress (A), 106 

Royalty Bicycling, 121 

Rule Columbia! 166 

Ruralities, 65 

Rus in Urbe, 1388 

Russ very much in Urbe, 252 

Saaa of the Sagacious Norsegal, 145 

Sartor at 8t. Stephen's, 258 

Saved ! 150 

Secrets of B’mouth (The), 241 

Sensation of the Moment (The), 112 

Service International, 805 

Seven against euch other (The), 11 

“‘ Shooting a Sitter,” 264 

Shylock on the Situation, 245 

Simple as Smoke, 202 

Somebody's Letter, 76 

**Some of the Best” of Regulations, 5 

Somerset Sonnet (A), 138 

Somerset Valentine (A), 69 

Something for him to do, 18 

Something like a Bank Holiday, 157 

Something of a Difficulty, 66 

Song for Baron Pollock, 109 

Song in the Great Wheel, 262 

Song of the New Novel-Reader, 81 

Song of the Over-rated One, 59 

Song of the Rateless Land, 207 

Song of the Sultan (The), 102 

Sportive Songs, 9, 85, 59, 77, 95, 108, 118, 

121, 188, 145, 159, 202, 207, 221, 235, 

246, 261, 278, 279, 298, 806 


& Cleaning (The), 208 
Store of New Jests (A), 171 


ee of Fidgety William (The), 51 

Stroke in Time saves Bight (A), 141 

Studies in Modern Journalism, 8 

Sunday Pleasure-Seeker’s Vade Mecum 
(The), 138 

Rane tenes 57 

* Taxrno the Sh(r)ine out of him,” 100 

Tennyson on Two Events, 279 

Terpsichore to Date, 23 

That Game of Golf, 189, 197, 205 

Then and Now, 13 

es goa Train (The), 5t 

Third King of Cricket (The), 298 

Tip for Teachers, 204 

Tips for Oritics, 221 

Tips for Traders, 255 

Tittlebat Tomkins, 109 

To a Cautious Stockbroker, 78 

To Beatrice, 105 

To Kate, 41 

‘*Tom Brown,” 159 

Tommy Hartful on Happy Evenings, 237 

To the Blue Primrose in Kew Gardens 
20 


1 
True Blue, 202 
Two Kings of Cricket (The) 267 
Two Senators (The), 54 
‘* Unper which King” (Street, St. James's), 
86 


‘* Unholy Alliance ” (The), 237 
University Intelligence, 96, 150 
Unpatriotic Trustee (The), 169 
Unpredicted Storm (An), 6 
Unwilling Guest (The), 190 
Vice Versa, 188 

Vive l'Empereur! 46 

Voices from the new British Valhalla, 171 
Wares of Tautologus (The), 65 

‘* Way they have in the Army” (A), 800 
Weather and Wice, 83 

What it will come to, 278 

What Mr. H— perhaps expected, 106 

‘* What's in a Name?” 221 

‘* What we are coming to next,” 186 
When Bar meets Bar, 111 

Wild Autumn (A), 310 

Woman, 89 

Wonders on Wheels, 201 

Word against Gush (A), 133 


LARGE ENGRAVINGS, 


Apprat (An), 288 
Coronation dreotin (A), 259 
Derby Favourite (A), 271 

‘* Disarmed |" 223 


‘* Horse and the Loaded Ass The), 211 
In the Desert, 151 

* Jonathan Jingo |,” 55 

Jonathan's Latest, 247 

Junior Partner (The), 139 


J yest equa to begin i” 39 
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** Just Off 

Left Behind | 168 

** Money no Object {" 
**One ata a 199 
Our “‘ Olympic 
Patient Ass 


108 


ames,” 174, 175 


The), 187 
* Pity of it 1‘ (rie), 235 


Poor Relation (A), 91 
“ Pretty Dick |" 67 


Punch at Pretoria, 807 


Ty 
Reade 1 $1 
Tangled 


prochement,” 42 


Tug of War (a), a8, 19 


Two of a Trade, 115 
** Well Matched,” 127 


SMALL ENGRAVINGS, 


ALFRep the Little Poet Laureate, 14 
Alice’s Definition of a Gentleman, 149 


Alliance Triple Tricycle 


American Lady and Juvenile 


Art Connoisseur and 
kee 94 


e), 194 
rds, 49 


Family House- 


arin and Denpescae Nr,a 
and Unappreciative Native 
Peaceful Hom 1 , 


Artist's 8, 


66 
Artist’s Telephone Number (An), 301 


Ascot Chariot Bas-relief, 
At a Working Men's Club 


Baby with Papa’s Worst 


our’s Three Little Bills 


281 


269 
Feature, 162 
, 230 


Bicyclist stopping Driving Lady, 219 


Bi 


ciist who gets Off best, 


Sykes and Bechuana Police, 88 
Bi-Metallistic Discussion (A), 147 


Bishop playin 
Borrow a pe 


at Ball, 222 
ostage Stamp, 198 


Bounderson's Rummy Story, 136 
Boy bullying his Sweetheart, 142 


Boys Boxing, 125 


Boy's Photograph of Papa, 281 
Britannia welcomes National Portraits, 


170 
British Lion and Colonial Cubs, 88 
Brown and Sporting Barber, 310 


Butcher’s Fascina 


Customer, 126 


Butterman's Advertisement (A), 298 
Buying each other's Pictures, 165 


Cap 


*s Cycle-Horse (The), 183 


Cassius Balfour and Scipio Cambridge, 


143 


Charles the Bold and the Admiralty, 146 
Coaching a aes 255 
Coachman and Cabby, 287 


Coming Home hun 
Critic’s Idea of a 
cling Freize Desi 


from a Party, 198 
n shed Writer, 60 


Cy 

Cyclist colliding with Sow, 267 

Cyclist on Restive Horse, 27 . 
Dealer’s Ill-conditioned Horse, 125 

** Declaring" at a French Customs, 186 


EM FY 


LOS 


NIS(. 


Difficult Word shown by Limelight, 227 
Disabled Workman's Dinner-time, 135 
Se ee at Nice, 54 
Doctor's Patient is very Low, 188 
Dogs as Cyclists’ “‘ Tigers,” 205 

Dollies under the Mistletoe, 41 
Dollyland, after the Holidays, 52 
Dolly’s Laocoon, 81 

Dr. Grace and the Sun, 266 
Driving a Fox into a Drain, 111 
Editor's Use for a Poem, 243 
Effie and the Bishop's J tog 258 
Emperor and Cowes Milkmaid, 218 
Equestrian Sketch at Margate, 279 
Errand Boy and Poodle, 265 

Fair Novelist and Publisher, 42 
Fair Philistine and Artist, 303 


Finding Hats after Smoking Concert, 171 
“ Finding of Moses” (The), 28 

Fishing with Cheese-bait, 137 

French Lady and 'Bus Conductor, 262 
Geoffrey’s Exaggerated Computation, 179 
German ‘‘ Meteor” and Britannia, 300 
Getting her Frocks in Bond Street, 289 
Giraffe Corps reconnoitring, 48 

Golf played in t, 53 

Gorst coachin ucation Bill, 242 
Goschen Ad ty Playing-Card, 121 
Grandson Secretary to Grandpapa, 85 
Hair-dresser and Dry Hair, 291 

ee eee Invitation, 277 

Healy and Dillon Playing-Card, 145 

g the Nightingale say ‘‘ Cookoo,” 


264 
Hercules and the Hydrant, 158 
Her Husband's Latchkey, 202 
Householder and Street Noises, 182 
House ‘‘in Laager,” (The), 250 
Housekeeper’s rescued Jam (The), 80 
Housemaid’s Love for Richard, 21 
How New Golfer went round Links, 257 
Hunter that wants wager ym Une 99 
Hunting Man's Game of Spilikins, 87 
liunting Man’s Good Season (A), 158 
Huntsman and the Rotten Bridge, 8 
Huntsman going at High Gate, 63 
Husband hypnotising Wife, 28 
eee aveller and Railway Porter, 
Invalid and ae Friend, 180 
Irish Convict not clean his Cell, 177 
Irish Sailor and naar 238 
Irish Waiter and Gentleman Guest, 73 
Jacky’s First Day at School, 218 
Jameson-Rhodes aa ceare 112 

1 


Japanese Fan Flirtati 
John Bull's Backbone photographed, 45 
Johnny's Overdraft at kers, 118 


og and Robinson converse by Signs, 
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Judge and the Veiled Lady (The), 47 
Julius Cesar Salisbury and Friends, 108 
Justices going on Tour, 285 


oe Cat eae 
es cleaning their Bicyeles, 6 


Lady and a Sunday Collection, 90 
Lady and Bald-headed Swell, 246 
Lady and her Hairdresser, 11 

Lady Oyclists in a Church, 282 
Lady listening for the Latch-key, 4 
Lady’s Headache (A) 201 
Lady’s er the Bed, 185 
Lady’s Opinion of Society Novelist, 69 
Leap Year Club * 106 

Little Miss and the New Footman, 66 
Little Molly's recat and Biting, 150 
Lord Dufterin’s Farewell, 278 

Madame Aldegonde’s ‘‘ Created" Frock, 


Man of Talent and Man of Genius, 35 
Man with Red Flag precedes Horsemen, 


225 
Medizval Italian Dog-Muzzie, 276 
Members catering for the House, 214 
Minerva at the University, 134 
MP — led sein 178 
«P.’s crippled at 
Mr. Barnato as ‘‘ Pistol,” 155 
Mr. Boreham’s Insomnia, 10 
Mr. Punch’s Patent Matinée Hat, 76 
Mr. Smallweed’s Wife's Photograph, 207 
ser Tympanum’s delightful Daughters, 
Nansen discovering North Pole, 86 
New Baronet's Old Hat (A), 275 
New Design for English Penny, 27 
Newly-married Poet and Wife, 114 
Newsboys and Tall Swell, 101 
ree definition of Orange Free 
ta 


stanee tere and the little Turk, 98 
Old Jones’s Wine, 82 
Old Offender in Police Court, $8 
“Old Oompauloppomus” at Home, 167 
Opportunist German Governess (An), 138 
Our Dramatist and his Wife, 251 
Our Tenor’s Fair Accom t, 102 

-boy and Servant’s Visitor, 210 
Painter named Chiaro Oscuro, 284 
Parliamentary Cyclists, 118 
Parliamentary Dress a& la Kriiger, 263 
rey School of Sculpture (A), 
ee h of eee Door, ina 
rinces’ Message to American 
Punch and the Sul 57 oe 
Rector and Bishop's Postcard, 15 
Rejected Design for Kriiger Statue, 274 
Result of Ladies Cycling, 261 
Rhodes on the Tight-Rope, 74 
Robinson's List of Bards, 217 
Rosebery as a Toréador, 290 
Rowing Men discussing a Friend, 258 
Royal Academy Soirée (A), 227 
Royal Mounted Submarines, 145 
— ae and Turkish 


Salvation Army in Converted Commas, 298 


ter, 
ter 


Shaks and Mr. Punch, 206 
Small rset his Stout Aunt, 97 
Smashed Bicycle (The), 229 


Son's Education at Public School, 157 
Specimens of Parliamentary 


122 
Sportsman’s Vain Mare (A), 51 
Stepfather scolding Stepson, 22 
eee eee Holidays (A), 203 
Street-G Opinion on es’ Cycles, 


59 
Street-Player and Shower of Boots, 9 
Study of a ‘‘ Sandwich” 245 
oe Poet and Country Vicar, 87 
Sultan reading Watson's Sonnets, 77 
Swell's jolly Good Cold (A), 184 
Teaching Stout Lady to ‘‘ Bike,” 241 
Tea on the Terrace at Westminster, 286 
Thinking as his Wife tells him to, 181 
Tired-out Chaperon and Niece at Crowded 


Party, 306 
pvt Artists on Burlington House Steps, 


Two Doctors on Influenza Treatment, 58 
Two Genius’s Heads of Hair, 159 

Two Muzzled 109 

Tark and ‘3s Guardian (The), 110 
Turk's Free d ), 26 

a Sportsman and Horse-breaker, 


Unmuzzled Pup in Custody, 181 

Volunteer's substitute for a Busby, 288 

Waiting for Papa's Train, 294 

Whispered in a Ball-room, 270 

wor Robinson moves in good Society, 

Why the Mediterranean looks blue, 46 

Woman's — Lady in 'Bus, 221 

Writer about Robert er (A), 169 

sve a Astronomi Measure- 
men 
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Retiring Naval Officer (A), 801 
** Reunion of Arts” &. 141 
Reveries at Lord's, 

Review of Li Poses (4) 41 
To — Relief Bill, 


Robing-Room Rumours, 4 

Romance of the River (A), 159 

eee 8 Reserve, 21 

Roundabout Readings, 4, 22, 28, 47, 52, 
70, 78, 85, 100, 114, 125, 142, 158, 157, 
181, 193, 209, 231, 244, 258, 265, 277, 289 

Round-elay of Distress (A), 106 
aoe Bicycling, 121 

Columbia! 166 

Ruralities, 65 

Rus in Ur 

Russ very much in Urbe, 252 

Saca of the Sagacious Norsegal, 145 

Sartor at St. Stephen’s, 258 

Saved | 150 

Secrets of B’mouth (The), 24 

Sensation of the Moment "The), 112 

Service International, 805 

Seven against each other (The), 11 

** Shooting a Sitter,” 264 

Shylock on the Situation, 245 

Simple as Smoke, 202 

Somebody's Letter, 76 

“Some of the Best” of Regulations, 5 

Somerset Sonnet (A), 138 

Somerset Valentine (A), 69 

Something for him to do, 18 

Something like a Bank Holiday, 157 

Something of a Difficulty, 66 

Song for Baron Pollock, 109 

Song in the Great Wheel, 262 

Song of the New Novel-Reader, 81 

Song of the Over-rated One, 59 

Song of the Rateless Land, 207 

Song of the Sultan (The), 102 

Sportive Songs, 9, 35, 59, 77, 95, 108, 118, 
121, 188, 145, 159, 202, 207, 221, 28%, 
246, 261, 278, 279 298, 806 

aie Digey Cleaning (The), 3 208 


ices: of ‘New Jests (A), 171 
Story of Fidgety William (The), 51 
Stroke in Time saves Hight (A), 141 
Studies in Modern Journalism, 3 
Sunday Pleasure-Seeker’s Vade Mecum 
(The), 338 
Svengalivantin g, 57 
**Takina the Sh(r)ine out of him,” 100 
Tennyson on Two Events, 279 
Terpsichore to Date, 23 
That Game of Golf, 189, 197, 205 
ae and Now, 13 
ian Train (The), 5 
Th King of Cricket (The), 298 
Tip for Teachers, 204 
Tips for Critics, 221 
Tips for Traders, 255 
Tittlebat Tomkins, 109 
To a Cautious Stockbroker, 78 
To Beatrice, 105 


Tommy Hartful on Happy Evenings, 237 

ip me Blue Primrose in Kew Gardens, 
l 

True Blue, 202 

Two Kine? of Cricket oe 267 

Two Senators (The), 54 

« ge which King” (Street,St. James’s), 


s Unholy Alliance ” (The), 237 
University Intelligence, 6, og 
Unpatriotic Trustee (The), 16 

Unpredicted Storm (An), 6 

Unwilling Guest (The), 190 

Vice Vers&, 188 

Vive l’Empereur ! 46 

Voices from the uew British Valhalla, 171 
Wares of Tautologus (The), 65 

‘* Way they have in the Army” (A), 800 
Weather and Wice, 83 

What it will come to, 273 

What Mr. ae aia Ses 16 
‘* What's in a Name 

‘* What we are somace to mak” 186 
When Bar meets Bar, 111 

Wild Autumn (A), 310 

Woman, 89 

Wonders on Wheels, 201 

Word against Gush (A), 183 


LARGE ENGRAVINGS, 


Appeal (An), 283 

Coronation Greeting (A), 259 

Derby Favourite (A), 271 

‘* Disarmed |" 228 

‘* Horse and the Loaded Ass The), 211 
In the Desert, 151 

* Jonathan Jingo |,” “4 

Jonathan's Latest, 24 

Junior Partner (The), “20 

“ Just a-goin to begin!" 79 
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Just Off 
Left Behind ! 168 
** Money no et 1” 108 
‘One at a Time,” 199 
Our “ Olympic Games,” 174, 175 
Patient Ass 187 
* Pity of it!" (1! e), 285 
Poor Relation (A), 91 
“ Pretty Dick |” 67 
Punch at Pretoria, 807 
‘* Rapprochement,” 42 
tan Ted Tall (a) 

g A 
Tug of War 38 Us 19 
Two of a Trade, 11 
“* Well Matched,” 197 


SMALL ENGRAVINGS. 


ALFRED the Little Poet Laureate, 14 
Alice’s Definition of a eee 149 


Alliance Triple Tricycle (The 
American Lady and Juvenile one a 
Art Connoisseur and Family use- 


keeper, 94 
Artist and a Conceited Ass, 100 
Artist and Unappreciative Native, mt 
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